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MISCELLANIES. 


THE  DIAMOND  NECKLACE.1 

[1887.] 

CHAPTER  I. 
Age  of  Romance, 

The  Age  of  Romance  has  not  ceased ;  it  never  ceases ;  it 
does  noty  if  we  will  think  of  it,  so  much  as  very  sensiblj  de- 
cline. **  The  passions  are  repressed  bj  social  forms  ;  great 
passions  no  longer  show  themselves  ?  "  Whj,  there  are  pas- 
sions still  great  enough  to  replenish  Bedlam,  for  it  never 
wants  tenants;  to  suspend  men  from  bed-posts,  from  im- 
proved-drops at  the  west  end  of  Newgate.  A  passion  that 
.  explosively  shivers  asunder  the  Life  it  took  rise  in,  ought  to 
be  regarded  as  considerable  :  more  no  passion,  in  the  highest 
heyday  of  Romance,  yet  did.  The  passions,  by  grace  of  the 
Supernal  and  also  of  the  Infernal  Powers  (for  both  have  a 
band  in  it),  can  never  fail  us. 

And  then,  as  to  '  social  forms,'  be  it  granted  that  they  are 
of  the  most  buckram  quality,  and  bind  men  up  into  the 
pitifullest  straitlaced  commonplace  existence,  —  you  ask, 
Where  is  the  Romance  ?  In  the  Scotch  way  one  answers, 
Where  is  it  not  ?  That  very  spectacle  of  an  Immortal  Na- 
ture, with  faculties  and  destiny  extending  through  Eternity, 
hampered  and  bandaged  up,  by  nurses,  pedagogues,  posture- 
masters,  and  the  tongues  of  innumerable  old  women  (named 
*  force  of  public  opinion ') ;  by  prejudice,  custom,  want  of 
1  Fraskr's  Maoazise,  No9.  86  and  86. 
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knowledge,  want  of  money,  want  of  strength,  into,  say,  the 
meagre  Pattern-Figure  that,  in  these  days,  meets  you  in  all 
thoroughfares :  a  *  god-created  Man,'  all  but  abnegating  the 
character  of  Man ;  forced  to  exist,  automatised,  mummy-wise 
(scarcely  in  rare  moments  audible  or  visible  from  amid  his 
wrappages  and  cerements),  as  Gentleman  or  Gigman  ;  ^  and 
80  selling  his  birthright  of  Eternity  for  the  three  daily  meals, 
poor  at  best,  which  Time  yields :  —  is  not  this  spectacle  itself 
highly  romantic,  tragical,  if  we  had  eyes  to  look  at  it  ?  The 
high-born  (highest-born,  for  he  came  out  of  Heaven)  lies 
drowning  in  the  despicablest  puddles ;  the  priceless  gift  of 
Life,  which  he  can  have  but  once,  for  he  waited  a  whole 
Eternity  to  be  bom,  and  now  has  a  whole  Eternity  waiting 
to  see  what  he  will  do  when  born,  —  this  priceless  gift  we 
see  strangled  slowly  out  of  him  by  innumerable  packthreads ; 
and  there  remains  of  the  glorious  Possibility,  whicli  we  fondly 
named  Man,  nothing  but  an  inanimate  mass  of  foul  loss  and 
disappointment,  which  we  wrap  in  shrouds  and  bury  under- 
ground,—  surely  with  well-merited  tears.  To  the  Thinker 
here  lies  Tragedy  enough ;  the  epitome  and  marrow  of  all 
Tragedy  whatsoever. 

But  so  few  are  Thinkers?  Ay,  Reader,  so  few  think;, 
there  is  the  rub  I  Not  one  in  the  thousand  has  the  smallest 
turn  for  thinking ;  only  for  passive  dreaming  and  hearsaying, 
and  active  babbling  by  rote.  Of  the  eyes  that  men  do  glare 
withal  so  few  can  $ee.  Thus  is  the  world  become  such  a 
fearful  confused  Treadmill;  and  each  man's  task  has  got 
entangled  in  his  neighbour's,  and  pulls  it  awry ;  and  the 
Spirit  of  Blindness,  Falsehood  and  Distraction,  justly  named 
the  Devil,  continually  maintains  himself  among  us ;  and  even 
hopes  (were  it  not  for  the  Opposition,  which  by  God's  grace 
will  also  maintain  itself)  to  become  supreme.  -  Thus  too, 
among  other  things,  has  the  Bomance  of  Life  gone  wholly 
out  of  sight:  and  all  History,  degenerating  into  empty  in- 

1 '  I  always  considered  him  a  respectable  man.  —  What  do  you  mean  by 
respectable  ?    He  kept  a  Gig/  —  ThurttWi  JViaL 
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Toice-lists  of  Pitched  Battles  and  Changes  of  Ministry ;  oi% 
still  worse,  into  *  Constitutional  History,'  or  *  Philosophy  of 
History,'  or  *  Philosophy  teaching  by  Experience,'  is  become 
dead,  as  the  Almanacs  of  other  years,  —  to  which  species  of 
composition,  indeed,  it  bears,  in  several  points  of  view,  no 
inconsiderable  affinity. 

'Of  all  blinds  that  shut-up  men's  vision,'  says  one,  'the 
worst  IS  Self.'  How  true !  How  doubly  true,  if  Self,  as- 
suming her  cunningest,  yet  miserablest  disguise,  come  on  us, 
in  never-ceasing,  all-obscnring  reflexes  from  the  innumerable 
Selves  of  others ;  not  as  Pride,  not  even  as  real  Hunger,  but 
only  as  Vanity,  and  the  shadow  of  an  imaginary  Hunger  for 
Applause ;  under  the  name  of  what  we  call '  Respectability  ! ' 
Alas  now  for  our  Historian :  to  his  other  spiritual  deadness 
(which  however,  so  long  as  he  physically  breathes,  cannot  be 
considered  complete)  this  sad  new  magic  influence  is  added ! 
Henceforth  his  Histories  must  all  be  screwed  up  into  the 
*  dignity  of  History.'  Instead  of  looking  fixedly  at  the  Thing, 
and  first  of  all,  and  beyond  all,  endeavouring  to  tee  it,  and 
fashion  a  living  Picture  of  it,  not  a  wretched  politico-meta- 
physical Abstraction  of  it,  he  has  now  quite  oth^r  matters  to 
look  to.  The  Thing  lies  shrouded,  invisible,  in  thousandfold 
hMllncinafions,  and  foreign  air-images :  What  did  the  Whigs 
say  of  it?  What  did  the  Tories?  The  Priests?  The 
Freethinkers  ?  Above  all,  What  will  my  own  listening 
circle  say  of  me  for  what  i  say  of  it  ?  And  then  his  Re- 
spectability in  general,  as  a  literary  gentleman ;  his  not 
despicable  talent  for  philosophy  I  Thus  is  our  poor  Histo- 
rian's faculty  directed  mainly  on  two  objects :  the  Writing 
and  the  Writer,  both  of  which  are  quite  extraneous;  and 
the  Thing  written-of  fares  as  we  see.  Can  it  be  wonderful 
that  Histories,  wherein  open  lying  is  not  permitted,  are  un- 
romantic?  Nay,  our  very  Biographies,  how  stiff-starched, 
fbisonless,  hollow  I  They  stand  there  respectable ;  and  — 
what  more  ?  Dumb  idols  ;  with  a  skin  of  delusively  painted 
wax-work ;  inwardly  empty,  or  full  of  rags  and  bran.     In 
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our  England  especiallj,  which  in  these  days  is  beocxroe  the 
chosen  land  of  Bespectabilitj,  Life-writing  has  dwindled  to 
the  sorrowfuUest  condition  ;  it  requires  a  man  to  be  some  dis- 
respectable,  ridiculous  Boswell  before  he  can  write  a  tolerable 
Life.  Thus  too,  strangely  enough,  the  only  Lives  worth 
reading  are  those  of  Players,  emptiest  and  poorest  of  the 
sons  of  Adam;'  who  nevertheless  were  sons  of  his,  and 
brothers  of  ours ;  and  by  the  nature  of  the  case,  had  al- 
ready bidden  Respectability  good-day.  Such  bounties,  in 
this  as  in  infinitely  deeper  matters^  does  Respectability 
shower  down  on  us.  Sad  are  thy  doings,  O  Qig  ;  sadder 
than  those  of  Juggernaut's  Car:  that,  with  huge  wheel, 
suddenly  crushes  asunder  the  bodies  of  men ;  thou  in  thy 
light-bobbing  Long-Acre  springs,  gradually  winnowest  away 
their  souls  I 

Depend  upon  it,  for  one  thing,  good  Reader,  no  age  ever 
seemed  the  Age  of  Romance  to  itself.  Charlemagne,  let  the 
Poets  talk  as  they  will,  had  his  own  provocations  in  the 
world :  what  with  selling  of  his  poukry  and  pot-herbs,  what 
with  wanton  daughters  carrying  secretaries  through  the  snow ; 
and,  ibr  instance,  that  hanging  of  the  Saxons  over  the  Weser- 
bridge  (four  thousand  of  them  they  say,  at  one  bout),  it  seems 
to  me  that  the  Great  Charles  had  his  temper  ruffled  at  times. 
Roland  of  Roncesvalles  too,  we  see  well  in  thinking  of  it, 
found  rainy  weather  as  well  as  sunny ;  knew  what  it  was  to 
have  hose  need  darning;  got  tAugh  beef  to  chew,  or  even 
went  dinnerless;  was  saddle-sick,  calumniated,  constipated 
(as  his  madness  too  clearly  indicates) ;  and  oflenest  felt,  I 
doubt  not,  that  this  was  a  very  Devil's  world,  and  he,  Roland 
himself,  one  of  the  sorriest  caitiffs  there.  Only  in  long  sub- 
sequent days,  when  the  tough  beef,  the  constipation  and  the 
calumny  had  clean  vanished,  did  it  all  begin  to  seem  Ro* 
mantic,  and  your  Turpins  and  Ariostos  found  music  in  it. 
So,  I  say,  is  it  ever  I  And  the  more,  as  your  true  hero,  your 
true  Roland,  is  ever  uncansctom  that  he  is  a  hero :  this  is  a 
condition  of  all  greatness. 
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In  car  own  poor  Nineteenth  Centnrj,  the  Writer  of  these 
fines  has  been  fortunate  enough  to  see  not  a  few  glimpses  of 
Somanee ;  he  naagines  this  Nineteenth  is  hardly  a  whit  less 
romantic  than  that  Ninth,  or  anj  other,  since  centuries  began. 
Apart  from  Napoleon,  and  the  Dantons,  and  Mirabeau^, 
whoee  fire-words  of  public  speaking,  and  fire-whirlwinds  of 
cannon  and  musketry,  which  for  a  season  darkened  the  air, 
are  perhaps  at  bottom  but  superficial  phenomena,  he  has 
witnessed,  in  remotest  places,  much  that  could  be  called 
romantic,  even  miraculous.  He  has  witnessed  overhead  the 
infinite  Deep^  With  greater  and  lesser  lights,  bright-rolling, 
silent-beaming,  hurled  forth  by  the  Hand  of  God :  around  him 
and  under  his  feet,  the  wonderfullest  Earth,  with  her  winter 
snow-storms  and  her  summer  spice-airs ;  and,  unaccountablest 
of  all,  kinudf  standing  there.  He  stood  in  the  lapse  of 
Time ;  he  saw  Eternity  behind  him,  and  before  him.  The  all- 
encircling  mystei-ious  tide  of  Force,  thousandfold  (for  from 
force  of  Thouglit  to  force  of  Gravitation  what  an  interval  I) 
billowed  shoreless  on ;  bore  him  too  along  with  it,  —  be  too 
was  part  of  it.  From  its  bosom  rose  and  vanished,  in  per- 
petual change,  the  lordliest  Real-Phantasmagory,  which  men 
name  Being;  and  ever  anew  rose  and  vanished;  and  ever 
that  lordliest  many-coloured  scene  was  full,  another  yet  the 
same.  Oak-trees  fell,  young  acorns  sprang :  Men  too,  new- 
sent  from  the  Unknown,  he  met,  of  tiniest  size,  who  waxed 
into  stature,  into  strength  of  sinew,  passionate  fire  and  light : 
in  other  men  the  light  was  growing  dim,  the  sinews  all 
feeble ;  then  sank,  motionless,  into  ashes,  into  invisibility ; 
returned  bads  to  the  Unknown,  beckoning  him  their  mute 
farewell.  He  wanders  still  by  the  parting-spot ;  cannot  hear 
them  ;  they  are  far,  how  far !  —  It  was  a  sight  for  angels,  and 
archangels;  for,  indeed,  God  himself  had  made  it  wholly. 
One  many-gkincing  asbestos-thread  in  the  Web  of  Universal- 
History,  spirit-woven,  it  rustled  there,  as  with  the  howl  of 
mighty  winds,  through  that  *  wild-roaring  Loom  of  Time.' 
Generation  after  generation,  hundi*eds  of  them  or  thousands 
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of  them,  from  the  unknown  Beginning,  so  loud,  so  stormful- 
busj,  rushed  torrent-wise,  thundering  down,  down ;  and  fell 
all  silent, — nothing  but  some  feeble  re-echo,  which  grew  ever 
feebler,  struggling  up;  and  Oblivion  swallowed  them  aU. 
Thousands  more,  to  the  unknown  Ending,  will  follow :  and 
thou  here,  of  this  present  one,  hangest  as  a  drop,  still  sungilt, 
on  the  giddy  edge  ;  one  moment,  while  the  Darkness  has  not 
yet  engulphed  thee.  O  Brother  1  is  thai  what  thou  callest 
prosaic ;  of  small  interest  ?  Of  small  interest  and  for  thee  ? 
Awake,  poor  troubled  sleeper :  shake  off  thy  torpid  night- 
mare-dream ;  look,  see,  behold  it,  the  Flame-image ;  splen- 
dours high  as  Heaven,  terrors  deep  as  Hell :  this  is  God's 
Creation  ';  this  is  Man's  Life  !  —  Such  things  has  the  Writer 
of  these  lines  witnessed,  in  this  poor  Nineteenth  Century  of 
ours ;  and  what  are  all  such  to  the  things  he  yet  hopes  to 
witness?  Hopes,  with  truest  assurance.  'I  have  painted 
BO  much,'  said  the  good  Jean  Paul,  in  his  old  days, '  and  I 
have  never  seen  the  Ocean ;  the  Ocean  of  Eternity  I  shall 
not  fail  to  see !  * 

Such  being  the  intrinsic  quality  of  this  Time,  and  of  all 
Time  whatsoever,  might  not  the  Poet  who  chanced  to  walk 
through  it  find  objects  enough  to  paint  ?  What  object  soever 
he  fixed  on,  were  it  the  meanest  of  the  mean,  let  him  but 
paint  it  in  \V\  actual  truth,  as  it  swims  there,  in  such  envi- 
ronment; world-old,  yet  new  and  never-ending;  an  inde- 
structible portion  of  the  miraculous  All, —  his  picture  of  it 
were  a  Poem.  How  much  more  if  the  object  fixed  on  were 
not  mean,  but  one  already  wonderful ;  the  mystic  '  actual 
truth'  of  which,  if  it  lay  not  on  the  surface,  yet  shone 
through  the  surface,  and  invited  even '  Prosaists  to  search 
for  it ! 

The  present  Writer,  who  unhappily  belongs  to  that  class, 
has  nevertheless  a  firmer  and  firmer  persuasion  of  two 
things :  first,  as  was  seen,  that  Romance  exists ;  secondly, 
that  now,  and  formerly,  and  evermore  it  exists,  strictly 
speaking,  in  Reality  alone.     The  thing  that  i$,  what  can  be 
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SO  wonderful ;  what,  especially  to  us  that  are^  can  have  such 
signt6cance  ?  Study  Reality,  he  is  ever  and  anon  saying  to 
himself;  search  out  deeper  and  deeper  its  quite  endless  mys- 
tery :  see  it,  know  it ;  then,  whether  thou  wouldst  learn  from 
it,  and  again  teach ;  or  weep  over  it,  or  laugh  over  it,  or  love 
it,  or  despise  it,  or  in  any  way  relate  thyself  to  it,  thou  hast 
the  firmest  enduring  basis:  thai  hieroglyphic  page  is  one 
thou  canst  read  on  forever,  find  new  meaning  in  forever. 

Finally,  and  in  a  word,  do  not  the  critics  teach  us :  ^  In 
'  wliatsoever  thing  thou  hast  thyself  felt  interest,  in  that  or 
*  in  nothing  hope  to  inspire  others  with  interest  ? '  —  In  par- 
tial obedience  to  all  which,  and  to  many  other  principles, 
shall  the  following  small  Romance  of  the  Diamond  Necklace 
begin  to  come  together.  A  small  Romance,  let  the  reader 
again  and  again  assure  himself,  which  is  no  brainweb  of 
mine,  or  of  any  other  foolish  man's ;  but  a  fraction  of  that 
mystic  *  spirit-woven  web,'  from  the  *  Loom  of  Time,'  spoken 
of  above.  It  is  an  actual  Transaction  that  happened  in  this 
Earth  of  ours.  Wherewith  our  whole  business,  as  already 
urged,  is  to  paint  it  truly. 

For  the  rest,  an  earnest  inspection,  faithful  endeavour  has 
not  been  wanting,  on  our  part ;  nor,  singular  as  it  may  seem, 
the  strictest  regard  to  chronology,  geography  (or  rather  in 
this  case,  topography),  documentary  evidence,  and  what  else 
true  historical  rdfeearch  would  yield.  Were  there  but  on  the 
reader's  part  a  kindred  openness,  a  kindred  spirit  of  endeav- 
our r  Beshone  strongly,  on  both  sides,  by  such  united  two- 
fold Philosophy,  this  poor  opaque  Intrigue  of  the  Diamond 
Necldaee  might  become  quite  translucent  between  us  ;  trans- 
figured, lifted  up  into  the  serene  of  Universal-History  ;  and 
might  hang  there  like  a  smallest  Diamond  Constellation,  visi- 
ble without  telescope,  —  so  long  as  it  could. 
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CHAPTER  IL 
The  Necklace  is  made. 

Herr,  or  as  he  is  now  called  Monsieur,  Boehmer,  to  all 
appearance  wanted  not  that  last  infirmity  of  noble  and  ignoble 
minds  —  a  love  of  fame  ;  he  was  destined  also  to  be  famous 
more  than  enough.  His  outlooks  into  the  world  were  rather 
of  a  smiling  character  :  he  has  long  since  exchanged  his  gut- 
tural speech,  as  far  as  possible,  tor  a  nasal  one ;  his  rustic 
Saxon  fatlierland  for  a  polished  city  of  Paris,  and  thriven 
there.  United  in  partnership  with  worthy  Monsieur  Bas- 
sange,  a  sound  practical  man,  skilled  in  the  valuation  of  all 
precious  stones,  in  the  management  of  workmen,  in  the  judg- 
ment of  their  work,  he  already  sees  himself  among  the  high- 
est of  his  guild :  nay,  rather  the  very  highest,  —  for  he  has 
secured,  by  purchase  and  hard  money  paid,  the  title  of 
King*8  Jeweller ;  and  can  enter  the  Court  itself,  leaving  all 
other  Jewellers,  and  even  innumerable  Gentlemen,  Gigmen 
and  small  Nobility,  to  languish  in  the  vestibule.  With  the 
costliest  ornaments  in  his  pocket,  or  borne  aTler  him  by 
assiduous  shopboys,  the  happy  Boehmer  sees  high  drawing- 
rooms  and  sacred  ruelles  fly  open,  as  with  talismanic  Sesame  ; 
and  the  brightest  eyes  of  the  whole  world  grow  brighter: 
to  him  alone  of  men  the  Unapproachable  i^e veals  herself  in 
mysterious  nigUgie ;  taking  and  giving  counsel.  Do  not, 
on  all  gala-days  and  gala-nights,  his  works  praise  him  ?  On 
the  gorgeous  robes  of  State,  on  Court-dresses  and  Lords' 
stars,  on  the  diadem  of  Royalty ;  better  still,  on  the  swan- 
neck  of  Beauty,  and  her  queenly  garniture  from  plume-bear- 
ing aigrette  to  shoebuckle  on  fairy-slipper,  —  that  blinding 
play  of  colours  is  Boehmer's  doing :  he  is  JoaiUier-Bijoutier 
de  la  Heine. 

Could  the  man  but  have  been  content  with  it !  He  could 
not :  Icarus-like,  he  must  mount  too  high ;  have  his  wax- 
wings  melted,  and  descend  prostrate,  —  amid  a  cloud  of  vain 
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goose-quills.  One  daj,  a  fatal  daj  (of  some  year,  probably, 
among  the  Seventies  of  last  Century  ^),  it  struck  Boehmer : 
Why  should  not  I,  who,  as  Most  Christian  King's  Jeweller, 
am  properly  first  Jeweller  of  the  Universe,  —  make  a  Jewel 
which  the  Universe  has  not  matched  ?  Nothing  can  prevent 
thee,  Boehmer,  if  thou  h^ve  the  skill  to  do  it  Skill  or  no 
skills  answers  he,  I  have  the  ambition  :  my  Jewel,  if  not  the 
beautifullest,  shall  be  the  dearest.  Thus  was  the  Diamond 
Necklace  determined  on. 

Did  worthy  Bassange  give  a  willing,  or  a  reluctant  con- 
sent ?  In  any  case  he  consents  ;  and  cooperates.  Plans  are 
sketched,  consultations  held,  stucco  models  made ;  by  money 
or  credit  the  costliest  diamonds  come  in  ;  cunning  craftsmen 
cut  them,  set  them :  proud  Boehmer  sees  the  work  go  pros- 
perously on.  Proud  man  I  Behold  him  on  a  morning  after 
breakfast :  he  has  stepped  down  to  the  innermost  workshop, 
before  sallying  out;  stands  there  with  his  laced  three-cor- 
nered hat,  cane  under  arm;  drawing-on  his  gloves:  with 
nod,  with  nasal-guttural  word,  he  gives  judicious  confirma- 
tion, judicious  abnegation,  censure  and  approval.  A  still 
joy  is  dawning  over  that  bland,  blond  face  of  his ;  he  can 
think,  while  in  many  a  sacred  boudoir  he  visits  the  Unap- 
proachable, that  an  opus  magnum^  of  which  the  world  wot- 
teth  not,  is  progressing.  At  length  comes  a  morning  when 
care  has  terminated,  and  joy  can  not  only  dawn  but  shine  ; 
the  Necklace,  which  shall  be  famous  and  world-famous,  is 
made. 

Made  we  call  it,  in  conformity  with  common  speech :  but 
properly  it  was  not  made  ;  only,  with  more  or  less  spirit  of 
method,  arranged  and  agglomerated.  What  spirit  of  method 
lay  in  it,  might  be  made ;  nothing  more.  But  to  tell  the 
various  Histories  of  those  various  Diamonds,  from  the  first 

1  Except  thftt  Madame  Campan  {Memoire$^  tome  ii.)  sayv  the  Necklace 
*  was  intended  for  Da  Barry,*  one  cannot  discover,  within  many  yean, 
the  date  of  its  manufacture.  Du  Barry  went  *  into  half-pay '  on  the  10th 
of  May  1774,— the  day  when  her  king  died. 
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making  of  them ;  or  even,  omitting  all  the  rest,  from  the 
first  digging  of  them  in  the  far  Indian  mines !  How  they 
lay,  for  uncounted  ages  and  seons  (under  the  uproar  and 
splashing  of  such  Deucalion  Deluges,  and  Hutton  £xplo*- 
sions,  with  steam  enough,  and  Werner  Submersions),  silently 
imbedded  in  the  rock ;  did  nevertheless,  when  their  hour 
came,  emerge  from  it,  and  first  beheld  the  glorious  Sun  smile 
on  them,  and  with  their  many-coloured  glances  smiled  back 
on  him.  How  they  served  next,  let  us  say,  as  eyes  of 
Heathen  Idols,  and  received  worship.  How  they  had  then, 
by  fortune  of  war  or  thefl,  been  knocked  out ;  and  exchanged 
among  camp-sutlers  for  a  little  spirituous  liquor,  and  bought 
by  Jews,  and  worn  as  signets  on  the  fingers  of  tawny  or 
white  Majesties ;  and  again  been  lost,  with  the  fingers  too, 
and  perhaps  life  (as  by  Charles  the  Rash,  among  the  mud- 
ditches  of  Nancy),  in  old-forgotten  glorious  victories :  and 
so,  through  innumerable  varieties  of  fortune,  —  had  come  at 
last  to  the  cutting-wheel  of  Boehmer ;  to  be  united,  in  strange 
fellowship,  with  comrades  also  blown  together  from  all  ends 
of  the  Earth,  each  with  a  history  of  its  own  !  Ck>uld  these 
aged  stones,  the  youngest  of  them  Six  Thousand  years  of 
age  and  upwards,  but  have  spoken,  Uiere  were  an  Experience 
for  Philosophy  to  teach  by!  —  But  now,  as  was  said,  by 
little  caps  of  gold,  and  daintiest  rings  of  the  same,  they  are 
all  being,  so  to  speak,  enlisted  under  Boehmer^s  fiag,  —  made 
to  take  rank  and  file,  in  new  order,  no  Jewel  asking  his 
neighbour  whence  he  came ;  and  parade  there  for  a  season. 
For  a  season  only  ;  and  then  —  to  disperse,  and  enlist  anew 
ad  infinitum.  In  such  inexplicable  wise  are  Jewels,  and 
Men  also,  and  indeed  all  earthly  things,  jumbled  together 
and  asunder,  and  shovelled  and  wafled  to  and  fro,  in  our 
inexplicable  chaos  of  a  World.  This  was  what  Boehmer 
called  making  his  Necklace. 

So,  in  fact,  do  other  men  speak,  and  with  even  less  reason. 
How  many  men,  for  example,  hast  thou  heard  talk  of  mak- 
ing money  ;  of  making,  say,  a  million  and  a  half  of  money  ? 
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Of  which  million  and  a  half,  how  mach,  if  one  were  to  look 
into  ity  had  they  made  f    The  accurate  value  of  their  Indus- 
try;  not  a  sixpence  more*    Their  making,  then,  was  but, 
like  Boehmer's,  a  clutching  and  heaping  together ;  —  by-and- 
by  to  be  followed  also  by  a  dispersion.     Made  ?    Thou  too 
Tain  individual !  were  these  towered  ashlar  edifices ;   were 
these   fair  bounteous  leas,  with  their  bosky  umbrages  and 
yellow  harvests;  and  the  sunshine  that  lights  them  from 
above,  and  the  granite  rocks  and  fire-reservoirs  that  support 
them  from  below,  made  by  thee  f    I  think,  by  another.    The 
very  shilling  that  thou  hast  was  dug,  by  man's  force,  in  Ca- 
rinthia  and  Paraguay ;   smelted  sufficiently ;   and  stamped, 
as  would  seem,  not  without  the  advice  of  our  late  Defender 
of  the  Faith,  his  Majesty  George  the  Fourth.     Thou  hast 
it,  and  boldest  it ;  but  whether,  or  in  what  sense,  thou  hast 
made  any  farthing  of  it,  thyself  canst  not  say.     If  the  cour- 
teous r^der  ask,  What  things,  then,  are  made  by  man  ?     I 
will  answer  him.  Very  few  indeed.     A  Heroism,  a  Wisdom 
(a  god-given  Volition  that  has  realised  itself),  is  made  now 
and  then:  for  example,  some  five  or  six  Books,  since  the 
Creation,  have  been  made«     Strange  that  there  are  not 
more :  for  surely  every  encouragement  is  held  out.     Could 
1,  or  thou,  happy  reader,  but  make  one,  the  world  would  let 
us  keep  it  unstolen  for  Fourteen  whole  years,  —  and  take 
what  we  could  get  for  it. 

But,  in  a  word.  Monsieur  Boehmer  has  made  his  Neck- 
lace, what  he  calls  made  it:  happy  man  is  he.  From  a 
Drawing,  as  large  as  reality,  kindly  furnished  by  *  Taunay, 
Printseller,  of  the  Rue  d'Enfer ; '  ^  and  again,  in  late  years, 

1  Frontispiece  of  the  ^Affaire  du  Collier,  Paris,  1786 ;  *  wherefrom  Geor- 
gel^s  Editor  has  copied  it.  This  *  Affaire  da  Collier,  Paris,  1785/  is  not 
properly  a  Book;  bat  a  bound  Collection  of  such  Law-Papers  {Memoire» 
povr,  &c.)  as  were  printed  and  emitted  by  the  yarious  parties  in  that  famed 
*  Necklace  TriaL'  These  Law-Papers,  bound  into  Two  Volumes  quarto; 
with  Portraits,  such  as  the  Printshops  yielded  them  at  the  time;  likewise 
with  patches  of  Af».,  containing  Notes,  Pasquinade-songs,  and  the  like,  of 
the  most  unspeakable  character  occasionally, — constitute  this  *  Affaire 
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by  the  Abb^  Greorgel,  in  the  Second  Volume  of  his  Memmres^ 
curious  readers  can  still  fancj  to  themselves  what  a  princely 
Ornament  it  was.  A  row  of  seventeen  glorious  diamonds, 
as  large  almost  as  filberts,  encircle,  not  too  tightly,  the  neck, 
a  first  time.  Looser,  gracefully  fastened  thrice  to  these,  a 
three-wreathed  festoon,  and  pendants  enough  (simple  pear- 
shaped,  multiple  star-shaped,  or  clustering  amorphous)  en- 
circle it,  enwreath  it,  a  second  time.  Loosest  of  all,  soAly 
flowing  round  from  behind,  in  priceless  catenary,  rush  down 
two  broad  threefold  rows  ;  seem  to  knot  themselves,  round  a 
veiy  Queen  of  Diamonds,  on  the  bosom  ;  then  rush  on,  again 
separated,  as  if  there  were  length  in  plenty  ;  the  very  tassels 
of  them  were  a  fortune  for  some  men.     And  now  lastly,  two 

du  Collier ;  *  which  the  Paris  Dealers  in  Old  Books  can  stiU  procure  there. 
It  is  one  of  the  largest  collections  of  Falsehoods  that  exists  in  print;  and, 
unfortunately,  still,  after  all  the  narrating  and  history  there  has  been  on 
the  subject,  forms  our  chief  means  of  getting  at  the  truth  of  that  Trans- 
action. The  First  Volume  contains  some  Twenty-one  Mimoire*  pour : 
not,  of  course,  Historical  statements  of  truth ;  but  Culprits*  and  Law- 
yers* statements  of  what  they  wished  to  be  believed;  each  party  lying 
according  to  his  ability  to  lie.  To  reach  the  truth,  or  even  any  honest 
guess  at  the  toruth,  the  immensities  of  rubbish  must  be  sifted,  contrasted, 
r^ected:  what  grain  of  historical  evidence  may  lie  at  the  bottom  is  then 
attainable.  Thus,  as  this  Transaction  of  the  Diamond  Necklace  lias  been 
called  the  *  Largest  Lie  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,*  so  it  comes  to  us  borne, 
not  unfitly,  on  a  whole  illimitable  dim  Chaos  of  Lies ! 

Nay,  the  Second  Volume,  entitled  SuiU  de  f  Affaire  du  CbOier,  is  still 
stranger.  It  relates  to  the  Intrigue  and  Trial  of  one  Bette  d'Etienville, 
who  represents  himself  as  a  poor  lad  that  had  been  kidnapped,  blind- 
folded, introduced  to  beautiful  Ladies,  and  engaged  to  get  husbands  for 
them ;  as  setting  out  on  this  task,  and  gradually  getting  quite  bewitched 
and  bewildered; — most  indubitably,  going  on  to  bewitch  and  bewilder 
other  people  on  all  hands  of  him :  the  whole  m  conseq%tence  of  this  *  Neck- 
lace Tri«l,*  and  the  noise  it  was  making!  Very  curious.  The  Lawyers 
did  verily  busy  themselves  with  this  affair  of  Betters;  there  are  scare- 
crow  Portraits  given,  that  stood  in  the  Printshops,  and  no  man  oan  know 
whether  the  Originals  ever  so  much  as  existed.  It  is  like  the  Dream  of 
a  Dream.  The  human  mind  stands  stupent;  ejaculates  the  wish  that 
Buch  Gulf  of  Falsehood  would  close  itself,  —  before  general  Delirium 
supervene,  and  the  Speeclyof  Man  become  mere  incredible,  meaningless 
jargon,  like  that  of  choughs  and  daws.  Even  fipora  Bette,  however,  by 
assiduous  sifting,  one  gamers  a  particle  of  truth  here  and  there. 
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Other  inexpressible  threefold  rows,  also  with  their  tassels, 
will,  when  the  Necklace  is  on  and  clasped,  unite  them- 
selves behind  into  a  doublj  inexpressible  lurfold  row ;  and 
9o  stream  down,  together  or  asunder,  over  the  hind-neck,  — 
we  may  fancj,  like  lambent  Zodiacal  or  Aurora- Borealis 
fire. 

All  the^e  on  a  neck  of  snow  slight-tinged  with  rose-bloom, 
and  within  it  royal  Life:  amidst  the  blaze  of  lustres;  in 
sylphish  movements,  espi^gleries,  coquetteries,  and  minuet- 
mazes  ;  with  every  movement  a  flash  of  star-rainbow  colours, 
bright  almost  as  the  movements  of  the  fair  young  soul  it 
emblems!  A  glorious  ornament;  fit  only  for  the  Sultana 
of  the  World,  Indeed,  only  attainable  by  such ;  for  it  is 
valued  at  1^800,000  livres ;  say  in  round  numbers,  and  ster- 
ling money,  between  eighty  and  ninety  tliousand  pounds. 


CHAPTER  m. 
The  Necklace  cannot  be  stold. 

Miscalculating  Boehmer  I  The  Sultana  of  the  Earth  shall 
never  wear  that  Necklace  of  thine ;  no  neck,  either  royal  or 
vassal,  shall  ever  be  the  lovelier  for  it.  In  the  present  dis- 
tres:H^d  state  of  our  finances,  with  the  American  War  raging 
round  us,  where  thinkest  thou  are  eighty  thousand  pounds  to 
be  raised  for  such  a  thing?  In  this  hungry  world,  thou  fool, 
these  ^ye  hundred  and  odd  Diamonds,  good  only  for  looking 
at,  are  intrinsically  worth  less  to  us  than  a  string  of  as  many 
dry  Irish  potatoes,  on  which  a  famishing  Sansculotte  might 
fill  his  belly.  Little  knowest  thou,  laughing  Joaillier-Bijou- 
tier,  great  in  thy  pride  of  place,  in  thy  pride  of  savoir-faire, 
what  the  world  has  in  store  for  thee.  Thou  laughest  there ; 
by-and-by  thou  wilt  laugh  on  the  wrong  side  of  thy  face 
mainly. 

While  the  Necklace  lay  in  stucco  effigy,  and  the  stones  of 
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it  were  still  *  circulating  in  Commerce/  Du  Barry's  wa>$  the 
neck  it  was  meant  for.  Unhappily,  as  all  dogs,  male  and 
female,  have  but  their  day,  her  day  is  done ;  and  now  (so 
busy  has  Death  been)  she  sits  retired,  on  mere  half-pay, 
without  prospects,  at  Saint-Cyr.  A  generous  France  will 
buy  no  more  neck-ornaments  for  her :  —  O  Heaven !  the 
Guillotine-axe  is  already  forging  (North,  in  Swedish  Dale- 
carlia,  by  sledge-hammers  and  fire  ;  South  too,  by  taxes  and 
tailles)  that  will  sheer  her  neck  in  twain  I 

But,  indeed,  what  of  Du  Barry  ?  A  foul  worm ;  hatched 
by  royal  heat,  on  foul  composts,  into  a  flaunting  butterfly ; 
now  diswinged,  and  again  a  worm !  Are  there  not  Kings' 
Daughters  and  Kings'  Consorts ;  is  not  Decoration  the  first 
wish  of  a  female  heart,  —  oAen  also,  if  such  heart  is  empty, 
the  last?  The  Portuguese  Ambassador  is  here,  and  his 
rigorous  Pombal  is  no  longer  Minister :  there  is  an  Infanta 
in  Portugal,  purposing  by  Heaven's  blessing  to  wed. — 
Singular !  the  Portuguese  Ambassador,  though  without  fear 
of  Pombal,  praises,  but  will  not  purchase. 

Or  why  not  our  own  loveliest  Marie-Antoinette,  once 
Dauphiness  only ;  now  every  inch  a  Queen :  what  neck 
in  the  whole  Earth  would  it  beseem  better  ?  It  is  fit  only 
for  her.  —  Alas,  Boehmer!  King  Louis  has  an  eye  for 
diamonds ;  but  he  too  is  without  overplus  of  money :  his 
high  Queen  herself  answers  queenlike,  '*  We  have  more 
need  of  Seventy-fours  than  of  Necklaces."  Laudatur  et 
cdget!  —  Not  without  a  qualmish  feeling,  we  apply  next  to 
the  Queen  and  King  of  the  Two  Sicilies.^  In  vain,  O 
Boehmer !  In  crowned  heads  there  is  no  hope  for  thee. 
Not  a  crowned  head  of  them  can  spare  the  eighty  thou- 
sand pounds.  The  age  of  Chivalry  is  gone,  and  that  of 
Bankruptcy  is  come.  A  dull,  deep,  presaging  movement 
rocks  all  thrones:  Bankruptcy  is  beating  down  the  gate, 
and  no  Chancellor  can  longer  barricade  her  out.  Sbe  will 
enter ;  and  the  shoreless  fire-lava  of  Democract  is  at  her 
1  See  Memoirts  de  Campany  ii.  1-26. 
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back !     Well  may  Kings,  a  second  time, '  sit  still  with  awful 
eye,'  and  tliink  of  far  other  things  than  Necklaces. 

Thus  for  poor  Boehmer  are  the  moumfuUest  days  and 
nights  appointed;  and  this  high-promising  year  (1780,  as 
we  laboriously  guess  and  gather)  stands  blacker  than  all 
others  in  his  calendar.  In  vain  shall  he,  on  his  sleepless 
pillow,  more  and  more  desperately  revolve  the  problem ;  it 
is  a  problem  of  the  insoluble  sort,  a  true  *  irreducible  case  of 
Cardan : '  the  Diamond  Necklace  will  not  selL 


CHAPTEB  IV. 
Affinities:  the  Two  Fixed-ldeof, 

Nevertheless,  a  man's  little  Work  lies  not  isolated,  strand- 
ed ;  a  whole  busy  World,  a  whole  native-element  of  mysteri- 
ous never-resting  Force,  environs  it ;  will  catch  it  up ;  will 
carry  it  forward,  or  else  backward  :  always,  infallibly,  either 
as  living  growth,  or  at  worst  as  well-rotted  manure,  the 
Thing  Done  will  come  to  use.  Often,  accordingly,  for  a 
man  that  had  finished  any  little  work,  this  were  the  most 
interesting  question :  In  such  a  boundless  whirl  of  a  world, 
what  hook  will  it  be,  and  what  hooks,  tliat  shall  catch  up 
this  little  work  of  mine ;  and  whirl  it  also,  —  through  such 
a  dance  ?  A  question,  we  need  not  say,  which,  in  the  sim- 
plest of  cases,  would  bring  the  whole  Boyal  Society  to  a 
nonplus.-^  Good  Gorsican  Letitia!  while  thou  nursest  thy 
little  Napoleon,  and  he  answers  thy  mother-smile  with  those 
deep  eyes  of  his,  a  world-famous  French  Revolution,  with 
Federations  of  the  Champ  de  Mars,  and  September  Massa- 
cres, and  Bakers'  Customers  en  queue,  is  getting  ready: 
many  a  Danton  and  De^moulins;  prim-visaged,  Tartuffe- 
looking  Robespierre,  as  yet  all  schoolboys ;  and  Marat  weep- 
ing bitter  rheum,  as  he  pounds  horsedrugs,  —  are  preparing 
the  fittest  arena  for  him ! 

Thus  too,  while  poor  Boehmer  is  busy  with  those  Dia- 
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monds  of  his,  picking  them  *out  of  Commerce/  and  his 
craflsmen  are  grinding  and  setting  them ;  a  certain  eccle- 
siastical Coadjutor  and  Grand  Almoner,  and  prospective 
Commendator  and  Cardinal,  is  in  Austria,  hunting  and  giv- 
ing suppers ;  for  whom  mainlj  it  is  that  Boehmer  and  his 
craflsmen  so  employ  themselves.  Strange  enough,  once 
more !  The  foolish  Jeweller  at  Paris,  making  foolish  trin- 
kets ;  the  foolish  Ambassador  at  Vienna,  making  blunders 
and  debaucheries:  these  Two,  all  uncommunicating,  wide 
asunder  as  the  Poles,  are  hourly  forging  for  each  other 
the  wonderfullest  hook-and-eye;  which  will  hook  them  to- 
gether, one  day,  —  into  artificial  Siamese-Twins,  for  the 
astonishment  of  mankind. 

Prince  Louis  de  Rohan  is  one  of  those  select  mortals 
bom  to  honours,  as  the  sparks  fly  upwards ;  and,  alas,  also 
(as  all  men  are)  to  troubles  no  less.  Of  his  genesis  and 
descent  much  might  be  said,  by  the  curious  in  such  matters ; 
yet  perhaps,  if  we  weigh  it  well,  intrinsically  little*  He  can, 
by  diligence  and  faith,  be  traced  back  some  handbreadth  or 
two,  some  century  or  two;  but  afler  that,  merges  in  the 
mere  '  blood-royal  of  Brittany ; '  long,  long  on  this  side  of 
the  Northern  Immigrations,  he  is  not  so  much  as  to  be 
sought  for;  —  and  leaves  the  whole  space  onwards  from 
that,  into  the  bosom  of  Eternity,  a  blank,  marked  only  by 
one  point,  the  Fall  of  Man!  However,  and  what  alone 
concerns  us,  his  kindred,  in  these  quite  recent  times,  have 
been  much  about  the  Mos^t  Christian  Majesty ;  could  there 
pick  up  what  was  going.  In  particular,  they  have  had  a 
turn  of  some  continuance  for  Cardinalship  and  Commen- 
datorship.  Safest  trades  these,  of  the  calm,  do-nothing 
sort :  in  the  do-something  line,  in  Generalship,  or  such  like 
(witness  poor  Cousin  Soubise,  at  Rosbach^),  they  might  not 

1  Here  is  the  Epigram  they  made  against  him  on  occasion  of  Rosbach, 
—  in  that  *  Despotism  tempered  by  Epigrams/  which  France  was  then 
said  to  be : 

*  Soubise  dit,  la  lanteme  k  la  main, 
J'al  beau  chercher,  oh  diable  est  mon  Arm^e? 
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fiire  so  welL  Id  any  case,  the  actual  Prince  Louis,  Coadju- 
tor at  Strasburg,  while  his  unde  the  Cardinal-Archbishop 
has  not  jet  deceased,  and  left  him  his  dignities,  but  only 
fiiUen  sick,  already  takes  his  place  on  one  grandest  occasion : 
he«  thrice-happy  Coadjutor,  receives  the  fair,  young,  trem- 
bliDg  Dauphiness,  Marie-Antoinette,  on  her  first  entrance 
into  France ;  and  can  there,  as  Ceremonial  Fugleman,  with 
fit  bearing  and  semblance  (being  a  tall  man,  of  siz-and- 
thirty),  do  the  needful.  Of  his  other  performances  up  to 
this  date,  a  refined  History  had  rather  say  nothing. 

In  fact,  if  the  tolerating  mind  will  meditate  it  with  any 
sympathy,  what  could  poor  Rohan  perform?  Performing 
needs  light,  needd  strength,  and  a  firm  clear  footing ;  all  of 
which  had  been  denied  him.  Nourished,  from  birth,  with 
the  choicest  physical  spoon-meat,  indeed ;  yet  also,  with  no 
better  spiritual  Doctrine  and  £vangel  of  Life  than  a  French 
Court  of  Louis  the  Well-beloved  could  yield ;  gifted  more- 
over, and  this  too  was  but  a  new  perplexity  for  him,  with 
shrewdness  enough  to  see  through  much,  with  vigour  enough 
to  despise  much ;  unhappily,  not  with  vigour  enough  to  spurn 
it  from  him,  and  be  forever  enfranchised  of  it,  —  he  awakes, 
at  man's  stature,  with  man's  wild  desires,  in  a  World  of  the 
merest  incoherent  Lies  and  Delirium ;  himself  a  nameless 
Mass  of  delirious  Incoherences,  —  covered  over  at  most,  and 
held^in  a  little,  by  conventional  Politesse,  and  a  Cloak  of 
prospective  Cardinal's  Plush.  Are  not  intriguer,  might  Ro^ 
ban  say,  the  industry  of  this  our  Universe ;  nay  is  not  the 
Universe  itself,  at  bottom,  properly  an  intrigue?  A  Most 
Christian  Majesty,  in  the  Parc^aux^erfs ;  he,  thou  seest,  is 

File  ^tait  Ik  pourtant  hier  matin: 

Me  Ta-t-on  prise,  ou  l*aurai8-je  ^gar^e?  — 

Qae  vois-je,  d  ciel!  que  mon  &ine  est  ravie! 
Prodige  heureux!  la  voilk,  la  voilk!  — 
Ah,  ventreblea!  qa*est-ce  done  que  cela? 
Je  me  trompais,  c'est  TArm^e  Ennemie!  * 

Lacrxtkllb,  ii.  206. 
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the  god  of  this  lower  world ;  in  the  fight  of  Life,  our  war- 
banner  and  celestial  En-4outO'nika  is  a  Strumpet's  Petticoat : 
these  are  tbj  gods,  O  France !  —  What,  in  such  singular 
circumstances,  could  poor  Rohan's  creed  and  world-theorj 
be,  that  he  should  '  perform '  thereby  ?  Atheism  ?  Alas, 
no ;  not  even  Atheism :  only  Machiavelism ;  and  the  inde- 
structible faith  that  ^ginger  is  hot  in  the  mouth.'  Gret 
ever  new  and  better  ginger^  therefore ;  chew  it  ever  the 
more  diligently :  'tis  all  thou  hast  to  look  to,  and  that  only 
for  a  day. 

Ginger  enough,  poor  Louis  de  Rohan :  too  much  of  ginger  I 
Whatsoever  of  it,  for  the  ^ve  senses,  money,  or  money's 
worth,  or  backstairs  diplomacy,  can  buy ;  nay  for  the  sixth 
sense  too,  the  far  spicier  ginger.  Antecedence  of  thy  fellow- 
creatures,  —  merited,  at  least,  by  infinitely  finer  housing  than 
theirs.  Coadjutor  of  Strasburg,  Archbishop  of  Strasburg, 
Grand  Almoner  of  France,  Commander  of  the  Order  of  the 
Holy  Ghost,  Cardinal,  Commendator  of  St.  Wast  d' Arras 
(one  of  the  fattest  benefices  here  below)  :  all  these  shall  be 
housings  for  Monseigneur :  to  all  these  shall  his  Jesuit  Nurs- 
ing-mother, our  vulpine  Abb4  Greorgel,  through  fair  court- 
weather  and  through  foul,  triumphantly  bear  him ;  and  wrap 
him  with  them,  fat,  somnolent  Nurseling  as  he  is.  —  By  the 
way,  a  most  assiduous,  ever-wakeful  Abb^  is  this  Greorgel ; 
and  wholly  Monseigneur's.  He  has  scouts  dim-fiying,  far 
out,  in  the  great  deep  of  the  world's  business;  has  spider- 
threads  that  ovemet  the  whole  world ;  himself  sits  in  the 
centre,  ready  to  run.  In  vain  shall  King  and  Queen  com- 
bine against  Monseigneur :  "  I  was  at  M.  de  Maurepas'  pil- 
low before  six,"  —  persuasively  wagging  my  sleek  coif,  and 
the  sleek  reynard-head  under  it ;  I  managed  it  all  for  him. 
Here  too,  on  occasion  of  Reynard  Georgel,  we  could  not  but 
reflect  what  a  singular  species  of  creature  your  Jesuit  must 
have  been.  Outwardly,  you  would  say,  a  man ;  the  smooth 
semblance  of  a  man :  inwardly,  to  the  centre,  filled  with 
stone  !     Yet  in  all  breathing  things,  even  in  stone  JesuitSi 
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are  inscrutable  sympathies :  bow  else  does  a  Reynard  Abb^ 
6o  loyally  give  himself,  soul  and  body,  to  a  somnolent  Mon- 
eeigneur ;  —  how  else  does  the  poor  Tit,  to  the  neglect  of  its 
own  eggs  and  interests,  nurse  up  a  huge  lumbering  Cuckoo ; 
and  think  its  pains  all  paid,  if  the  sootbrown  Stupidity  will 
merely  grow  bigger  and  bigger !  —  Enough,  by  Jesuitic  or 
other  means,  Prince  Louis  de  Rohan  shall  be  passively 
kneaded  and  baked  into  Commendator  of  St.  Wast  and  much 
else ;  and  truly  9uch  a  Commendator  as  hardly,  since  King 
Thierri,  first  of  the  Faineans^  founded  that  Establishment, 
has  played  his  part  there. 

Such,  however,  have  Nature  and  Art  combined  together 
to  make  Prince  Louis.  A  figure  thrice-dothed  with  hon- 
ours ;  with  plush,  and  civic  and  ecclesiastic  garniture  of 
all  kinds ;  but  in  itself  little  other  than  an  amorphous  con- 
geries of  contradictions,  somnolence  and  violence,  foul  pas- 
sions and  foul  habits.  It  is  by  his  plush  cloaks  and  wrap- 
pages mainly,  as  above  hinted,  that  such  a  figure  sticks 
together ;  what  we  call  ^  coheres,'  in  any  measure ;  were  it 
not  for  these,  he  would  fiow  out  boundlessly  on  all  sides. 
Conceive  him  farther,  with  a  kind  of  radical  vigour  and 
fire,  for  he  can  see  clearly  at  times,  and  speak  fiercely ;  yet 
left  in  this  way  to  stagnate  and  ferment,  and  lie  overlaid 
with  such  floods  of  fat  material :  have  we  not  a  true  image 
of  the  shamefullest  Mud-volcano,  gurgling  and  sluttislily 
simmering,  amid  continual  steamy  indistinctness,  —  except 
as  was  hinted,  in  yfind-gtuts ;  with  occasional  terrifico-ab- 
surd  mud-explosions ! 

This,  garnish  it  and  fringe  it  never  so  handsomely,  is,  alas, 
the  intrinsic  character  of  Prince  Louis.  A  shameful  specta- 
cle :  such,  however,  as  the  world  has  beheld  many  times ;  as 
it  were  to  be  wished,  but  is  not  yet  to  be  hoped,  the  world 
might  behold  no  more.  Nay,  are  not  all  possible  delirious 
incoherences,  outward  and  inward,  summed  up,  for  poor 
Rohan,  in  this  one  incrediblest  incoherence,  that  he.  Prince 
Louis  de  Rohan,  is  named  Priest,  Cardinal  of  the  Church  ? 
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A  debauched,  merely  libidinous  mortal,  lying  there  quite 
helpless,  disaoluie  (as  we  well  say)  ;  whom  to  see  Church 
Cardinal,  symbolical  Hinge  or  main  Comer  of  the  Invis- 
ible Holy  in  this  World,  an  Inhabitant  of  Saturn  might 
split  with  laughing,  —  if  he  did  not  rather  fiwoon  with  pity 
and  horror ! 

Prince  Loais,  as  ceremonial  fugleman  at  Strasburg,  might 
have  hoped  to  make  some  way  with  the  fair  young  Dauphin- 
ess  ;  but  seems  not  to  have  made  any.  Perhaps,  in  those 
great  day«,  so  trying  for  a  fifteen-years  Bride  and  Dauphiness, 
the  fair  Antoinette  was  too  preoccupied  :  perhaps,  in  the  very 
face  and  looks  of  Prospective-Cardinal*  Prince  Louis,  her  fair 
young  soul  read,  all  unconsciou.<«ly,  an  incoherent  Houi'hm^ 
bottomless  Mud-volcanoism  ;  irom  which  she  by  instinct  rather 
recoiled. 

However,  as  above  hinted,  he  is  now  gone,  in  these  years, 
on  Embassy  to  Vienna :  with  *•  four-and-twenty  pages '  (if 
our  remembrance  of  Abbe  Georgel  serve)  *  of  noble  birth,' 
all  in  scarlet  breeches ;  and  such  a  retinue  and  parade  as 
drowns  even  his  fat  revenue  in  perennial  debt.  Above  all 
thingji,  his  Jesuit  Familiar  is  with  him.  For  so  everywhere 
they  must  manage:  Eminence  Rohan  is  the  cloak,  Jesuit 
Georgel  the  man  or  automaton  within  it.  Rohan,  indeed, 
sees  Poland  a-partitioning ;  or  rather  Georgel,  Mfith  his 
*  masked  Austrian '  traitor  '  on  the  ramparts,'  sees  It  for  him : 
but  what  can  he  do  ?  He  exhibits  his  four-^ind-twenty  scar- 
let  pages,  —  who,  we  find,  *  smuggle '  to  quite  unconscionable 
lengths ;  rides  through  a  Catholic  procession,  Prospective* 
Cardinal  though  he  be,  because  it  is  too  long  and  keeps  him 
from  an  appointment ;  hunts,  gallants ;  gives  suppers,  Sar- 
danapalns-wise,  the  finest  ever  seen  in  Vienna.  Abbe  Geor- 
gel, as  we  fancy  it  was,  writes  a  Despatch  in  his  name  *  every 
fortnight ; '  —  mentions  in  one  of  these,  that  *  Maria  Theresa 
^  stands,  indeed,  with  the  handkerchief  in  one  hand,  weeping 
'  for  the  woes  of  Poland ;  but  with  the  sword  in  the  other 
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'  hftod,  ready  to  cut  Poland  in  sections,  and  take  her  share.'  ^ 
Uo timely  joke;  which  proved  to  Prince  Louis  the  root  of 
unspeakable  chagrins  I  For  Minuter  D'Aiguillon  (much 
aguoat  his  duty)  communicates  the  Letter  to  King  Louis ; 
Louis  to  Du  Barry,  to  season  her  soupery  and  laughs  over 
it :  the  thing  becomes  a  court-joke ;  the  filially-pious  Dau- 
phiness  hears  it,  and  remembers  it.  Accounts  go,  moreover, 
that  Rohan  spake  censuringly  of  the  Dauphiness  to  her 
Mother :  this  probably  is  but  hearsay  and  false ;  the  devout 
Maria  Theresa  disliked  him,  and  even  despised  him,  and 
Vigorously  laboured  for  his  recall. 

Thus,  in  rosy  sleep  and  somnambulism,  or  awake  only  to 
quaff  the  full  wine-cup  of  the. Scarlet  Woman  his  Mother, 
and  again  sleep  and  somnambulate,  does  the  Prospective* 
Cardinal  and  Commendator  pass  his  days.  Unhappy  man  ! 
This  is  not  a  world  which  was  made  in  sleep  ;  which  it  is 
safe  to  sleep  and  somnambukte  in.  In  that  ^loud-roaring 
Loom  of  Time'  (where  above  nine  hundred  millions  of  bun* 
gry  Men,  for  one  item,  restlessly  weave  and  work),  so  many 
threads  fly  humming  from  their  '  eternal  spindles  ; '  and  swift 
invisible  shuttles,  far  darting,  to  the  Ends  of  the  World,  — 
complex  enough  I  At  this  hour,  a  miserable  Boehmer  in 
Paria,  whom  thou  wottest  not  of,  is  spinning,  of  diamonds 
and  gold,  a  paltry  thrum  tbat  will  go  nigh  to  strangle  the  life 
out  of  thee. 

Meanwhile  Louis  the  Well-beloved  has  left,  forever,  hit 
Pare-aax^-cerft ;  and,  amid  the  scarce-suppressed  hootings  of 

1  Memoirt$  de  tAbbi  Georgel,  il.  1-220.  Abb^  Georgel,  who  has  given, 
in  the  pkiee  nfaned  to,  a  long  solemn  Namtive  of  the  Necklace  Business, 
passes  for  the  grand  authority  on  it:  but  neither  will  he,  strictly  taken  up, 
abide  scrutiny.  He  Is  vague  as  may  be;  writing  in  what  is  called  the 
'soaped-pig'  fashion:  yet  sometimes  you  do  catch  him,  and  hold  him. 
There  an  banUy  above  three  dates  in  his  whole  Narrative.  He  mistakes 
several  times;  perhaps,  once  or  twice,  wilfully  misrepresents,  a  little. 
The  main  incident  of  the  business  is  misdated  by  him,  almost  a  twelve- 
month. It  is  to  be  remembered  that  the  poor  Abb^  wrote  in  exile ;  and 
With  cause  enough  for  prepossessions  and  hostilities. 
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the  world,  taken  up  his  last  lodging  at  St.  Denis.  Feeling 
that  it  was  all  over  (for  the  small-pox  has  the  victory,  and 
even  Du  Barry  is  off),  he,  as  the  Ahh6  Georgel  records, 
'  made  the  amende  honoraUe  to  God '  (these  are  his  Rever- 
ence's own  words) ;  had  a  true  repentance  of  three  days' 
standing ;  and  so,  continues  the  Abb^,  '  fell  asleep  in  the 
Lord/  Asleep  in  the  Lord,  Monsieur  I'Abbe  !  If  such  a 
mass  of  Laziness  and  Lust  fell  asleep  in  the  Lord,  who^ 
fanciest  thou,  is  it  that  falls  asleep  —  elsewhere  ?  Enough 
that  he  did  fall  asleep ;  that  thick-wrapt  in  the  Blanket  of 
the  Night,  under  what  keeping  we  ask  not,  he  never  through 
endless  Time  can,  for  his  own  or  our  sins,  insult  the  face  of 
the  Sun  any  more ;  —  and  so  now  we  go  onward,  if  not  to 
less  degrees  of  beastliness,  yet  at  least  and  worst,  to  cheering 
varieties  of  it. 

Louis  XVL  therefore  reigns  (and,  under  the  Sieur  Ga- 
main,  makes  locks)  ;  his  fair  Dauphiness  has  become  a 
Queen.  Eminence  Rohan  is  home  from  Vienna ;  to  con- 
dole and  congratulate.  He  bears  a  Letter  from  Maria  The- 
resa; hopes  the  Queen  will  not  forget  old  Cei-emonial  Fu- 
glemen, and  friends  of  the  Dauphiness.  Heaven  and  Earth  I 
The  Dauphiness  Queen  will  not  see  him ;  orders  the  Letter 
to  be  sent  her.  The  King  himself  signifies  briefly  that  he 
'  will  be  asked  for  when  wanted  ! ' 

Alas !  at  Court,  our  motion  is  the  delicatest,  unsurest. 
We  go  spinning,  as  it  were,  on  teetotums,  by  the  edges  of 
bottomless  deeps.  Rest  is  fall;  so  is  one  false  whirl.  A 
moment  ago.  Eminence  Rohan  seemed  waltzing  with  the 
best :  but,  behold,  his  teetotum  has  carried  him  over  ;  there 
is  an  inversion  of  the  centre  of  gravity ;  and  so  now,  heels 
uppermost,  velocity  increasing  as  the  time,  space  as  the 
square  of  the  time,  —  he  rushes. 

On  a  man  of  poor  Rohan's  somnolence  and  violence,  the 
sympathising  mind  can  estimate  what  the  effect  was.  Con- 
sternation, stupefaction,  the  total  jumble  of  blood,  brains  and 
nervous  spirits;  in  ear  and  heart,  only  universal  hubbub, 
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and  loader  and  loader  singing  of  the  agitated  air.  A  fall 
oompanible  to  that  of  Satan !  Men  have,  indeed,  been  driven 
from  Court ;  and  borne  it,  according  to  ability.  Choiseul,  in 
these  yery  years,  retired  Parthianlike,  with  a  smile  or  scowl; 
and  drew  half  the  Court-host  along  with  him.  Our  Wolsey, 
though  once  an  Ego  et  Bex  meu$j  could  journey,  it  is  said, 
withoot  strait-waistcoat,  to  his  monastery ;  and  there  telling 
beads,  look  forward  to  a  still  longer  journey.  The  melodious, 
too  soft-strung  Radne,  when  his  King  turned  his  back  on 
him,  emitted  one  meek  wail,  and  sabmissively  —  died.  But 
the  case  of  Coadjutor  de  Rohan  differed  from  all  these.  No 
loyalty  was  in  him,  that  he  should  die ;  no  self-help,  that  he 
should  live ;  no  faith,  that  he  should  tell  beads.  His  is  a 
mod-volcanic  character;  incoherent,  mad,  from  the  very 
foundation  of  it.  Think  too,  that  his  Courtiership  (for  how 
eould  any  nobleness  enter  there  ?)  was  properly  a  gambling 
speculation:  the  loss  of  his  trump  Queen  of  Hearts  can 
bring  nothing  but  flat  unredeemed  despair.  No  other  game 
has  he,  in  this  world,  —  or  in  the  next.  And  then  the  ex- 
asperating Whiy^  The  How  came  it  9  For  that  Rohanic, 
or  Georgeitc,  sprightliness  of  the  ^  handkerchief  in  one  hand, 
and  sword  in  the  other,'  if  indeed  that  could  have  caused  it 
all,  has  quite  escaped  him.  In  the  name  of  Friar  Bacon's 
Head,  what  was  it  ?  Imagination,  with  Desperation  to  drive 
her,  may  fly  to  all.  points  of  Space; — and  returns  with 
wearied  wings,  and  no  tidings.  Behold  me  here :  this,  which 
is  the  first  grand  certainty  for  man  in  general,  is  the  first  and 
last  and  only  one  for  poor  Rohan.  And  then  his  Here!  Alas, 
looking  upwards,  he  can  eye,  from  his  burning  marl,  the 
azure  realms,  once  his;  and  Cousin  Countess  de  Marsan, 
and  so  many  Richelieus,  Polignacs,  and  other  happy  angeLs, 
male  and  female,  all  blissfully  gyrating  there ;  while  he  — ! 

Nevertheless  hope,  in  the  human  breast,  though  not  in  the 
diabolic,  springs  eternal.  The  outcast  Rohan  bends  all  his 
thoughts,  faculties,  prayers,  purposes,  to  one  object ;  one  ob- 
ject he  will  attain,  or  go  to  Bedlam.     How  many  ways  he 


28  MISCELLANIES. 

tries ;  what  dajs  and  nights  of  conjecture,  con^ultaiion  ;  what 
written  unpublished  reams  of  correspondence,  prote«ratton, 
backstairs  diplomacy  of  every  rubric !  How  many  suppers 
has  he  eaten  ;  how  many  given,  —  in  vain  I  It  is  his  morn- 
ing song,  and  his  evening  prayer.  From  innumerable  fhlls 
be  rises  ;  only  to  fall  again.  Behold  him  even,  with  his  red 
stockings,  at  dusk,  in  the  Garden  of  Trianon  :  he  has  bribed 
the  Concierge ;  will  see  her  Miyesty  in  spite  of  Etiquette 
and  Fate;  peradveuture,  pitying  his  long  sad  Kiog*s-evil, 
she  will  touch  him  and  heal  him.  In  vain,  —  says  the  Fe- 
male Historian,  Campan.^  The  Chariot  of  Majesty  shoots 
rapidly  by,  with  high-plumed  heads  in  it ;  Eminence  is  known 
by  his  red  stockings,  but  not  looked  at,  only  laughed  at,  and 
left  standing  like  a  Pillar  of  SalL 

Thus  through  ten  long  years,  of  new  resolve  and  new  dei- 
spondency,  of  flying  from  Saveme  to  Paris,  and  from  Paris 
to  Saveme,  has  it  lasted;  hope  deferred  making  the  heart 
sick.  Reynard  Georgel  and  Cousin  de  Marsan,  by  elo^ 
quenoe,  by  influence,  and  being  '  at  M.  de  Maurepas'  piUow 
before  six,'  have  secured  the  Ardibishopric,  the  Grand- Ai<i> 
monership;  the  Cardinalship  (by  the  medium  of  Poland)  ( 
and,  lastly,  to  tinker  many  rents,  and  appease  the  Jews,  that 
fattest  Commendatorship,  founded  by  King  Thierri  the  Do* 
nothing  —  perhaps  with  a  view  to  such  cases.  All  good! 
languidly  croaks  Rohan ;  yet  all  not  the  one  thing  needful  i 
alas,  the  Queen's  eyes  do  not  yet  shine  on  me. 

AbbiS  Georgel  admits,  in  his  own  polite  diplomatic  way, 
that  the  Mud-volcano  was  much  agitated  by  these  trials ;  and 

^  Madame  Campan,  in  her  NarratiTe,  and,  indeed,  in  her  Mtmoin  gener* 

ally,  does  not  seem  to  intend  falsehood:  this,  in  the  Busuiess  of  the  Neck* 
lace,  is  saying  a  great  deal.  She  rather,  perhaps,  intends  the  pix>ducing 
of  an  impression ;  which  may  have  appeared  to  herself  to  be  the  right  one. 
Bat,  at  all  events,  she  has,  here  or  elsewhere,  no  notion  of  historical  rigour; 
she  gives  hardly  any  date,  or  the  like ;  will  tell  the  same  thing,  in  different 
plnce»,  different  ways,  &c.  There  is  a  tradition  that  L.ouis  X  VIII.  revised 
her  Memoires  before  publication.  She  requires  to  be  read  with  scepticism 
everywhere;  but  yields  something  in  that  way. 
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in  time  quite  changed.  Monseigneur  deviated  into  cabalistic 
ooQTses,  ailer  elixird,  pfailtres,  and  the  philosopher's  stone; 
that  19,  the  volcanic  steam  grew  thicker  and  heavier:  at 
last  by  Cagliostro's  magic  (for  Cagliostro  and  the  Cardinal 
by  elective  affinity  most  meet),  it  sank  into  the  opacity  of 
perfect  London  fog !  So  too,  if  Monseignear  grew  choleric ; 
wrapped  himself  op  in  reserve,  ^poke  roughly  to  his  domes- 
tics and  dependents, --^  were  not  the  terrifioo-absurd  mud- 
exploeions  becoming  more  frequent?  Alas,  what  wonder? 
Some  nine-and-forty  winters  have  now  fled  over  his  Emi- 
nence (for  it  is  1783),  and  his  beard  falk  white  to  the 
diaver ;  but  age  for  him  brings  no  *  benefit  of  experience.' 
He  is  possessed  by  a  fixed-idea ! 

Foolish  Eminence !  is  the  Earth  grown  all  barren  and  of 
a  snuff  cdonr,  because  one  pair  of  eyes  in  it  look  on  thee 
askance  ?  Surely  thou  hast  thy  Body  there  yet ;  and  what 
of  soul  might  from  the  first  reside  in  it  Nay,  a  warm,  snug 
Body,  with  not  only  five  senses  (sound  still,  in  spite  of  much 
tear  and  wear),  but  most  eminent  clothing,  besides ;  — 
ckithed  with  authority  over  much,  with  red  Cardinars  cloak, 
red  Cardinal's  hat ;  with  Commetfdatorship,  Grand- Almoner- 
ship,  so  kind  have  thy  Fri piers  been;  with  dignities  and 
dominions  too  tedious  to  name.  The  stars  rise  nightly,  with 
tidings  (for  thee  too,  if  thou  wilt  listen)  from  the  infinite 
Blue ;  Sun  and  Moon  bring  vicissitudes  of  season  ;  dressing 
green,  with  flower-borderings,  and  cloth  of  gold,  this  ancient 
ever-young  Earth  of  ours,  and  filling  her  breast;  with  all- 
nourishing  mother's  milk.  Wilt  thou  work?  The  whole 
Encyclopedia  (not  Diderot's  only,  but  the  Almighty's)  is 
there  for  thee  to  spread  thy  broad  faculty  upon.  Or,  if  thou 
have  no  faculty,  no  Sense,  hast  thou  not,  as  already  sug- 
gested, Senses,  to  the  number  of  five  ?  What  victuals  thou 
wishest,  command ;  with  what  wine  savoureth  thee,  be  filled. 
Already  thou  art  a  false  lascivious  Priest ;  with  revenues  of, 
say,  a  quarter  of  a  million  sterling ;  and  no  mind  to  mend. 
Eat,  foolish    Eminence ;    eat  with  voracity,  —  leaving  the 
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shot  till  afterwards!  In  all  this  the  eyes  of  Marie  Autoi* 
nette  can  neither  help  thee  nor  hinder. 

And  yet  what  is  the  Cardinal,  dissolute  mud-volcano 
though  he  be,  more  foolish  herein,  than  ail  Sons  of  Adam  ? 
Give  the  wisest  of  us  once  a  *  fixed-idea,'  —  which,  though  a 
temporary  madness,  who  has  not  had  ?  —  and  see  where  bis 
wisdom  is!  The  Chamois-hunter  serves  his  doomed  seven 
years  in  the  Quicksilver  Mines;  returns  salivated  to  the 
marrow  of  the  backbone  ;  and  next  morning — goes  forth  to 
hunt  again.  Behold  Cardalion  King  of  Urinals;  with  a 
woful  ballad  to  his  mistress'  eyebrow  I  He  blows  out,  Wer^ 
ter-wise,  his  foolish  existence,  because  she  will  not  have  it  to 
keep ;  —  heeds  not  that  there  are  some  five  hundred  millions 
of  other  mistresses  in  this  noble  Planet ;  most  likely  mudi 
such  as  she.  O  foolish  men  I  They  sell  their  Inheritance 
(as  their  Mother  did  her^s),  though  it  is  Paradise,  for  a 
crotchet:  will  they  not,  in  every  age,  dare  not  only  grape- 
shot  and  gallows-ropes,  but  Hell-fire  itself,  for  better  sauce  to 
their  victuals  ?     My  friends,  beware  of  fixed-ideas. 

Here,  accordingly,  is  poor  Boehmer  with  one  in  his  head 
too  I  He  has  been  hawking  his  *  irreducible  case  of  Cardan,' 
that  Necklace  of  his,  these  three  long  years,  through  all  Pal- 
aces and  Ambassadors'  Hotels,  over  the  old  'nine  Kingdoms,' 
or  more  of  them  than  there  now  are :  searching,  sifting  Earth, 
Sea  and  Air,  for  a  customer.  To  take  his  Necklace  in 
pieces ;  and  so,  losing  only  his  manual  labour  and  expected 
glory,  dissolve  his  fixed-idea,  and  fixed  diamonds,  into  current 
ones:  this  were  simply  casting  out  the  Devil  —  from  himself; 
a  miracle,  and  perhaps  more  I  For  he  too  has  a  Devil,  or 
Devils :  one  mad  object  that  he  strives  at ;  that  he  too  will 
attain,  or  go  to  Bedlam.  Creditors,  snarling,  hound  him  on 
from  without;  mocked  Hopes,  lost  Labours,  bearbait  him 
from  within:  to  these  torments  his  fixed-idea  keeps  him 
chained.  In  six-and-thirty  weary  revolutions  of  the  Moon, 
was  it  wonderful  the  man's  brain  had  got  dried  a  little  ? 

Behold,  one  day,  being  Court-Jeweller,  he  too  bursts,  al- 
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most  as  Rohan  had  done,  into  the  Queen's  retirement,  or 
apartment;  flings  himself  (as  Campan  again  has  recorded) 
at  her  Majesty's  feet ;  and  there,  with  clasped  uplifted  hands, 
in  passionate  nasal-gutturals,  with  streaming  tears  and  loud 
sobs,  entreats  her  to  do  one  of  two  things :  Either  to  buy  his 
Necklace ;  or  else  graciously  to  vouchsafe  him  her  royal  per- 
mission to  drown  himself  in  the  River  Seine.  Her  Majesty, 
pitying  the  distracted  bewildered  state  of  the  man,  calmly 
points  out  the  plain  third  course:  Dipeeez  voire  CoUier^ 
Take  your  Necklace  in  pieces ;  —  adding  withal,  in  a  tone 
of  queenly  rebuke,  that  if  he  would  drown  himself,  he  at  all 
times  oould,  without  her  furtherance. 

Ah,  had  he  drowned  himself,  with  the  Necklace  in  his 
pocket;  and  Cardinal  Commendator  at  his  skirts!  Kings, 
above  all,  beautiful  Queens,  as  far-radiant  Symbols  on  the 
pinnacles  of  the  world,  are  so  exposed  to  madmen.  Should 
these  two  fixed-ideas  that  beset  this  beautifullest  Queen,  and 
almost  barst  through  her  Palace-walls,  one  day  um'to,  and 
this  not  to  jump  into  the  River  Seine :  —  what  maddest  re- 
volt may  be  looked  for  I 


CHAPTER  V. 
The  Artist. 

If  the  reader  has  hitherto,  in  our  too  figurative  language, 
seen  only  the  figurative  hook  and  the  figurative  eye,  which 
Boehmer  and  Rohan,  far  apart,  were  respectively  fashioning 
for  each  other,  he  shall  now  see  the  cunning  Milliner  (an 
actual,  unmetaphorical  MHUner)  by  whom  these  two  indi- 
viduals, with  their  two  implements,  are  brought  in  contact, 
and  hooked  together  into  stupendous  artificial  Siamese-Twins ; 
—  after  which  the  whole  nodus  and  solution  will  naturally 
combine  and  unfold  itself. 

Jeanne  de  Saint-Rerai,  by  courtesy  or  otherwise.  Countess 
styled  also  of  Vdlois,  and  even  of  France^  has  now,  in  this 
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year  of  Grace  1783,  known  the  world  for  some  seven-and- 
twenty  summers ;  and  liad  crooks  in  her  lot.  She  boasts 
herself  descended,  bj  what  is  called  natural  generation,  from 
the  Blood-Royal  of  France :  Henri  Second,  before  that  ^tal 
tourney-lance  entered  his  right  eye  and  ended  him,  appears 
to  have  had,  successively  or  simultaneously,  four  —  unmen- 
tionable women :  and  so,  in  vice  of  the  third  of  these,  came 
a  certain  Henri  de  Saint-Remi  into  this  world  ;  and,  as  High 
and  Puissant  Liord,  ate  his  victuals  and  spent  his  days,  on  an 
allotted  domain  of  Fontette,  near  Bar-sur-Aube,  in  Cham- 
pagne. Of  High  and  Puissant  Lords,  at  this  Fontette,  six 
other  generations  followed ;  and  thus  ultimately,  in  a  space 
of  some  two  centuries,  —  succeeded  in  realising  this  brisk 
little  Jeanne  de  Saint-Remi,  here  in  question.  But,  ah,  what 
a  falling-offi  The  Royal  Family  of  France  has  wellnigh 
forgotten  its  left-hand  collaterals  :  the  last  High  and  Puissant 
Lord  (much  dipt  by  his  predecessors),  falling  into  drink,  and 
left  by  a  scandalous  world  to  drink  his  pitcher  dry^  had  to 
alienate  by  degrees  his  whole  worldly  Passessions,  down 
almost  to  the  indispensable,  or  inexpressibles;  and  die  at 
last  in  the  Paris  Hotel-Dieu  ;  glad  that  it  was  not  on  the 
street.  So  that  he  has,  indeed,  given  a  sort  of  bastard  royal 
life  to  little  Jeanne,  and  her  little  brother;  but  not  the 
smallest  earthly  provender  to  keep  it  in.  The  mother,  in 
her  extremity,  forms  the  wonderfuUest  connexions ;  and  little 
Jeanne,  and  her  little  brother,  go  out  into  the  highways  to 

beg.» 

A  charitable  C5ountess  Boulainvilliers,  struck  with  the 
little  brightreyed  tatterdemalion  from  the  carriage- window, 
picks  her  up;  has  her  scoured,  clothed;  and  rears  her,  in 
fier  fluctuating  miscellaneous  way,  to  be,  about  the  age  of 
twenty,  a  nondescript  of  Mantuamaker,  Sonbrette,  Court-beg^ 
gar.  Fine-lady,  Abigail,  and  Scion-of-Royalty.  Sad  combi- 
nation of  trades!  The  Court,  after  infinite  soliciting,  puts 
one  off  with  a  hungry  dole  of  little  more  than  thirty  pounds 
1  Vit  de  Jeannt  Cbm/eue  de  Lamotte  (br  HenelOt  vol.  i. 
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a-year.  Naj,  the  audacious  Count  Boulainvilliers  dares, 
with  what  purposes  he  knows  best,  to  ofTer  some  suspicious 
presents  I  *  Whereupon  his  good  Countess,  especially  as 
Mantuamaking  languishes,  thinks  it  could  not  but  be  fit  to  go 
dow,n  to  Bar-sur-Aube ;  and  there  see  whether  no  fractions 
of  that  alienated  Fontette  Property,  held  perhaps  on  insecure 
tenure,  may,  by  terror  or  cunning,  be  recoverable.  Burning 
her  paper  patterns,  pocketing  her  pension  till  more  come. 
Mademoiselle  Jeanne  sallies  out  thither,  in  her  twenty-third 
year. 

Nourished  in  this  singular  way,  alternating  between  saloon 
and  kitchen-table,  with  the  loftiest  of  pretensions,  meanest  of 
])ossession9,  our  poor  High  and  Puissant  Mantuamaker  has 
realised  for  herself  a  '  face  not  beautiful,  yet  with  a  certain 
piquancy  ;  '  dark  hair,  blue  eyes  ;  and  a  character,  which  the 
present  Writer,  a  determined  student  of  human  nature,  de- 
clares to  be  undecipherable.  Let  the  Psychologists  try  it ! 
Jeanne  de  Saint-Remi  de  Valois  de  France  actually  lived, 
and  worked,  and  was :  she  has  even  published,  at  various 
times,  three  considerable  Volumes  of  Autobiography,  with 
loose  Leaves  (in  Courts  of  Justice)  of  unknown  number ; ' 
wherein    he   that  runs    may   read,  —  but    not    understand. 

1  He  was  of  Hebrew  descent:  grandson  of  the  renowned  Jew  Bernard, 
whom  Louis  XV.,  and  even  Louis  XIV.,  nsed  to  *  walk  with  in  the  Royal 
Garden,*  when  they  wanted  him  to  lend  them  money.  See  Souvenirs  du 
Due  (2e  Levii  ;  Memoires  de  Duclos^  &c. 

*  Four  JfemoireM  pour  by  her,  in  this  Affaire  du  Collier ;  like  *  Lawyers' 
tongues  turned  inside  out!'  Afterwards  One  Volume,  Memoire*  Jtuti- 
ficatifs  de  la  Comteste  de,  &c.  (I-ondon,  1788);  with  Appendix  of  *  Docu- 
mentJi*  ao-called.  This  has  also  been  translated  into  a  kind  of  English. 
Then  Two  Volumes,  as  quoted  above:  Vie  de  Jeanne  de^  &c.;  printed  in 
London,  —  by  way  of  extorting  money  from  Paris,  This  latter  Lying 
Autobiography  of  Lamotte  was  bought-up  by  French  persons  in  authority. 
It  waa  the  burning  of  this  EdiHo  Princeps  in  the  SSvres  Potteries,  on  the 
80th  of  May  1792,  which  raised  such  a  smoke,  that  the  Legislative  Assem- 
bly took  alarm :  and  had  an  'investigation  about  it,  and  considerable  ex- 
amining of  Potters,  &c.,  till  the  truth  came  out.  Copies  of  the  Book 
were  speedily  reprinted  after  the  Tenth  of  August.  It  is  in  English  too; 
and,  except  in  the  Necklace  part.  Is  not  so  entirely  distracted  as  the 
former. 

VOL.  IV.  8 
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Strange  Volumes !  more  like  the  screeching  of  distracted 
night-birds  (suddenly  disturbed  by  the  torch  of  Police-Fowl- 
ers), than  the  articulate  utterance  of  a  rational  unfeathered 
biped.  Cheerfully  admitting  these  statements  to  be  all  lies  ; 
we  ask,  How  any  mortal  could,  or  should,  so  lie  ? 

The  Psychologists,  however,  commit  one  sore  mistake; 
that  of  searching,  in  every  character  named  human,  for 
something  like  a  conscience.  Being  mere  contemplative 
recluse-s  for  most  part,  and  feeling  that  Morality  is  the  heart 
of  Life,  they  judge  that  with  all  the  world  it  is  so.  Never- 
theless, as  practical  men  are  aware,  Life  can  go  on  in  excel- 
lent vigour,  without  crotchet  of  that  kind.  What  is  the 
essence  of  Life  ?  Volition  ?  Go  deeper  down,  you  find  a 
much  more  universal  root  and  characteristic:  Digestion. 
While  Digestion  lasts.  Life  cannot,  in  philosophical  language, 
be  said  to  be  extinct :  and  Digestion  will  give  rise  to  Voli- 
tions enough ;  at  any  rate,  to  Desires  and  attempts,  which 
may  pass  for  such.  He  who  looks  neither  before  nor  after, 
any  farther  than  the  Larder  and  Stateroom,  which  latter  is 
properly  the  finest  compartment  of  the  Larder,  will  need  no 
World-theory,  Creed  as  it  is  called,  or  Scheme  of  Duties  : 
lightly  leaving  the  world  to  wag  as  it  likes  with  any  theory 
or  none,  his  grand  object  is  a  theory  and  practice  of  ways  and 
means.  Not  goodness  or  badness  is  the  type  of  him ;  only 
shiftiness  or  shiftlessness. 

And  now,  disburdened  of  this  obstruction,  let  the  Psychol- 
ogists consider  it  under  a  bolder  view.  Consider  the  brisk 
Jeanne  de  Saint- Remi  de  Saint-Shifty  as  a  Spark  of  vehe- 
ment Life,  not  developed  into  Will  of  any  kind,  yet  fully  into 
Desires  of  all  kinds,  and  cast  into  such  a  Life-element  as  we 
have  seen.  Vanity  and  Hunger ;  a  Princess  of  the  Blood, 
yet  whose  father  had  sold  his  inexpressibles;  uncertain 
whether  fosterdaughter  of  a  fond  Countess,  with  hopes  sky- 
high,  or  supernumerary  Soubrette ;  with  not  enough  of  man- 
tuaraaking:  in  a  word,  Gigmanity  disgigged ;  one  of  tho 
saddest,  pitiable,  unpitied  predicaments  of  man  !     She  is  of 
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that  light  anreflectiog  class,  of  that  light  unreflecting  sex : 
varium  9emper  et  rnvtabUe.  And  then  her  Fine-ladjism, 
thoogh  a  purseless  one :  capricious,  coquettish,  and  with  all 
the  finer  sen:>ibilitie.s  of  the  heart ;  now  in  the  rackets,  now 
in  the  suUens ;  vivid  in  contradictory  resolves ;  laughing, 
weeping  without  reason,  —  though  these  acts  are  said  to  be 
signs  of  reason.  Consider  too,  how  she  has  had  to  work  her 
waj,  all  along,  by  flattery  and  cajolery ;  wheedling,  eaves- 
dropping, namby-pambying :  how  she  needs  wages,  and 
knows  no  other  productive  trades.  Thought  can  hardly  be 
said  to  exist  in  her :  only  Perception  and  Device.  With  an 
understanding  lynx-«yed  for  the  surface  of  things,  but  which 
pierces  beyond  the  surface  of  nothing;  every  individual 
thing  (for  she  has  never  seized  the  heart  of  it)  turns  up  a 
new  face  to  her  every  new  day,  and  seems  a  thing  changed, 
a  different  thing.  Thus  sits,  or  rather  vehemently  bobs  and 
hovers  her  vehement  mind,  in  the  middle  of  a  boundless 
many-dancing  whirlpool  of  gilt-shreds,  paper-clippings,  and 
windfalls,  —  to  which  the  revolving  chaos  of  my  Uncle 
Toby's  Smoke-jack  was  solidity  and  regularity.  Reader! 
thou  for  thy  sins  must  have  met  with  such  fair  Irrationals ; 
fascinating,  with  their  lively  eyes,  with  their  quick  snappish 
fancies ;  distinguished  in  the  higher  circles,  in  Fashion,  even 
in  Literature :  they  hum  and  buzz  there,  on  graceful  film- 
wings  ;  —  searching,  nevertheless,  with  the  wonderfuUest 
skill,  for  honey ;  ^  untamable  as  flies ! ' 

WondeifuUest  skill  for  honey,  we  say ;  and,  pray,  mark 
that,  as  regards  this  Countess  de  Saint-Shifly.  Her  instinct- 
of-genius  is  prodigious ;  her  appetite  fierce.  In  any  foraging 
speculation  of  the  private  kind,  she,  unthinking  as  you  call 
her,  will  be  worth  a  hundred  thinkers.  And  so  of  such 
untamable  flies  the  untamablest.  Mademoiselle  Jeanne,  is 
now  buzzing  down,  in  the  Bar-sur-Aube  Diligence;  to  in- 
spect the  honey-jars  of  Fontette ;  and  see  and  smell  whether 
there  be  any  flaws  in  them. 

Alas,  at  Fontette,  we  can,  with  sensibility,  behold  straw- 
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roofs  we  were  nursed  under;  farmers  oourteousljr  offer 
cooked  milk,  and  other  country  messes :  but  no  eonl  will  part 
with  his  Landed  Property,  for  which,  though  cheap,  he  de- 
clares hard  money  was  paid.  The  honey-jars  are  all  close, 
then  ?  —  However,  a  certain  Monsieur  de  Lamotte,  a  tall 
Gendarme,  home  on  furlough  from  Lun^ville,  is  now  at  Bar ; 
pays  us  attentions ;  becomes  quite  particular  in  his  attentions, 
—  for  we  have  a  face  *  with  a  certain  piquancy,'  the  liveliest 
glib-snappish  tongue,  the  liveliest  kittenish  manner  (not  yet 
hardened  into  ca^hood),  with  thirty  pounds  a-year,  and  pros- 
pects. M.  de  Lamotte,  indeed,  is  as  yet  only  a  private 
sentinel ;  but  then  a  private  sentinel  in  the  Gendarmes :  and 
did  not  his  father  die  fighting  '  at  the  head  of  his  company,' 
at  Minden?  Why  not  in  virtue  of  our  own  Countesship 
dub  him  too  Count;  by  left-hand  collateralism,  get  him 
advanced  ?  —  Finished  before  the  furlough  is  done !  The 
untamablest  of  fiies  has  again  buzzed  off;  in  wedlock  with 
M.  de  Lamotte;  if  not  to  get  honey,  yet  to  escape  spi- 
ders; and  so  lies  in  garrison  at  Lun^viile,  amid  coquet- 
ries and  hysterics,  in  Gigmanity  disgigged,  —  disconsolate 
enough. 

At  the  end  of  four  long  years  (too  long),  M.  de  Lamotte, 
or  call  him  now  Count  de  Lamotte,  sees  good  to  lay  down  his 
fighting-gear  (unhappily  still  only  the  musket),  and  become 
what  is  by  certain  modems  called  '  a  Civilian :  *  not  a  Civil- 
Law  Doctor ;  merely  a  Citizen,  one  who  does  not  live  by 
being  killed.  Alas  I  cold  eclipse  has  all  along  hung  over  the 
Lamotte  household.  Countess  Boulainvilliers,  it  is  true, 
writes  in  the  most  feeling  manner;  but  then  the  Royal 
Finances  are  so  deranged !  Without  personal  pressing  solici- 
tation, on  the  spot,  no  Court-solicitor,  were  his  Pension  the 
meagrest,  can  hope  to  better  it.  At  Lun^ville  the  sun,  in- 
deed, shines  ;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  Life ;  but  only  an  Un- 
Parisian,  half  or  quarter  Life ;  the  very  tradesmen  grow 
clamorous,  and  no  cunningly  devised  fable,  ready-money 
alone   will  appease  them.      Commandant  Marquis  d*Auti- 
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champ  ^  agrees  with  Madame  BouhiinvilliHrs  that  a  journey 
to  Paris  were  the  project;  whither,  also,  he  himself  is  just 
going.  Perfidious  Commandant  Marquis  I  His  plan  is  seen 
through :  he  dares  to  presume  to  make  love  to  a  Scion-of- 
Boyaltj ;  or  to  hint  that  he  could  dare  to  presume  to  do  it ! 
Whereupon,  indignant  Count  de  Lamotte,  as  we  said,  throws 
ap  his  commission,  and  down  his  fire-arms,  without  further 
delay.  The  King  loses  a  tall  private  sentinel ;  the  World 
has  a  new  blackleg :  and  Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Lamotte 
take  places  in  the  Diligence  for  Strasburg. 

Good  Fostermother  Boulainvillierd,  however,  is  no  longer 
at  Strasburg :  she  is  forward  at  the  Archiepisoopal  Palace  in 
Saverne;  on  a  visit  there,  to  his  Eminence  Cardinal  Com- 
mendator  Grand- Almoner  Archbishop  Prince  Louis  de  Ro- 
han! Thus,  then,  has  Destiny  at  last  brought  it  about. 
Thus,  afler  long  wanderings,  on  paths  so  far  separate,  has 
the  time  come,  in  this  late  year  1783,  when,  of  all  the  nine 
hundred  millions  of  the  E^arth's  denizens,  these  preappointed 
Two  behold  each  other ! 

The  foolish  Cardinal,  since  no  sublunary  means,  not  even 
bribing  of  the  Trianon  Concierge,  will  serve,  has  taken  to 
the  superlunary  :  he  is  here,  with  his  fixed-idea  and  volcanic 
vaporosity  darkening,  under  Cagliostro's  management,  into 
thicker  and  thicker  opaque,  —  of  the  Black- Art  itself.  To 
the  glance  of  hungry  genius,  Cardinal  and  Cagliostro  could 
not  but  have  meaning.  A  flush  of  astonishment,  a  sigh  over 
boundless  wealth  (for  the  mountains  of  debt  lie  invisible)  in 
the  hands  of  boundless  Stupidity ;  some  vague  looming  of 
indefinite  hope  :  all  this  one  can  well  fancy.  But  alas, 
what,  to  a  high  plush  Cardinal,  is  a  now  insolvent  Scion- 
of- Royalty,  —  though  with  a  face  of  some  piquancy  ?  The 
good  Fostermother's  visit,  in  any  case,  can  last  but  three 
days ;  then,  amid  old  namby-pambyings,  with  effusions  of  the 
nobler  sensibilities  and   tears  of  pity  at  least  for  oneself, 

1  He  U  the  same  Marquis  d*Aatichatnp  who  was  to  *  relieve  Lyonft/ 
and  niise  the  Siege  of  Lyons,  in  Autumn  1798,  but  could  not  do  it. 
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Countess  de  Lamotte,  and  husband,  must  off  with  her  to 
Paris,  and  new  possibilities  at  Court  Only  when  the  sky 
again  darkens,  can  this  vague  looming  from  Saverne  look 
out,  by  fits,  as  a  cheering  weather-sign. 


CHAPTER   VI. 
Will  the  Two  Fixed-ideas  unite  t 

However,  the  sky,  according  to  custom,  is  not  long  in 
darkening  again.  The  King's  finances,  we  repeat,  are  in  so 
distracted  a  state  !  No  D'Ormesson,  no  Joly  de  Fleury, 
wearied  with  milking  the  already  dry,  will  increase  that 
scandalous  Thirty  Pounds  of  a  Scion-of- Royalty  by  a  single 
doit.  Calonne  himself,  who  has  a  willing  ear  and  encour- 
aging word  for  all  mortals  whatsoever,  only  with  difficulty, 
and  by  aid  of  Madame  of  France,^  raises  it  to  some  still 
miserable  Sixty-five.  Worst  of  all,  the  good  Fostermother 
Boulainvilliers,  in  few  months,  suddenly  dies :  the  wretched 
widower,  sitting  there,  with  his  white  handkerchief,  to  re- 
ceive condolences,  with  closed  shutters,  mortuary  tapestries, 
and  sepulchral  cressets  burning  (which,  however,  the  instant 
the  condolences  are  gone,  he  blows  out,  to  save  oil),  has  the 
audacity  again,  amid  crocodile  tears,  to — drop  hints !  ^  Nay 
more,  he,  wretched  man  in  all  senses,  abridges  the  Lamotte 
table ;  will  besiege  virtue  both  in  the  positive  and  negative 
way.  The  Lamottes,  wintry  as  the  world  looks,  cannot  be 
gone  too  soon. 

As  to  Lamotte  the  husband,  he,  for  shelter  against  much, 
decisively  dives  down  to  the  '  subterranean  shades  of  Ras- 
caldom ; '  gambles,  swindles ;  can  hope  to  live,  miscellane- 
ously, if  not  by  the  Grace  of  God,  yet  by  the  Oversight  of 
the  Devil,  —  for  a  time.  Lamotte  the  wife  also  makes  her 
packages  :  and  waving  the  unseductive  Count  Boulainvilliers 

^  See  Coio^mn. 

^  Viede  Jeatme  de  LamotU,  fc,  ecriUpar  ilU-mhnt^  vol.  i. 
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Save-all  a  disdainful  farewell,  removes  to  the  Belle  Image  in 
Versailles ;  there  within  wind  of  Court,  in  attic  apartments, 
oil  poor  water-gruel  board,  resolves  to  await  what  can  betide. 
So  much,  in  few  months  of  this  fateful  year,  1783,  has  come 
and  gone. 

Poor  Jeanne  de  Saint-Remi  de  Lamotte  Yalois,  £x-Man- 
tuamaker,  Scion-of-Royaltj !  What  eye,  looking  into  those 
bare  attic  apartments  and  water-gruel  platters  of  the  Belie 
Image^  but  must,  in  spite  of  itself,  grow  dim  with  almost  a 
kind  of  tear  for  thee !  There  thou  art,  with  thy  quick  lively 
glances,  face  of  a  certain  piquancy,  thy  gossamer  untamable 
character,  snappish  sallies,  glib  all-managing  tongue  ;  thy 
whole  incarnated,  garmented,  and  so  sharply  appetent  *  spark 
of  Life ; '  cast  down  alive  into  thb  World,  without  vote  of 
thine  (for  the  Elective  Franchises  have  not  yet  got  that 
length)  ;  and  wouldst  so  fain  live  there.  Paying  scot-and- 
lot;  providing,  or  fresh-scouring  silk  court-dresses;  'always 
keeping  a  gig ! '  Thou  must  hawk  and  shark  to  and  fro, 
from  anteroom  to  anteroom ;  become  a  kind  of  terror  to  all 
men  in  place,  and  women  that  influence  such;  dance  not 
light  Ionic  measures,  but  attendance  merely ;  have  weepings, 
thankfigiving  effusions,  aulic,  almost  forensic,  eloquence:  per- 
liaps  eke  out  thy  thin  livelihood  by  some  coquetries,  in  the 
small  way  ;  —  and  so,  most  poverty-stricken,  cold-blighted, 
yet  with  youog  keen  blood  struggling  against  it,  spin  for- 
ward thy  unequal  feeble  thread,  which  the  Atropos-scissors 
will  soon  clip! 

Surely  now,  if  ever,  were  that  vague  looming  from  Sa- 
veme  welcome,  as  a  weather-sign.  How  doubly  welcome  is 
his  plush  Eminence's  personal  arrival ;  —  for  with  the  earli- 
est spring  he  has  come  in  person,  as  he  periodically  does ; 
vaporific,  driven  by  his  flxed-idea. 

Genius,  of  the  mechanical-practical  kind,  what  is  it  but  a 
bringing  together  of  two  Forces  that  fit  each  other,  that  will 
give  birth  to  a  third  ?  Ever,  from  Tubalcain's  time.  Iron 
lay  ready  hammered;  Water,  also,  was  boiling  and  bursting: 
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nevertheless,  for  want  of  a  genius,  there  was  as  jet  no  Steam- 
engine.  In  his  Eminence  Prince  Louis,  in  that  huge,  rest- 
less, incoherent  Being  of  his,  depend  on  it,  brave  Countess,- 
there  are  Forces  deep,  manifold ;  nay,  a  fixed-idea  concen- 
trates the  whole  huge  Incoherence  as  it  were  into  one  Force : 
cannot  the  eye  of  genius  discover  iufdlow  f 

Ck)mmnning  much  with  the  Court  valetaiUe,  our  brave 
Countess  has  more  than  once  heard  talk  of  Boehmer,  of  his 
Necklace,  and  threatened  death  by  water ;  in  the  course  of 
gossiping  and  tattling,  this  topic  from  time  (o  time  emerges ; 
is  commented  upon  with  empty  laughter,  —  as  if  there  lay 
no  farther  meaning  in  it.  To  the  common  eye  there  is  in- 
deed none :  but  to  the  eye  of  genius  ?  In  some  moment  of 
inspiration,  the  question  rises  on  our  brave  Lamotte :  Were 
not  this^  of  all  extant  Forces,  the  cognate  one  that  would 
unite  with  Eminence  Rohan's  ?  Great  moment,  light-beam- 
ing, fire-flashing ;  like  birth  of  Minerva ;  like  all  moments 
of  Creation  I  Fancy  how  pulse  and  breath  flutter,  almost 
stop,  in  the  greatness :  the  great  not  Divine  Idea,  the  great 
Diabolic  Idea,  is  too  big  for  her.  —  Thought  (how  often  must 
we  repeat  it  ?)  rules  the  world.  Fire  and,  in  a  less  degree. 
Frost ;  Earth  and  Sea  (for  what  is  your  swiftest  ship,  or 
steamship,  but  a  Thought  —  embodied  in  wood  ?)  ;  Reformed 
Parliaments,  rise  and  ruin  of  Nations,  —  sale  of  Diamonds : 
all  things  obey  Thought.  Countess  de  Saint-Remi  de  La- 
motte, by  power  of  Thought,  is  now  a  made  woman.  With 
force  of  genius  she  represses,  crushes  deep  down,  her  Undi- 
vine  Idea ;  bends  all  her  faculty  to  realise  it  Prepare  thy- 
self. Reader,  for  a  series  of  the  most  surprising  Dramatic 
Representations  ever  exhibited  on  any  stage. 

We  hear  tell  of  Dramatists,  and  scenic  illusion  how  <  natu- 
ral,* how  illusive  it  was:  if  the  spectator,  for  some  half- 
moment,  can  half-deceive  himself  into  the  belief  that  it  was 
real,  he  departs  doubly  content  With  all  which,  and  much 
mora  of  the  like,  I  have  no  quarrel.     But  what  must  be 
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thought  of  the  Female  Dramatist  who,  for  eighteen  long 
months,  can  exhibit  the  beautifuUest  Fata-morgana  to  a 
plush  Cardinal,  wide  awake,  with  fifty  years  on  his  head ; 
and  so  lap  him  in  her  scenic  illusion  that  he  never  doubts  but 
it  is  all  firm  earth,  and  the  pasteboard  Coulisse-trees  are 
produdng  Hesperides  apples  ?  Could  Madame  de  Lamotte, 
then,  have  written  a  Hcunletf  I  conjecture,  not.  More 
goes  to  the  writing  of  a  Handet  than  completest  <  imitation ' 
of  all  characters  and  things  in  this  Earth ;  there  goes,  before 
and  beyond  all,  the  rarest  undertianding  of  these,  insight  into 
their  hidden  essences  and  harmonies.  Erasmus's  Ape,  as  is 
known  in  Literary  History,  sat  by  while  its  Master  was 
shaving,  and  '  imitated '  evtry  point  oi  the  process ;  but  its 
own  foolish  beard  grew  never  the  smoother. 

As  in  looking  at  a  finished  Drama,  it  were  nowise  meet 
that  the  spectator'  first  of  all  got  behind  the  scenes,  and  saw 
the  bumt-corksy  brayed-resin,  thunder-barrels,  and  withered 
hunger-bitten  men  and  women,  of  which  such  heroic  work 
was  made :  so  here  with  the  reader.  A  peep  into  the  side- 
scenes  shall  be  granted  him,  from  time  to  time.  But,  on  the 
whole,  repress,  O  reader,  that  too  insatiable  scientific  curiosity 
of  thine ;  let  thy  a$thetic  feeling  first  have  play ;  and  witness 
what  a  Prospero's-grotto  poor  Eminence  Rohan  is  led  into, 
to  be  pleased  he  knows  not  why. 

Survey  first  what  we  might  call  the  stage-lights,  orchestra, 
general  structure  of  the  theatre,  mood  and  condition  of  the 
audience.  The  theatre  is  the  World,  with  its  restless  busi- 
ness and  madness ;  near  at  hand  rise  the  royal  Domes  of 
Versailles,  mystery  around  them,  and  as  background  the 
memory  of  a  thousand  years.  By  the  side  of  the  River 
Seine  walks,  haggard,  wasted,  a  Joaillier-Bijoutier  de  la 
Reine,  with  Necklace  in  his  pockeL  The  audience  is  a 
drunk  Christopher  Sly  in  the  fittest  humour.  A  fixed-idea, 
driving  him  headlong  over  steep  places,  like  that  of  the 
Gadarenes^  Swine,  has  produced  a  deceptibility,  as  of  despera- 
tion, that  will  clutch  at  straws.     Understand  one  other  word: 
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Cagliostro  is  prophesying  to  him  I  The  Quack  of  Quacks 
has  now  for  years  had  him  in  leading.  Transmitting  *  pre- 
dictions in  cipher;'  questioning,  before  Hieroglyphic  Screen^ 
Columbs  in  a  state  of  innocence,  for  elixirs  of  life,  and  phi- 
losopher's stone;  unveiling,  in  fuliginous  clear-obscure,  an 
imaginary  majesty  of  Nature;  he  isolates  him  more  and 
more  from  all  unpossessed  men.  Was  it  not  enough  that 
poor  Rohan  had  become  a  dissolute,  somnolent- violent,  ever- 
vapoury  Mud-volcano;  but  black  £gyptian  magic  must  be 
laid  on  him! 

If  perhaps,  too,  our  Countess  de  Lamotte,  with  her  blan- 
dishments —  ?  For  though  not  beautiful,  she  '  has  a  certain 
piquancy '  et  cetera !  —  Enough,  his  poor  Eminence  sits  in 
the  fittest  place,  in  the  fittest  mood :  a  newly-awakened  Chris- 
topher Sly ;  and  with  his  *  small  ale,'  too,  beside  him.  Touch, 
only,  the  lights  with  firetipt  rod ;  and  let  the  orchestra,  sofi- 
warbling,  strike  up  their  fara-Iara  fiddle-diddle-dee  I 

CHAPTER  VIL 
Marie- An  ioinetle* 

Such  a  soft-warbling  fara-lara  was  it  to  his  Eminence, 
when,  in  early  January  of  the  year  1784,  our  Countess  first, 
mysteriously,  and  under  seal  of  sworn  secrecy,  hinted  to  him 
that,  with  her  winning  tongue  and  great  talent  as  Anecdotic 
Historian,  she  had  worked  a  passage  to  the  ear  of  Queen's 
Majesty  itself.^  Grods !  dost  thou  bring  with  thee  airs  from 
Heaven  ?  Is  thy  face  yet  radiant  with  some  reflex  of  that 
Brightness  beyond  bright  ?  —  Men  with  fixed-idea  are  not  as 
other  men.  To  listen  to  a  plain  varnished  tale,  such  as  your 
Dramatist  can  fashion ;  to  ponder  the  words ;  to  snuff  them 
up,  as  Ephraim  did  the  east-wind,  and  grow  flatulent  and 
drunk  with  them :  what  else  could  poor  Eminence  do  ?     His 

1  Compare  Rohan's  Menunrespour  (there  are  four  of  them),  in  the  Afmrt 
du  CoUier,  with  Lamotte*s  four.  They  go  on  in  the  way  of  controyersy, 
of  argument  and  response. 
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poor  somnolent,  so  swift-rocked  eoul  feeb  a  new  element  lu- 
fbsed  into  it ;  turbid  resinous  light,  wide-oornscating,  glares 
over  the  waste  of  his  imagination.  Is  he  interested  in  the 
mysterious  tidings  ?  Hope  has  seized  them ;  there  is  in  the 
world  nothing  else  that  interests  him. 

The  secret  friendship  of  Queens  is  not  a  thing  to  be  let 
sleep :  ever  new  Palace  Interviews  occur ;  —  yet  in  deep^ 
est  privacy ;  for  how  should  her  Majesty  awaken  so  'many 
tongues  of  Principalities  and  Nobilities,  male  and  female, 
that  spitefully  watch  her?  Above  all,  however,  *on  the  2d 
of  February,'  that  day  of  '  the  Procession  of  blue  Ribands/  ^ 
much  was  spoken  of:  somewhat,  too,  of  Monseigneur  de 
Rohan! — Poor  Monseigneur,  hadst  thou  three  long  ears, 
thou'dst  hear  her. 

But  will  she  not,  perhaps,  in  some  future  priceless  Inter- 
view, speak  a  good  word  for  thee  ?  Thyself  shalt  speak  it, 
happy  Eminence ;  at  least,  write  it :  our  tutelary  Ck>untess 
will  be  the  bearer !  —  On  the  21st  of  March  goes  off  that 
long  exculpatory  imploratory  Letter:  it  is  the  first  Letter 
that  went  off  from  Cardinal  to  Queen ;  to  be  followed,  in 
time,  by  '  above  two  hundred  others ; '  which  are  graciously 
answered  by  verbal  Messages,  nay  at  length  by  Royal  Auto- 
graphs on  gilt  paper,  —  the  whole  delivered  by  our  tutelary 
Countess.'  The  tutelary  Countess  comes  and  goes,  fetching 
and  carrying ;  with  the  gravity  of  a  Roman  Augur,  inspects 
those  extraordinary  chicken-bowls,  and  draws  prognostics 
from  them.  Things  are  in  fair  train :  the  Dauphiness 
took  some  offence  at  Monseigneur,  but  the  Queen  has  nigh 
forgotten  it  No  inexorable  Queen;  ah  no!  So  good,  so 
free,  light-hearted ;  only  sore  beset  with  malicious  Polignacs 
and  others ;  —  at  times,  also,  short  of  money. 

Marie  Antoinette,  as  the  reader  well  knows,  has  been  much 

1  Lamott^'s  Memoires  JntdJieaHfi  (London,  1788). 
sS«e  Georgd:  see  Lamotte^s  Mimoirt$;  in  her  Appendix  of  *  DooQ- 
ments  *  to  that  Tolame,  certain  of  these  Letters  are  given. 
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blamed  for  want  of  Etiquette.  Even  now,  when  the  other 
accusations  against  her  have  sunk  down  to  oblivion  and  the 
Father  of  Lies,  this  of  wanting  Etiquette  survives  her;  — 
in  the  Castle  of  Ham,  at  this  hour,^  M.  de  Polignac  and 
Company  may  be  wringing  their  hands,  not  without  an  ob- 
lique glance  at  her  for  bringing  them  thither.  She  indeed 
discarded  Etiquette;  once,  when  her  carriage  broke  down, 
she  even  entered  a  hackney-coach.  She  would  walk,  too, 
at  Trianon,  in  mere  straw-hat,  and  perhaps  muslin  gown ! 
Hence,  the  Knot  of  Etiquette  being  loosed,  the  Frame  of 
Society  broke  up ;  and  those  astonishing  '  Horrors  of  the 
French  Revolution '  supervened.  On  what  Damocles'  hairs 
must  the  judgment-sword  hang  over  this  distracted  Earth! 
Thus,  however,  it  was  that  Tenterden  Steeple  brought  an 
influx  of  the  Atlantic  on  us,  and  so  Godwin  Sands.  Thus, 
too,  might  it  be  that  because  Father  Noah  took  the  liberty 
of,  say,  rinsing  out  his  wine-vat,  his  Ark  was  floated  off,  and 
a  world  drowned.  —  Beautiful  Highborn  that  wert  so  foully 
hurled  low!  For,  if  thy  Being  came  to  thee  out  of  old 
Hapsburg  Dynasties,  came  it  not  also  (like  my  own)  out 
of  Heaven  ?  Sunt  iachrynue  remm,  et  mentem  mortaUa 
iangutU,  Oh,  is  there  a  man's  heart  that  thinks,  without 
pity,  of  those  long  months  and  years  of  slow-wasting  igno- 
miny;—  of  thy  Birth,  sofV-cradled  in  Imperial  Schonbrunn, 
the  winds  of  heaven  not  to  visit  thy  face  too  rouglily,  thy 
foot  to  light  on  softness,  thy  eye  on  splendour  ;  and  then  of 
thy  Death  or  hundred  Deaths,  to  which  the  Guillotine  and 
Fouquier  Tinville's  judgment-bar  was  but  the  merciful  end  ? 
Look  ihere^  O  man  born  of  woman  !  The  bloom  of  that  fair 
face  is  wasted,  the  hair  is  gray  with  care ;  the  brightness  of 
those  eyes  is  quenched,  their  lids  hang  drooping,  the  face  is 
stony  pale  as  of  one  living  in  death.  Mean  weeds,  which 
her  own  hand  has  mended,^  attire  the  Queen  of  the  World. 

1  A.  D.  1881. 

*  Weber:  Afemoiret  ctmcemant  Marie^AnioinetU  (London,  1809),  tome  iiL 
notes,  106. 
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The  death-hurdle,  where  thou  sittest  pale  motionless,  which 
only  curses  environ,  has  to  stop :  a  people,  drunk  with  ven- 
geance, will  drink  it  again  in  full  draught,  looking  at  thee 
there.  Far  as  the  eje  reaches,  a  multitudinous  sea  of 
maniac  heads ;  the  air  deaf  with  their  triumph-yell !  The 
Living-dead  must  shudder  with  yet  one  other  pang;  her 
startled  blood  yet  again  suffuses  with  the  hue  of  agony  that 
pale  face,  which  she  hides  with  her  handi<.  There  is  then  no 
heart  to  say,  God  pity  thee  ?  O  think  not  of  these ;  think 
of  Him  whom  thou  worshippest,  the  Crucified,  —  who  also 
treading  the  wine-press  alone,  fronted  sorrow  still  deeper; 
and  triumphed  over  it,  and  made  it  holy ;  and  built  of  it  a 
'  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow,'  for  thee  and  all  the  wretched !  Thy 
path  of  thorns  is  nigh  ended.  One  long  last  look  at  the  Tui- 
leriesy  where  thy  step  was  once  so  light,  —  where  thy  children 
shall  not  dwell.  The  head  is  on  the  block ;  the  axe  rushes 
—  Dumb  lies  the  Worid;  that  wild-yelling  World,  and  all 
its  madness,  is  behind  thee. 

Beautiful  Highborn  that  wert  so  foully  hurled  low  I  Rest 
yet  in  thy  innocent  gracefully  heedless  seclusion,  unintruded 
on  by  fNe,  while  rude  hands  have  not  yet  desecrated  it.  Be 
the  curtains,  that  shroud-in  (if  for  the  last  time  on  this  Earth) 
a  Royal  Life,  still  sacred  to  me.  7%  fault,  in  the  French 
Revolution,  was  that  thou  wert  the  Symbol  of  the  Sin  and 
Misery  of  a  thousand  years ;  that  with  Saint-Bartholomews^ 
and  Jaeqneries,  with  Gabelles,  and  Dragonades,  and  Parcs- 
aux-cerfe^  the  heart  of  mankind  was  filled  fulL  —  and  foamed 
over,  into  all-involving  madness.  To  no  Napoleon,  to  no 
Cromwell  wert  thou  wedded:  such  sit  not  in  the  highest 
rank,  of  themselves ;  are  raised  on  high  by  the  shaking  and 
coofoanding  of  all  the  ranks !  As  poor  peasants,  how  happy, 
worthy  had  ye  two  been  I  But  by  evil  destiny  ye  were  made 
a  King  and  Queen  of;  and  so  both  once  more  —  are  become 
an  astonishment  and  a  by-word  to  all  times. 


46  MISCELLANIES. 

CHAPTER  Vin. 
The  TvDO  Fixed-Ideas  wiU  unite. 

^  Countess  de  Lamotte,  then,  had  penetrated  into  the  con- 
fidence of  the  Queen  ?  Those  gilt-paper  Autographs  w^ne 
actually  written  by  the  Queen  ?  "  Reader,  forget  not  to  re- 
press that  too  insatiable  scientific  curiosity  of  thine  I  What 
I  know  is,  that  a  certain  Villette-de-B^taux,  with  military 
whiskers,  denizen  of  Rascaldom,  comrade  there  of  Monsieur 
le  Comte,  is  skilful  in  imitating  hands.  Certain  it  is  also,  that 
Madame  la  Comtesse  has  penetrated  to  the  Trianon  —  Door- 
keeper's. Nay,  as  Campan  herself  must  admit,  she  has  met, 
'at  a  Man-midwife's  in  Versailles,'  with  worthy  Queen'a- 
▼alet  Lesclaux,  —  or  Desclos,  for  there  is  no  uniformity  in 
it.  With  these,  or  the  like  of  these,  she  in  the  back-parlour 
of  the  Palace  itself  (if  late  enough),  may  pick  a  merry- 
thought, sip  the  foam  from  a  glass  of  Champagne.  No  far- 
ther seek  her  honours  to  disclose,  for  the  present;  or  ana- 
tomically dissect,  as  we  said,  those  extraordinary  chicken- 
bowels,  from  which  she,  and  she  alone,  can  read  Decrees  of 
Fate,  and  also  realise  them. 

Sceptic,  seest  thou  his  Eminence  waiting  there,  in  the 
moonlight ;  hovering  to  and  fro  on  the  back  terrace,  till  she 
come  out — from  the  inefikble  Interview?^  He  is  close 
muffled  ;  walks  restlessly  observant ;  shy  also,  and  courting 
the  shade.  She  comes :  up  closer  with  thy  capote,  O  Em- 
inence, down  with  thy  broadbrim;  for  she  has  an  escort! 
'Tis  but  the  good  Monsieur  Queen's-valet  Lesclaux:  and 
now  he  is  sent  back  again,  as  no  longer  needfuL  Mark  him, 
Monseigneur,  nevertheless;  thou  wilt  see  him  yet  another 
time.  Monseigneur  marks  little  :  his  heart  is  in  the  inefikble 
Interview,  in  the  gilt-paper  Autograph  alone.  —  Queen's- 
valet  Lesclaux?  Methinks,  he  has  much  the  stature  of 
Villette,  denizen  of  Rascaldom!  Impossible! 
•  See  Gtorgtl 
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How  our  Countess  managed  with  Cagliostro  ?  Cagliostro. 
gone  from  Strasburg,  is  as  jet  far  distant,  winging  his  way 
through  dim  Space ;  will  not  be  here  for  months :  only  his 
*  predictions  in  cipher '  are  here.  Here  or  there,  however, 
Caglioetro,  to  our  Countess,  can  be  useful.  At  a  glance,  the 
eye  of  genius  has  descried  him  to  be  a  bottomless  slough  of 
ftilsity,  vanity,  gulosity  and  thick-eyed  stupidity :  of  foulest 
material,  but  of  fattest ;  —  fit  compost  for  the  Plant  she  is 
rearing.  Him  who  has  deceived  all  Europe  she  can  under- 
take to  deceive.  His  Columbs,  demonic  Masonries,  Egyp- 
tian Rlixirs,  what  is  all  this  to  the  light-giggling  exclusively 
practical  Lamotte  ?  It  runs  off  from  her,  as  all  speculation, 
good,  bad  and  indifferent,  has  always  done, '  like  water  from 
one  in  wax-cloth  dress.'  With  the  lips  meanwhile  she  can 
honour  it ;  Oil  of  Flattery,  the  best  patent  antifriction  known, 
subdues  all  irregularities  whatsoever. 

On  Cagliostro,  again,  on  his  side,  a  certain  uneasy  feeling 
might,  for  moments,  intrude  itself;  the  raven  loves  not  ravens. 
But  what  can  he  do  ?  Nay,  she  is  partly  playing  his  game : 
can  he  not  spill  her  full  cup  y^i^  at  the  right  season,  and  pack 
her  out  of  doors  ?  Oflenest,  in  their  joyous  orgies,  this  light 
fascinating  Countess,  —  who  perhaps  has  a  design  on  his 
heart,  seems  to  him  but  one  other  of  those  light  PapilioneSn 
who  have  fluttered  round  him  in  all  climates ;  whom  with 
grim  muzzle  he  has  snapt  by  the  thousand. 

Thus,  what  with  light  fascinating  Countess,  what  with 
Quack  of  Quacks,  poor  Eminence  de  Rohan  lies  safe;  his 
mud-volcano  placidly  simmering  in  thick  Egyptian  haze : 
withdrawn  from  all  the  world.  Moving  figures,  as  of  men, 
he  sees;  takes  not  the  trouble  to  look  at.  Court-cousins 
rally  him ;  are  answered  in  silence ;  or,  if  it  go  too  far,  in 
mud-explosions  terrifico-absurd.  Court-cousins  and  all  man- 
kind are  unreal  shadows  merely;  Queen's  favour  the  only 
substance. 

Nevertheless,  the  World,  on  its  side  too,  has  an  existence ; 
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lies  not  idle  in  these  days.  It  has  got  its  Versailles  Treaty 
signed,  long  months  ago ;  and  the  plenipotentiaries  all  home 
again,  for  votes  of  thanks.  Paris,  London  and  other  great 
Cities  and  small,  are  working,  intriguing ;  dying,  being  bom. 
There,  in  the  Rue  Taranne,  for  instance,  the  once  noisy  Denis 
Diderot  has  fallen  silent  enough.  Here  also,  in  Bolt  Court, 
old  Samuel  Johnson,  like  an  over-wearied  Giant,  must  lie 
down,  and  slumber  without  dream;  —  the  ratthng  of  car- 
riages and  wains,  and  all  the  world's  din  and  business  rolling 
by,  as  ever,  from  of  old.  —  Sieur  Boehmer,  however,  has  not 
yet  drowned  himself  in  the  Seine;  only  walks  haggard, 
wasted,  purposing  to  do  it 

News  (by  the  merest  accident  in  the  world)  reach  Sieur 
Boehmer,  of  Madame's  new  favour  with  her  Majesty  I  Men 
will  do  much  before  they  drown.  Sieur  Boehmer's  Necklace 
b  on  Madame's  table,  his  guttural-nasal  rhetoric  in  her  ear : 
he  will  abate  many  a  pound  and  penny  of  the  first  just  price ; 
he  will  give  cheerfully  a  Thousand  Louis-d'or,-  as  cadtau^  to 
the  generous  Scion-of-Royalty  that  shall  persuade  her  Majes- 
ty. The  man's  importunities  grow  quite  annoying  to  our 
Countess ;  who,  in  her  glib  way,  satirically  prattles  how  she 
has  been  bored,  —  to  Monseigneur,  among  others. 

Dozing  on  down  cushions,  far  inwards,  with  sofl  minister- 
ing Hebes,  and  luxurious  appliances ;  with  ranked  Heyducs, 
and  a  VcUetaille  innumerable,  that  shut  out  the  prose- world 
and  its  discord :  thus  lies  Monseigneur,  in  enchanted  dream. 
Can  he,  even  in  sleep,  forget  his  tutelary  Countess,  and  her 
service?  By  the  delicatest  presents  he  alleviates  her  dis- 
tresses, most  undeserved.  Nay,  once  or  twice,  gilt  Auto- 
graphs, from  a  Queen,  —  with  whom  he  is  evidently  rising  to 
unknown  heights  in  favour,  —  have  done  Monseigneur  the 
honour  to  make  him  her  Majesty's  Grand  Almoner,  when  the 
case  was  pressing.  Monseigneur,  we  say,  has  had  the  hon- 
our to  disburse  charitable  cash,  on  her  Majesty's  behalf,  to 
this  or  the  other  distressed  deserving  object :  say  only  to  the 
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length  of  a  few  thousand  pounds,  advanced  from  his  own 
funds;  —  her  Mi^estj  being  at  the  moment  so  poor,  and 
charity  a  thing  that  will  not  wait.  Always  Madame,  good, 
foolish,  gadding  creature,  takes  charge  of  delivering  the 
money.  —  Madame  can  descend  from  her  attics,  in  the  BeUe 
Imctge  ;  and  feel  the  smiles  of  Nature  and  Fortune,  a  little ; 
so  bounteous  has  the  Queen's  Majesty  been.^ 

To  Monseigneur  the  power  of  money  over  highest  female 
hearts  had  never  been  incredible.  Presents  have,  many 
times,  worked  wonders.  But  then,  O  Heavens,  what  pres- 
ent ?  Scarcely  were  the  Cloud-Compeller  himself,  all  coined 
into  new  Louis-d'or,  worthy  to  alight  in  such  a  lap.  Loans, 
charitable  disbursements,  however,  as  we  see,  are  permissi- 
ble ;  these,  by  defect  of  payment,  may  become  presents^  In 
the  vortex  of  his  Eminence's  day-dreams,  lumbering  multi- 
form slowly  round,  this  of  importunate  Boehmer  and  his 
Necklace,  from  time  to  time,  turns  up.  Is  the  Queen's 
Majesty  at  heart  desirous  of  it ;  but  again,  at  the  moment, 
too  poor  ?  Our  tutelary  Countess  answers  vaguely,  mysteri- 
ously ;  —  confesses,  at  last,  under  oath  of  secrecy,  her  own 
private  suspicion  that  the  Queen  wants  this  same  Necklace, 
of  all  things;  but  dare  not,  for  a  stingy  husband,  buy  it. 
She,  the  Countess  de  Lamotte,  will  look  farther  into  the 
matter;  and,  if  aught  serviceable  to  his  Eminence  can  be 
suggested,  in  a  good  way  suggest  it,  in  the  proper  quarter. 

Walk  warily,  Countess  de  Lamotte ;  for  now,  with  thick- 
ening breath,  thou  approachest  the  moment  of  moments! 
Principalities  and  Powers,  PariemetU^  Grand  Ohamhre  and 
TovmeUey  with  all  their  whips  and  gibbet-wheels ;  the  very 
Crack  of  Doom  hangs  over  thee,  if  thou  trip.  Forward, 
with  nerve  of  iron,  on  shoes  of  felt ;  like  a  Treasure-digger, 
in  silence,  looking  neither  to  the  right  nor  left, —  where 
yawn  abysses  deep  as  the  Pool,  and  all  Pandemonium  hovers, 
eager  to  rend  thee  into  rags  ! 

1  Gtorgd.    Rohan's  four  Memoirt^  pour ;  Lamotte's  foar. 

VOL.  IV.  4 
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CHAPTER  IX. 
Park  of  Versailles. 

Or  will  the  reader  incline  rather,  taking  the  other  and 
sunny  side  of  the  matter,  to  enter  that  Lamottic  Circean 
theatrical  establishment  of  Monseigneur  de  Rohan ;  and  see 
there  how,  under  the  best  of  Dramaturgists,  Melodrama  with 
sweeping  pall  flits  past  him ;  while  the  enchanted  Diamond 
fruft  is  gradually  ripening,  to  fall  by  a  shake  ? 

The  28th  of  July,  of  this  same  momentous  1784,  has  oome ; 
and  with  it  the  most  rapturous  tumult  into  the  heart  of  Mon* 
seigneur.  Ineffable  expectiincy  stirs-up  his  whole  soul,  with 
the  much  that  lies  therein,  from  its  lowest  foundations :  borne 
on  wild  seas  to  Armida  Islands,  yet  as  is  fit,  through  Horror 
dim-hovering  round,  he  tumultuously  rocks.  To  the  Chateau, 
to  the  Park  !  This  night  the  Queen  will  meet  thee,  the 
Queen  herself:  so  far  has  our  tutelary  Countess  brought  it. 
What  can  ministerial  impediments,  Polignac  intrigues,  avail 
against  the  favour,  nay  —  Heaven  and  Earth !  —  perhaps  the 
tenderness  of  a  Queen?  She  vanishes  from  amid  their 
meshwork  of  Etiquette  and  Cabal ;  descends  from  her  celes- 
tial Zodiac,  to  thee  a  shepherd  of  Latmos.  Alas,  a  white- 
bearded  pursy  shepherd,  fat  and  scant  of  breath  !  Who  can 
account  for  the  taste  of  females  ?  But  thou,  burnish-up  thy 
whole  faculties  of  gallantry,  thy  fifty-years  experience  of  the 
sex  ;  this  night,  or  never !  —  In  such  unutterable  meditations 
does  Monseigneur  restlessly  spend  the  day ;  and  long  for 
darkness,  yet  dread  it. 

Darkness  has  at  length  come.  The  perpendicular  rows  of 
Ileyducs,  in  that  Palais  or  Hotel  de  Strasbourg,  are  all  cast 
prostrate  in  sleep ;  the  very  Concierge  resupine,  with  open 
mouth,  audibly  drinks-in  nepenthe ;  when  Monseigneur,  *  in 
blue  great-coat,  with  slouched  hat,'  issues  softly,  with  his 
henchman  Planta  of  the  Orisons,  to  the  Park  of  Versailles. 
Planta  must  loiter  invisible  in  the  distance ;  Slouched  hat 
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will  wait  here,  among  the  leafy  thickets;  till  our  tutelary 
Ck>untess,  *  in  black  domino^'  announce  the  moment,  which 
surely  must  be  near* 

The  night  is  of  the  darkest  for  the  season ;  no  Moon ; 
warm,  slumbering  July,  in  motionless  clouds,  drops  fatness 
over  the  Earth.  The  very  stars  from  the  Zenith  see  not 
Monseigneur ;  see  only  his  and  the  world's  cloud-covering, 
fringed  with  twilight  in  the  far  North.  Midnight,  telling 
itself  forth  from  these  shadowy  Palace  Domes?  All  the 
steeples  of  Versailles,  the  villages  around,  with  metal  tongue, 
and  huge  Paris  itself  dull-droning,  answer  drowsily.  Yes  I 
Sleep  rules  this  Hemisphere  of  the  World.  From  Arctic  to 
Antarctic,  the  Life  of  our  Earth  lies  all,  in  long  swaths,  or 
rows  (like  those  rows  of  Heyducs  and  snoring  Concierge), 
successively  mown  down,  from  vertical  to  horizontal,  by 
Sleep !     Rather  curious  to  consider. 

The  flowers  are  all  asleep  in  Little  Trianon,  the  roses 
folded-in  for  the  night;  but  the  Rose  of  Roses  still  wakes. 
O  wondrous  Earth  !  O  doubly  wondrous  Park  of  Versailles, 
with  Little  and  Great  Trianon,  —  and  a  scarce-breathing 
Monseigneur !  Ye  Hydraulics  of  Lenotre,  that  also  slumber, 
with  stop-cocks,  in  your  deep  leaden  chambers,  babble  not  of 
himj  when  ye  arise.  Ye  odorous  balm-shrubs,  huge  spectral 
Cedars,  thou  sacred  Boscage  of  Hornbeam,  ye  dim  Pavilions 
of  the  Peerless,  whisper  not !  Moon,  lie  silent,  hidden  in  thy 
vacant  cave ;  no  star  look  down :  let  neither  Heaven  nor  Hell 
peep  through  the  blanket  of  the  Night,  to  cry.  Hold,  Hold ! 
—  The  Black  Domino?  Ha!  Yes! — With  stouter  step  than 
might  have  been  expected,  Monseigneur  is  under  way ;  the 
Black  Domino  had  only  to  whisper,  low  and  eager :  "  In  the 
Hornbeam  Arbour  ! "  And  now.  Cardinal,  O  now !  —  Yes, 
there  hovers  the  white  Celestial ;  '  in  white  robe  of  Unon 
moucheii^  finer  than  moonshine ;  a  Juno  by  her  bearing : 
there,  in  that  bosket !  Monseigneur,  down  on  thy  knees ; 
never  can  red  breeches  be  better  wasted.  Oh,  he  would  kiss 
the  royal  shoe-tie,  or  its  shadow  if  there  were  one :  not  words ; 
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only  broken  gaspings,  murmuring  prostrations,  eloquently 
speak  his  meaning,  ^ut,  ah,  behold  I  Our  tutelary  Black 
Domino,  in  haste,  with  vehement  whisper :  "  On  vient"  The 
white  Juno  drops  a  fairest  Rose,  with  these  ever-memorable 
words,  ^  Vous  savez  ee  que  cela  veut  dirty  You  know  what  that 
means ; "  vanishes  in  the  thickets,  the  Black  Domino  hurry- 
ing her  with  eager  whisper  of  "  Vite^  vtte,  Away,  away  I  "  for 
the  sound  of  footsteps  (doubtless  from  Madame,  and  Madame 
d'Artois,  unwelcome  sisters  that  they  are ! )  is  approaching 
fast.  Monseigneur  picks-up  his  Rose ;  runs  as  for  the  King's 
plate,  almost  overturns  poor  Planta,  whose  laugh  assures  him 
that  all  is  safe.^ 

O  Ixion  de  Rohan,  happiest  mortal  of  this  world,  since  the 
first  Ixion,  of  deathless  memory,  —  who  nevertheless,  in  that 
cloud-embrace,  begat  strange  Centaurs!  Thou  art  Prime 
Minister  of  France  without  peradventure :  is  not  this  the 
Rose  of  Royalty,  worthy  to  become  ottar  of  roses,  and  yield 
perfume  forever  ?  How  thou,  of  all  people,  wilt  contrive  to 
govern  France,  in  these  very  peculiar  times  —  But  that  is 
little  to  the  matter.  There,  doubtless,  is  thy  Rose  (which, 
methinks,  it  were  well  to  have  a  Box  or  Casket  made  for)  : 
nay,  was  there  not  in  the  dulcet  of  thy  Juno's  "  Vau$  savez**  a 
kind  of  trepidation,  a  quaver,  —  as  of  still  deeper  meanings  ! 

Reader,  there  is  hitherto  no  item  of  this  miracle  that  is  not 
historically  proved  and  true.  —  In  distracted  black-magical 
phantasmagory,  adumbrations  of  yet  higher  and  highest  Dal- 
liances '  hover  stupendous  in  the  background :  whereof  your 

1  Compare  Georgelj  Lamotte*8  Memoirtt  Jtuiificaii/s^  and  the  Memoirt» 
pour  of  the  various  parties,  especially  Gay  d*01iva*B.  Georgel  places  the 
scene  in  the  year  1786;  quite  wrong.  Lamotte*8  '  royal  Autographs  *  (as 
given  in  the  Appendix  to  Minunrts  Jutiificatif$)  seem  to  be  misdated  as  to 
the  day  of  the  month.    There  is  endless  confusion  of  dates. 

s  Lamotte*s  Memoires  Jtutificati/s ;  Ms.  Songs  in  the  Affaire  cbt  CoUier, 
&c.  &c.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  brutality  of  these  things  (unfit  for  Print 
or  Pen);  which  nevertheless  found  believers, —  increase  of  believers,  in 
the  public  exasperation ;  and  did  the  Queen,  say  all  her  historians,  incal- 
culable damage. 
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Georgels,  and  Gampans,  and  other  official  characters  ecm  take 
DO  notice !  There,  in  distracted  black-magical  phantasma- 
goiy,  let  these  hover.  The  truth  of  them  for  as  is  that  they 
do  so  hover.  The  truth  of  them  in  itself  is  known  only  to 
three  persons :  Dame  self-styled  Countess  de  Lamotte ;  the 
DevO ;  and  Philippe  £galit^,  —  who  furnished  money  and 
facts  for  the  Lamotte  Memoir$^  and,  before  gnillotinementy 
begat  the  present  King  of  the  French. 

£nough,  that  Ixion  de  Rohan,  lapsed  almost  into  deliquium, 
by  sucb  sober  certainty  of  waking  bliss,  is  the  happiest  of  all 
men ;  and  his  tutelary  Countess  the  dearest  of  all  women, 
save  one  only.  On  the  25th  of  August  (so  strong  still  are 
those  villanous  Drawing-room  cabals)  he  goes,  weeping,  but 
submissive,  by  order  of  a  gilt  Autograph,  home  to  Saveme ; 
till  farther  dignities  can  be  matured  for  him.  He  carries  his 
Bose,  now  considerably  faded,  in  a  Casket  of  fit  price ;  may, 
if  he  so  please,  perpetuate  it  as  pot-fourri.  He  names  a 
favourite  walk  in  his  Archiepiscopal  pleasure-grounds,  iVo- 
meTuide  de  la  Hose  ;  there  let  him  court  digestion,  and  loyally 
somnambulate  till  called  for. 

I  notice  it  as  a  coincidence  in  chronology,  that,  few  days 
afler  this  date,  the  Demoiselle  (or  even,  for  the  last  month, 
Baroness)  Gay  d'Oliva  began  to  find  Countess  de  Lamotte 
'  not  at  home,'  in  her  fine  Paris  hotel,  in  her  fine  Charonne 
country-house ;  and  went  no  more,  with  Villette,  and  such 
pleasant  dinner-guests,  and  her,  to  see  Beaumarchais'  Ma- 
riage  de  Figaro^  running  its  hundred  nights.  . 


CHAPTER  X. 

Behind  the  Scenes, 

**  The  Queen  ?  "     Good  reader,  thou  surely  art  not  a  Par- 
tridge  the    Schoolmaster,  or  a  Monseigneur  de  Rohan,  to 
mistake  the  stage  for  a  reality !  —  ^  But  who  this  Demoiselle 
1  Gay  d'Oliva^s  First  Memoirt  pour^  p.  37. 
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d'Oliva  was?"     Reader,  let  us  remark  rather  how  the  la- 
bours of  our  Dramaturgic  Countess  are  increasing. 

New  actors  I  see  on  the  scene ;  not  one  of  whom  shall 
guess  what  the  other  is  doing ;  or,  indeed,  know  rightly  what 
himself  is  doing.  For  example,  cannot  Messieurs  de  La- 
motte  and  Villette,  of  Rascaldom,  like  Nisus  and  Euryalus, 
take  a  midnight  walk  of  contemplation,  with  '  footsteps  of 
Madame  and  Madame  d'Artois  *  (since  all  footsteps  are  much 
the  same),  without  oflTence  to  any  one  ?  A  Queen's  Simili- 
tude can  believe  that  a  Queen's  Self,  for  frolic's  sake,  is  look- 
ing at  her  through  the  thickets ;  *  a  terrestrial  Cardinal  can 
kiss  with  devotion  a  celestial  Queen's  slipper,  or  Queen's  Sim- 
ilitude's slipper,  —  and  no  one  but  a  Black  Domino  the  wiser. 
All  these  shall  follow  each  his  precalculated  course;  for 
their  inward  mechanism  is  known,  and  fit  wires  hook  them- 
selves on  this.  To  Two  only  is  a  clear  belief  vouchsafed : 
tOxMon-^eigneiir,  a  clear  belief  founded  on  stupidity ;  to  the 
great  creative  Dramaturgist,  sitting  at  the  heart  of  the  whole 
mystery,  a  clear  belief  founded  on  completest  insight.  Great 
creative  Dramaturgist !  How,  like  Schiller,  *  by  union  of  the 
Possible  with  the  Necessarily  existing,  she  brings  out  the  *  — 
Eighty  thousand  Pounds  !  Don  Aranda,  with  his  triple- 
sealed  missives  and  hoodwinked  secretaries,  bragged  justly 
that  he  cut  down  the  Jesuits  in  one  day :  but  here,  without 
ministerial  salary,  or  King's  favour,  or  any  help  beyond  her 
own  black  domino,  labours  a  greater  than  he.  How  she  ad- 
vances, stealthily,  stedfastly,  with  Argus  eye  and  ever-ready 
brain ;  with  nerve  of  iron,  on  shoes  of  felt  I  O  worthy  to 
have  intrigued  for  Jesuitdom,  for  Pope's  Tiara ;  —  to  have 
been  Pope  Joan  thyself,  in  those  old  days ;  and  as  Arachne 
of  Arachnes,  sat  in  the  centre  of  that  stupendous  spider-web, 
which,  reaching  from  Goa  to  Acapulco,  and  from  Heaven  to 
Hell,  ovemetted  the  thoughts  and  souls  of  men  I  —  Of  which 
spider-web  stray  tatters,  in  favourable  dewy  mornings,  even 
yet  become  visible. 

1  See  LamoUe ;  see  Gay  dfOKva. 
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The  Demoiselle  d'Oliva?  She  is  a  Pansian  Demoiselle 
of  three-and-twentj,  tall,  blond  and  beautiful ;  ^  from  unjust 
guardians,  and  an  evil  world,  she  has  bad  somewhat  to 
suffer. 

*  In  this  month  of  June  1784/  says  the  Demoiselle  herself, 
in  her  (judicial)  Autobiography,  '  I  occupied  a  small  apart- 
'  ment  in  the  Rue  du  Jour,  Quartier  St.  Eustache.     I  was 

*  not  far  from  the  Grarden  ot*  the  Palais-Royal ;  I  had  made 

*  it  my  usual  promenade.'  For,  indeed,  the  real  God*s-truth 
is,  I  was  a  Parisian  unfortunate-female,  with  moderate  custom  ; 
and  one  must  go  where  his  market  lies.    ^  I  frequently  passed 

*  three  or  four  hours  of  the  afternoon  there,  with  some  women 
'  of  my  acquaintance,  and  a  little  child  of  four  years  old,  whom 

*  I  was  fond  of,  whom  his  parents  willingly  trusted  with  me. 

*  I  even  went  thither  alone,  except  for  him,  when  other  com- 
'  pany  failed. 

'  One  aflernoon,  in  the  month  of  July  following,  I  was  at 
'  the  Palais-Royal :  my  whole  company,  at  the  moment,  was 
'the  child  I  speak  of.  A  tall  young  man,  walking  alone, 
'passes  several  times  before  me.  He  was  a  man  I  had 
'  never  seen.  He  looks  at  me ;  he  looks  fixedly  at  me. 
'  I  observe  even  that  always,  as  he  comes  near,  he  slackens 
'his  pace,  as  if  to  survey  me  more  at  leisure.  A  chair 
'stood  vacant;  two  or  three  feet  from  mine.  He  seats 
'  himself  there. 

'  Till  this  instant,  the  sight  of  the  young  man,  his  walks, 
'  his  approaches,  his  repeated  gazings,  had  made  no  impres- 
'  sion  on  me.     But  now  when  he  was  sitting  so  close  by,  I 

1 1  wBs  then  presented  '  to  two  Ladies,  one  of  whom  was  remarkable  for 
the  richness  of  her  shape:  she  bad  blue  eyes  and  chestnut  hair'  (Bette 
d*EtienviIle*B  Second  Memoire  pour ;  in  the  Suite  de  f  Affaire  du  Collier). 
This  is  she  whom  Bette,  and  Betters  Advocate,  intended  the  world  to  take 
for  Gay  d^OIiva.    *  The  other  is  of  middle  size:  dark  eyes,  chestnut  hair, 

*  white  complexion:  the  sound  of  her  voice  is  afipreeabie;  she  speaks  per- 

*  fectly  well,  and  with  no  less  faculty  than  vivacity: '  this  one  is  meant  for 
Lamotte.  Oliva's  real  name  was  Essigny;  the  Oliva  (Olisva,  anngram 
of  Valois)  waa  given  her  by  Lamotte  along  with  the  title  of  Barontu 
(Ms.  Note,  Affaire  du  CoOUr), 
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'  could  not  avoid  noticing  him.  His  eyes  ceased  not  to  wan- 
*  der  over  all  my  person.  His  air  becomes  earnest,  grave. 
'  An  unquiet  curiosity  appears  to  agitate  him.  He  seems  to 
'  measure  my  figure,  to  seize  by  turns  all  parts  of  my  physi- 
'  ognomy.'  —  He  finds  me  (but  whispers  not  a  syllable  of  it) 
tolerably  like,  both  in  person  and  profile  ;  for  even  the  Abbe 
Georgel  says,  I  was  a  heUe  courtisane, 

*•  It  is  time  to  name  this  young  man  :  he  was  the  Sieur  de 
Lamotte,  styling  himself  Comte  de  Lamotte.'  Who  doubts 
it  ?  He  praises  '  my  feeble  charms ; '  expresses  a  wish  to 
'  pay  his  addresses  to  me.'  I,  being  a  lone  spinster,  know 
not  wliat  to  say ;  think  it  best  in  the  mean  while  to  retire. 
Vain  precaution  !  '  I  see  him  ail  on  a  sudden  appear  in  my 
apartment ! ' 

On  his  *  ninth  visit '  (for  he  was  always  civility  itself),  he 
talks  of  introducing  a  great  Court-lady,  by  whose  means  I 
may  even  do  her  Majesty  some  little  secret-service,  —  the 
reward  of  which  will  be  unspeakable.  In  the  dusk  of  the 
evening,  silks  mysteriously  rustle :  enter  the  creative  Dram- 
aturgist, Dame  styled  Countess  de  Lamotte ;  and  so  — 
the  too  intrusive  scientific  reader  has  now,  for  his  punish- 
ment, got  on  the  wrong-side  of  that  loveliest  Transparency ; 
finds  nothing  but  grease-pots,  and  vapour  of  expiring  wicks ! 

The  Demoiselle  Gay  d'Oliva  may  once  more  sit,  or  stand, 
in  the  Palais-Royal,  with  such  custom  as  will  come.  In  due 
time,  she  shall  again,  but  with  breath  of  Terror,  be  blown 
upon;  and  blown  out  of  France  to  Brussels. 


CHAPTER  XL 
The  Necklace  is  sold. 

Autumn,  with  its  gray  moaning  winds  and  coating  of  red    t 
strewn  leaves,  invites  Courtiers  to  enjoy  the  charms  of  Na- 
ture ;  and  all  business  of  moment  stands  still.     Countess  de 
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Lamotte,  while  everything  is  so  stagnant,  and  even  Boehmer 
has  locked-up  his  Necklace  and  his  hopes  for  the  season,  can 
drive,  with  her  Count  and  Eurjalus  Villette,  down  to  native 
Bar-sur-Aube ;  and  there  (in  virtue  of  a  Queen's  bounty) 
show  the  envious  a  Scion-of-royalty  re-grafted  ;  and  make 
them  yellower  looking  on  it  A  well-varnished  chariot,  with 
the  Arms  of  Valois  duly  painted  in  bend-sinister ;  a  house 
gallantly  furnished,  bodies  gallantly  attired,  —  secure  them 
the  favourablest  reception  from  all  manner  of  men.  The 
very  Due  de  Penthievre  (Egalit^'s  father-in-law)  welcomes 
our  Lamotte,  with  that  urbanity  characteristic  of  his  high 
station  and  the  old  school.  Worth,  indeed,  makes  the  man, 
or  woman;  but  Meather'  of  gig-straps,  and  'prunella'  of 
gig-lining,  first  makes  it  go. 

The  great  creative  Dramaturgist  has  thus  let  down  her 
drop-scene ;  and  only,  with  a  Letter  or  two  to  Saveme,  or 
even  a  visit  thither  (for  it  is  but  a  day's  drive  from  Bar), 
keeps  up  a  due  modicum  of  intermediate  instrumental  music. 
She  needs  some  pause,  in  good  sooth,  to  collect  herself  a 
little ;  for  the  last  act  and  grand  Catastrophe  is  at  hand. 
Two  fixed-ideas,  Cardinal's  and  Jeweller's,  a  negative  and 
a  positive,  have  felt  each  other;  stimulated  now  by  new 
hope,  are  rapidly  revolving  round  each  other,  and  approxi- 
mating ;  like  two  flames,  are  stretching-out  long  fire-tongues 
to  join  and  be  one. 

Boehmer,  on  his  side,  is  ready  with  the  readiest ;  as  indeed 
he  has  been  these  four  long  years.  The  Countess,  it  is  true, 
will  have  neither  part  nor  lot  in  that  foolish  Chdeau  of  his, 
or  in  the  whole  foolish  Necklace  business :  this  she  has,  in 
plain  words,  and  even  not  without  asperity,  due  to  a  bore  of 
such  magnitude,  given  him  to  know.  From  her,  neverthe- 
less, by  cunning  inference,  and  the  merest  accident  in  the 
worid,  the  sly  Joaillier-Bijoutier  has  gleaned  thus  much,  that 
Monseigneur  de  Rohan  is  the  man.  —  Enough !  Enough  ! 
Madame  ^udl  be  no  more  troubled.     Rest  there,  in  hope, 
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thou  Necklace  of  tbe  Devil ;  but,  O  Monseigneur,  be  thy  re- 
turn speedy! 

Alas,  the  man  lives  not  that  would  be  speedier  than  Mon- 
seigneur,  if  he  durst  But  as  yet  no  gilt  Autograph  invites 
bim,  permits  him  ;  the  few  gilt  Autographs  are  all  negatory, 
procrastinating.  Cabals  of  Court ;  forever  cabals  !  Nay  if 
it  be  not  for  some  Necklace,  or  other  such  crotchet  or  ne-^ 
cessity,  who  knows  but  he  may  never  be  recalled  (so  fickle 
is  womankind)  ;  but  forgotten,  and  left  to  rot  here,  like  his 
Rose,  into  pot-pourri  f  Our  tutelary  Countess,  too,  is  shyer 
in  this  matter  than  we  ever  saw  her.  Nevertheless,  by  in- 
tense skilful  cross-questioning,  he  has  extorted  somewhat; 
sees  partly  how  it  stands.  The  Queen's  Majesty  will  have 
her  Necklace ;  for  when,  in  such  case,  had  not  woman  her 
way  ?  The  Queen's  Majesty  can  even  pay  for  it  —  by  in- 
stalments ;  but  then  the  stingy  husband !  Once  for  all,  she 
will  not  be  seen  in  the  business.  Now,  therefore.  Were 
it,  or  were  it  not,  permissible  to  mortal  to  transact  it  se- 
cretly in  her  stead?  That  is  the  question.  If  to  mortal, 
then  to  Monseigneur.  Our  Countess  has  even  ventured  to 
hint  afar  off  at  Monseigneur  (kind  Countess  !)  in  the  proper 
quarter;  but  his  discretion  in  regard  to  hioney-matters  is 
doubted.  Discretion  ?  And  I  on  the  Promencule  de  la  Rose  f 
—  Explode  not,  0  Eminence  I  Trust  will  spring  of  trial ; 
thy  hour  is  coming. 

The  Lamottes  meanwhile  have  lefl  their  farewell  card  with 
all  the  respectable  classes  of  Bar-sur-Aube ;  oqr  Dramatur- 
gist stands  again  behind  the  scenes  at  Paris.  How  is  it, 
O  Monseigneur,  that  she  is  still  so  shy  with  thee,  in  this 
matter  of  the  Necklace ;  that  she  leaves  the  love-lorn  Lat- 
mian  shepherd  to  droop,  here  in  lone  Saverne,  like  weeping- 
ash,  in  naked  winter,  on  his  Promenade  of  the  Rose,  with 
vague  commonplace  responses  that  his  hour  is  coming?  — 
By  Heaven  and  Earth !  at  last,  in  late  January,  it  is  come. 
Behold  it,  this  new  gilt  Autograph :  '  To  Paris,  on  a  small 
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business  of  delicacy,  which  our  G>unteds  will  explain/  — 
which  I  already  know !  To  Paris !  Horses  ;  postilions ; 
beef-eaters  I  —  And  so  his  resuscitated  Eminence,  all  wrapt 
in  fursy  in  the  pleasantest  frost  (Abb^  Georgel  says,  un  beau 
froid  de  Jcmvier),  over  clear-jingling  highways  rolls  rap- 
idly,—  borne  on  the  bosom  of  Dreams. 

O  Dame  de  Lamotte,  has  the  enchanted  Diamond  fruit 
ripened,  then  ?  Hast  thou  given  it  the  little  shake,  big  with 
unutterable  fate?  —  I?  can  the  Dame  justly  retort:  Who 

saw  me  in  it? The  reader,  therefore,  has  still  Three 

scenic  Exhibitions  to  look  at,  by  our  great  Dramaturgist ; 
then  the  Fourth  and  last,  —  by  another  Author. 

To  us,  reflecting  how  oftenest  the  true  moving  force  in 
human  things  works  hidden  underground,  it  seems  small 
marvel  that  this  month  of  January  1785,  wherein  our 
Countess  so  little  courts  the  eye  of  the  vulgar  historian, 
should  nevertheless  have  been  the  busiest  of  all  for  her; 
especially  the  latter  half  thereof. 

Wisely  eschewing  matters  of  Business  (which  she  could 
never  in  her  life  understand),  our  Countess  will  personally 
take  no  charge  of  that  bargain-making ;  leaves  it  all  to  her 
Majesty  and  the  gilt  Autographs.  Assiduous  Boehmer  nev- 
ertheless is  in  frequent  close  conference  with  Monseigneur : 
the  Paris  Palais-de-Strasbourg,  shut  to  the  rest  of  men,  sees 
the  Joaillier-Bijontier,  with  eager  official  aspect,  come  and 
go.  The  grand  difficulty  is  —  must  we  say  it  ?  —  her  Maj- 
esty's wilful  whimsicality,  unacquaintance  with  Business. 
She  positively  will  not  write  a  gilt  Autograph,  authorising 
his  Eminence  to  make  the  bargain ;  but  writes  rather,  in  a 
pettish  manner,  that  the  thing  is  of  no  consequence,  and  can 
be  given  up  !  Thus  must  the  poor  Countess  dash  to  and  fro, 
like  a  weaver^s  shuttle,  between  Paris  and  Versailles ;  wear 
her  horses  and  nerves  to  pieces ;  nay,  sometimes  in  the  hot- 
test haste,  wait  many  hours  within  caU  of  the  Palace,  con- 
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sidering  what  eon  be  done  (with  none  bat  Yillette  to  bear  her 
company),  —  till  the  Queen's  whim  pass. 

At  length,  after  furioas-drinng  and  conferences  enoagli, 
on  the  29th  of  January,  a  middle  course  is  hit  on.  Cautious 
Boehmer  shall  write  out,  on  finest  paper,  hi^  terms ;  which 
are  really  rather  fair :  Sixteen  hundred  thousand  livres ;  to 
be  paid  in  five  equal  instalments;  the  first  this  day  six 
months  ;  the  other  four  from  three  months  to  three  months ; 
this  is  what  Court-Jewellers,  Boehmer  and  Bassange,  on  the 
one  part,  and  Prince  Cardinal  Commendator  Louis  de  Ro-  . 
han,  on  the  other  part,  will  stand  to ;  witness  their  hands. 
Which  written  sheet  of  finest  paper  our  poor  Countess  must 
again  take  charge  of^  again  dash-off  with  to  Versailles ;  and 
therefrom,  after  trouble  unspeakable  (shared  in  only  by  the 
faithful  Yillette,  of  Rascaldom),  return  with  it,  bearing  this 
most  precious  marginal  note,  *Bon  —  Jfarie-Antoinette  de 
France^  in  the  Autograph-hand!  Happy  Cardinal!  this 
thou  shalt  keep  in  the  innermost  of  all  thy  repositories. 
Boehmer  meanwhile,  secret  as  Death,  shall  tell  no  man  that 
he  has  sold  his  Necklace ;  or  if  much  pressed  for  an  actual 
sight  of  the  same,  confess  that  it  is  sold  to  the  Favourite 
Sultana  of  the  Grand  Turk  for  the  time  being.^ 

Thus,  then,  do  the  smoking  Lamotte  hoises  at  length  get 
nibbed  down,  and  feel  the  taste  of  oats,  after  midnight ;  the 
Lamotte  Countess  can  also  gradually  sink  into  needful  slum- 
ber, periiaps  not  unbroken  by  dreams.  On  the  morrow  the 
bargain  shall  be  concluded  ;  next  day  the  Necklace  be  deliv- 
ered, on  Monseignenr's  receipt 

Will  the  reader,  therefore,  be  pleased  to  glance  at  the 
following  two  Life-Pictures,  Beal-Phantasmagories,  or  what- 
ever we  may  call  them  :  they  are  the  two  first  of  those  Three 
scenic  real-^ioetic  exhibitions,  brought  about  by  our  Dnuna- 
turgist :  short  Exhibitions,  but  essential  ones. 
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CHAPTER   Xn. 
7%e  Necklace  vanishes. 

It  is  the  first  day  of  February  ;  that  grand  day  of  DeKv- 
ery.  The  Sieur  Boehmer  is  in  the  Court  of  the  Palais  de 
Strasbourg;  his  look  mysterious-ofiicia],  and  though  much 
emaciated,  radiant  with  enthusiasm.  The  Seine  has  missed 
him ;  though  lean,  he  will  fatten  again,  and  live  through  new 
enterprises. 

Singular,  were  we  not  used  to  it :  the  name  "  Boehmer," 
as  it  passes  upwards  and  inwards,  lowers  all  halberts  of 
Heyducs  in  perpendicular  rows:  the  historical  eye  beholds 
him,  bowing  low,  with  plenteous  smiles,  in  the  plush  Saloon 
of  Audience.  Will  it  please  Monseigneur,  then,  to  do  the 
ne-plus-^ra  of  Necklaces  the  honour  of  looking  at  it  ?  A 
piece  of  Art,  which  the  Universe  cannot  parallel,  shall  be 
parted  with  (Necessity  compels  Court-Jewellers)  at  that 
ruinously  low  sum.  They,  the  Court-Jewellers,  shall  have 
much  ado  to  weather  it ;  but  their  work,  at  least,  will  find  a 
fit  Wearer,  and  go  down  to  juster  posterity.  Monseigneur 
will  merely  have  the  condescension  to  sign  this  Receipt  of 
Delivery :  all  the  rest,  her  Highness  the  Sultana  of  the 
Sublime  Porte  has  settled  it  —  Here  the  Court-Jeweller, 
with  his  joyous  though  now  much-emaciated  face,  ventures 
on  a  faint  knowing  smile ;  to  which,  in  the  lofly  dissolute- 
serene  of  Monseigneur's,  some  twinkle  of  permission  could 
not  but  respond.  —  This  is  the  First  of  those  Three  real- 
poetic  Exhibitions,  brought  about  by  our  Dramaturgist,  — 
with  perfect  success. 

It  was  said,  long  afterwards,  that  Monseigneur  should 
have  known^  and  even  that  Boehmer  should  have  known, 
her  Highness  the  Sultana's  marginal  note,  her  ^  Right  — 
Marie  Antoinette  of  France,*  to  be  a  forgery  and  mockery : 
the  *'  of  Frcmce '  was  fatal  to  it.     Easy  talking,  easy  criticis* 
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ing !  But  how  are  two  enchanted  men  to  know ;  two  men 
with  a  fixed-idea  each,  a  negative  and  a  positive,  rushing 
together  to  neutralise  each  other  in  rapture  ?  —  Enough, 
Monseigneur  has  the  ne-phu-uUra  of  Necklaces,  conquered 
by  man's  valour  and  woman's  wit ;  and  rolls  off  with  it,  in 
mysterious  speed,  to  Versailles,  —  triumphant  as  a  Jason 
with  his  Golden  Fleece. 

The  Second  grand  scenic  Exhibition  by  our  Dramaturgic 
Countess  occurs  in  her  own  apartment  at  Versailles,  so  early 
as  the  following  night  It  is  a  commodious  apartment,  with 
alcove;  and  the  alcove  has  a  glass  door.^  Monseigneur 
enters,  —  with  a  follower  bearing  a  mysterious  Casket,  who 
carefully  deposits  it,  and  then  respectfully  withdraws.  It  is 
the  Necklace  itself  in  all  its  glory  I  Our  tutelary  Countess, 
and  Monseigneur,  and  we,  can  at  leisure  admire  the  queenly 
Talisman ;  congratulate  ourselves  that  the  painful  conquest 
of  it  is  achieved. 

But,  hist !  A  knock,  mild  but  deci»ve,  as  from  one  knock- 
ing with  authority !  Monseigneur  and  we  retire  to  our  al- 
cove; there,  from  behind  our  glass  screen,  observe  what 
passes.  Who  comes  ?  The  door  flung  open  :  de  par  la 
Reine!  Behold  him,  Monseigneur:  he  enters  with  grave, 
respectful,  yet  official  air;  worthy  Monsieur  Queen's- valet 
Lesclaux,  the  same  who  escorted  our  tutelary  Countess,  that 
moonlight  night,  from  the  back  apartments  of  Versailles. 
Said  we  not,  thou  wouldst  see  him  once  more  ?  —  Methinks, 
again,  spite  of  his  Queen's-uniform,  he  has  much  the  features 
of  Villette  of  Rascaldom !  —  Rascaldom  or  Valetdom  (for  to 
the  blind  all  colours  are  the  same),  he  has,  with  his  grave, 
respectful,  yet  official  air,  received  the  Casket,  and  its  price- 
less contents ;  with  fit  injunction,  with  fit  engagements  ;  and 
retires  bowing  low. 

Thus  sofUy,  silently,  like  a  vety  Dream,  fiits  away  our 
solid  Necklace  —  through  the  Horn  Grate  of  Dreams ! 

1  Georgely  &c. 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 
Scene  Third:  by  Dame  de  LamoUe, 

Now  too,  in  these  same  days  (as  he  can  afterwards  proTe 
bj  affidavit  of  Landlords)  arrives  Count  Cagliostro  himself^ 
from  Lyons !  No  longer  by  predictions  in  cipher ;  but  by 
his  living  voice,  often  in  wrapt  conmiunion  with  the  unseen 
world,  *  with  Caraffe  and  four  candles ; '  by  his  greasy  pro- 
phetic bulldog  face,  said  to  be  the  *  most  perfect  quack-face 
of  the  eighteenth  century,'  can  we  assure  ourselves  that  all 
is  well ;  that  all  will  turn  '  to  the  glory  of  Monseigneur,  to 
the  good  of  France,  and  of  mankind,'  ^  and  of  Egyptian 
masonry.  *  Tokay  flows  like  water;'  our  charming  Countess, 
with  her  piquancy  of  face,  is  sprightlier  than  ever ;  enlivens 
with  the  brightest  sallies,  with  the  adroitest  flatteries  to  all, 
those  suppers  of  the  gods.  O  Nights,  O  Suppers  —  too 
good  to  last!  Nay,  now  also  occurs  another  and  Third 
scenic  Exhibition,  fitted  by  its  radiance  to  dispel  from 
Monscigneur's  soul  the  last  trace  of  care. 

Why  the  Queen  does  not,  even  yet,  openly  receive  me  at 
Court  ?  Patience,  Monseigneur !  Thou  little  knowest  those 
too  intricate  cabals;  and  how  she  still  but  works  at  them 
silently,  with  royal  suppressed  fury,  like  a  royal  lioness  only 
delivering  herself  from  the  hunter's  toils.  Meanwhile,  is  not 
thy  work  done  ?  The  Necklace,  she  rejoices  over  it ;  be- 
holds, many  times  in  secret,  her  Juno-neck  mirrored  back  the 
lovelier  for  it,  —  as  our  tutelar  Countess  can  testify.  Come 
to-morrow  to  the  (Eil-de-Boeuf ;  there  see  with  eyes,  in  high 
noon,  as  already  in  deep  midnight  thou  hast  seen,  whether  in 
her  royal  heart  there  were  delay. 

Let  us  stand,  then,  with  Monseigneur,  in  that  (Eilrde-Bo^uf, 
in  the  Versailles  Palace  Gallery ;  for  all  well-dressed  persons 

1  Georgelj  &c. 


61  MISCELLANIES. 

are  admitted :  there  the  Loveliest,  in  pomp  of  royalty ,  will 
walk  to  mass.  The  world  is  all  in  pelisses  and  winter  furs ; 
cheerful,  clear,  —  with  noses  tending  to  blue.  A  lively 
many-voiced  hum  plays  fitful,  hither  and  thither :  of  sledge 
parties  and  Court  parties ;  frosty  state  of  the  weather ;  sta- 
bility of  M.  de  Calonne  ;  Majesty's  looks  yesterday  ;  —  such 
hum  as  always,  in  these  sacred  Court-spaces,  since  Louis  le 
Grand  made  and  consecrated  them,  has,  with  more  or  less 
impetuosity,  agitated  our  common  Atmosphere. 

Ah,  through  that  long  high  Gallery  what  Figures  have 
passed  —  and  vanished!  Louvois,  —  with  the  Great  King, 
flashing  fire-glances  on  the  fugitive ;  in  his  red  right  hand  a 
pair  of  tongs,  which  pious  Maintenon  hardly  holds  back: 
Louvois,  where  art  thou  ?  Ye  Marechaux  de  'France  f  Ye 
unmentionable-women  of  past  generations  ?  Here  ako  was 
it  that  rolled  and  rushed  the  'sound,  absolutely  like  thunder,'^ 
of  Courtier  hosts ;  in  that  dark  hour  when  the  signal-light  in 
Louis  the  Fifteenth's  chamber-window  was  blown  out ;  and 
his  ghastly  infectious  Corpse  lay  lone,  forsaken  on  its  tumbled 
death-lair,  '  in  the  hands  of  some  poor  women ; '  and  the 
Courtier-hosts  rushed  from  the  Deep-fallen  to  hail  the  New- 
risen  I  These  too  rushed,  and  passed ;  and  their  *  sound, 
absolutely  like  thunder,'  became  silence.  Figures  ?  Men  ? 
They  are  fast-fieeting  Shadows ;  fast  chasing  each  other :  it 
is  not  a  Palace,  but  a  Caravansera.  —  Monseigneur  (with 
thy  too  much  Tokay  overnight)  !  cease  puzzling :  here  thou 
art,  this  blessed  February  day  :  —  the  Peerless,  will  she  turn 
lightly  that  high  head  of  hers,  and  glance  aside  into  the 
(EiUde-BcRufy  in  passing?  Please  Heaven,  she  will.  To 
our  tutelary  Countess,  at  least,  she  promised  it;^  though, 
alas,  so  fickle  is  womankind  I  — 

Hark!     Clang  of  opening  doors!     She  issues,  like  the 

Moon  in  silver  brightness,  down  the  Eastern  steeps.     La 

Heine  vienl !     What  a  figure  !     I  (with  the  aid  of  glasses) 

discern  her.     O  Fairest,  Peerless  I     Let  the  hum  of  minor 

I  OampoMi,  s  See  Gtorpel 
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discoursing  hush  itself  wholly ;  and  only  one  saccessive  roll- 
ing peal  of  Vive  la  Reine^  like  the  movable  radiance  of  a 
train  of  fire-works,  irradiate  her  path.  —  Ye  Immortals! 
She  does,  she  beckons,  turns  her  head  this  way !  —  "  Does 
she  not  ?  "  says  Countess  de  Lamotte.  —  Versailles,  the  (EiU 
de  Bctufy  and  all  men  and  things  are  drowned  in  a  Sea  of 
Light;  Monseigneur  and  that  high  beckoning  Head  are 
alone,  with  each  other  in  the  Universe. 

O  Eminence,  what  a  beatific  vision  !  Enjoy  it»  blest  as 
the  gods ;  ruminate  and  re-enjoy  it,  with  full  soul :  it  is  the 
last  provided  for  thee.  Too  soon,  in  the  course  of  these  six 
months,  shall  thy  beatific  vision,  like  Mirza's  vision,  gradually 
melt  away ;  and  only  oxen  and  sheep  be  grazing  in  its  place ; 
—  and  thou,  as  a  doomed  Nebuchadnezzar,  be  grazing  with 
them. 

*^  Does  she  not  ?  "  said  the  Coqntess  de  Lamotte.  That  it 
is  a  habit  of  hers ;  that  hardly  a  day  passes  vnthout  her 
doing  it:  this  the  Countess  de  Lamotte  did  not  say. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 
The  Necklace  cannot  be  paid. 

Here,  then,  die  specially  Dramaturgic  labours  of  Countess 
de  Lamotte  may  be  said  to  terminate.  The  rest  of  her  life 
is  Histrionic  merely,  or  Histrionic  and  Critical ;  as,  indeed, 
what  had  all  the  former  part  of  it  been  but  a  Hypocrisia^  a 
more  or  less  correct  Playing  of  Parts  ?  O  *  Mrs.  Facing- 
botfa-wajTs'  (as  old  Bunyan  said),  what  a  talent  hadst  thou! 
No  Proteus  ever  took  so  many  shapes,  no  Chameleon  so 
often  changed  colour.  One  thing  thoa  wert  to  Monseigneur  ; 
another  thing  to  Cagliostro,  and  Villette  of  Rascaldom  i  a 
third  thing  to  the  World,  in  printed  Mimfnres  ;  a  fourth  thing 
to  Philippe  EgaHt^ :  all  things  to  all  men  ! 

Let  her,  however,  we  say,  but  manage  now  to  act  her  own 

VOL.  IV.  6 
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parts,  with  proper  Histrionic  illusion ;  and,  by  Criticnl 
glosses,  give  her  past  Dramaturgj  the  fit  aspect,  to  Mon- 
seigneur  and  others:  this  henceforth,  and  not  new  Drama- 
turgy, includes  her  whole  task.  Dramatic  Scenes,  in  plenty, 
will  follow  of  themselves ;  especially  that  Fourth  and  final 
Scene,  spoken  of  above  as  by  another  Author,  —  by  Des- 
tiny itself. 

For  in  the  Lamotte  Theatre,  so  different  from  our  com- 
mon Pasteboard  one,  the  Play  goes  on,  even  when  the  Ma- 
chinist has  left  it.  Strange  enough :  those  Air-images,  which 
from  her  Magic-lantern  she  hung  out  on  the  empty  bosom  of 
Night,  have  clutched  hold  of  this  solid-seeming  World  (which 
aome  call  the  Material  World,  as  if  that  made  it  more  a  Real 
one),  and  will  tumble  hither  and  thither  the  solidest  masses 
there.  Yes,  reader,  so  goes  it  here  below.  What  thou 
callest  a  Brain-web,  or  mere  illusive  Nothing,  w  it  not  a  web 
of  the  Brain ;  of  the  Spirit  which  inhabits  the  Brain ;  and 
which,  in  this  World  (rather,  as  I  think,  to  be  named  the 
Spiritual  one),  very  naturally  moves  and  tumbles  hither  and 
thither  all  things  it  meets  with,  in  Heaven  or  in  Earth  ?  — 
So  too,  the  Necklace,  though  we  saw  it  vanish  through  the 
Horn  Gate  of  Dreams,  and  in  my  opinion  man  shall  never 
more  behold  it,  —  yet  its  activity  ceases  not,  nor  wilL  For 
no  Act  of  a  man,  no  Thing  (how  much  less  the  man  himself!) 
is  extinguished  when  it  disappears:  through  considerable 
times  it  still  visibly  works,  though  done  and  vanished;  I 
have  known  a  done  thing  work  visibly  Three  Thousand 
Years  and  more:  invisibly,  unrecognised,  all  done  things 
work  through  endless  times  and  years.  Such  a  Hyper- 
magical  is  this  our  poor  old  Real  world ;  which  some  take 
upon  them  to  pronounce  effete,  prosaic  I  Friend,  it  is  thy- 
self that  art  all  withered  up  into  effete  Prose,  dead  as  ashes : 
know  this  (I  advise  thee)  ;  and  seek  passionately,  with  a 
passion  little  short  of  desperation,  to  have  it  remedied. 

Meanwhile,  what  will  the  feeling  heart  think  to  learn  that 
Monseigneur  de  Rohan,  as  we  prophesied,  again  experiences 
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the  fickleness  of  a  Court ;  that,  notwith^anding  beatific  vis- 
ions, at  noon  and  midnight,  the  Queen's  Majesty,  with  the 
light  ingraiitade  of  her  sex,  flies  off  at  a  tangent ;  and,  far 
from  ousting  his  detested  and  detesting  rival.  Minister  Bre- 
teuily  and  openly  delighting  to  honour  Monseigneur,  will 
hardly  vouchsafe  him  a  few  gilt  Autographs,  and  those  few 
of  the  most  capricious,  suspicious,  soul-confusing  tenour? 
What  terrifico-absurd  explosions,  which  scarcely  Cagliostro^ 
with  Caraffe  and  four  candles,  can  still;  how  many  de^sp- 
weighed  Humble  Petitions,  Explanations,  Expostulations, 
penned  with  fervidest  eloquence,  with  craftiest  diplomacy,  — 
all  delivered  by  our  tutelar  Countess :  in  vain !  —  0  Cardinal, 
with  what  a  huge  iron  mace,  like  Guy  of  Warwick's,  thou 
smitest  Phantasms  in  two,  which  close  again,  take  shape 
again  ;  and  only  thrashest  the  air ! 

One  comfort,  however,  is  that  the  Queen's  Majesty  has 
committed  herself.  The  Bose  of  Trianon,  and  what  may 
pertain  thereto,  lies  it  not  here?  That  ^ Right  —  Marie 
Antoinette  of  Fnxncey  too ;  and  the  SOth  of  July,  first-^instal- 
ment-day,  coming?  She  shall  be  brought  to  terms,  good 
Eminence !  Order  horses  and  beef-eaters  for  Saveme  ;  there, 
ceasing  all  written  or  oral  communication,  starve  her  into 
capitulating.^  It  is  the  bright  May  month :  his  Eminence 
again  somnambulates  the  Promenade  de  la  Rose ;  but  now 
with  grim  diy  eyes;  and,  from  time  to  time,  terrifically 
stamping. 

But  who  is  this  that  I  see  mounted  on  costliest  horse  and 
horse-gear;  betting  at  Newmarket  Races;  though  he  can 
speak  no  English  word,  and  only  some  Chevalier  O'Niel, 
some  Capuchin  Maodermot,  from  Bar-sur-Aube,  interprets 
his  French  into  the  dialect  of  the  Sister  Island  ?  Few  days 
ago  I  observed  him  walking  in  Fleet-street,  thoughtfully 
through  Temple-Bar;  —  in  deep  treaty  with  Jeweller  Jef- 
frey:*, with  Jeweller  Grey,"  for  the  sale  of  Diamonds :  such 

1  See  LamoUe. 

*  Qnj  lived  in  No.  18  New  Bond  Street;  Jeffreys  in  Piccadilly  (Rohan's 
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a  lot  as  one  may  boast  of.  A  tall  handsome  man ;  with  ex- 
military  whiskers ;  with  a  look  of  troabled  gaiety,  and  ras- 
calism:  you  think  it  is  the  Sieur  &elf-«tyled  Count  de  La- 
motte ;  nay  the  man  himself  confesses  it  I  The  Diamonds 
were  a  present  to  his  Countess,  —  from  the  still-bountiful 
Queen. 

Villette  too,  has  he  completed  hb  sales  at  Amsterdam? 
Him  I  shall  by  and  by  behold ;  not  betting  at  Newmarket, 
but  drinking  wine  and  ardent  spirits  in  the  Taverns  of 
GeneviL  Ill-gotten  wealth  endures  not;  Rascaldom  has  no 
strong-box.  Countess  de  Lamotte,  for  what  a  set  of  cor- 
morant scoundrels  hast  thou  laboured,  art  thou  still  labour- 
ing! 

Still  labouring,  we  may  say :  for  as  the  fatal  30th  of  July 
approaches,  what  is  to  be  looked  for  but  universal  Earth- 
quake ;  Mud-explosion  that  will  blot-out  the  face  of  Nature  ? 
Methinks,  stood  I  in  thy  pattens,  Dame  de  Lamotte,  I  would 
cut  and  run.  — ''  Bun  I ''  exclaims  she,  with  a  toss  of  indig- 
nant astonishment :  "  Calumniated  Innocence  run  ?  "  For  it 
is  singular  how  in  some  minds,  which  are  mere  bottomless 
'  chaotic  whirlpools  of  gilt  shreds,'  there  is  no  deliberate 
Jjjing  whatever;  and  nothing  is  either  believed  or  disbe- 
lieved, but  only  (with  some  transient  suitable  Histrionic 
emotion)  spoken  and  heard* 

Had  Dame  de  Lamotte  a  certain  greatness  of  character^ 
then ;  at  least,  a  strength  of  transcendent  audacity,  amount- 
ing to  the  bastard-heroic?  Great,  indubitably  great,  is  her 
Dramaturgic  and  Histrionic  talent ;  but  as  for  the  rest,  one 
must  answer,  with  reluctance.  No.  Mrs.  Facing-both-ways 
is  a  ^  Spark  of  vehement  Life,'  but  the  farthest  in  the  world 
from  a  brave  woman :  she  did  not,  in  any  case,  show  the 
bravery  of  a  woman;  did,  in  many  cases,  show  the  mere 
screaming  trepidation  of  one.  Her  grand  quality  is  rather  to 
be  reckoned  negative :  the  '  untamableness '  as  of  a  fly ;  the 

Menunrt  pour :  see  also  ComU  de  Lamotte*8  Narrative,  in  the  Memoirtt 
Juiliflcati/s),    Rohan  says,  *  Jeffreys  bought  more  than  10,000/.  worth.' 
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*  wax-cloth  dress  '  from  which  so  mach  ran  down  like  water. 
Small  sparrows,  as  I  learn,  have  been  trained  to  fire  cannon ; 
bat  would  make  poor  Artillery  Officers  in  a  Waterloo.  Thou 
doAt  not  call  that  Cork  a  strong  swimmer  ?  Which  neverthe- 
less shoots,  without  hurt,  the  Falls  of  Niagara ;  defies  the 
thunderbolt  itself  to  sink  it,  for  more  than  a  moment  With- 
out inteUect,  imagination,  power  o1^  attention,  or  any  spmtual 
faculty,  how  brave  were  one,  —  with  fit  motive  for  it,  such  as 
hunger!  How  much  might  one  dare,  by  the  simplest  of 
methods,  by  not  thinking  of  it,  not  knowing  it !  —  Besides, 
is  not  Cagliostro,  foolish  blustering  Quack,  still  here  ?  No 
scapegoat  had  ever  broader  back.  The  Cardinal  too,  has  he 
not  money  ?  Queen's  Majesty,  even  in  efiigy,  shall  not  be 
insulted ;  the  Soubises,  De  Marsans,  and  high  and  puissant 
Cousins,  must  huddle  the  matter  up:  Calumniated  Inno- 
cence, in  the  most  universal  of  Earthquakes,  will  find  tome 
cnevioe  to  whisk  through,  as  she  has  so  oflen  done. 

But  all  this  while  how  fares  it  with  his  Eminence,  left 
somnambulating  the  Promenade  de  la  Rose;  and  at  times 
tmcnlently  stamping  ?  Alas,  ill,  and  ever  worse.  The 
starving  method,  singular  as  it  may  seem,  brings  no  ca- 
pitulation ;  brings  only,  afler  a  month's  waiting,  our  tutelary 
Countess,  with  a  gilt  Autograph,  indeed,  and  '  all  wrapt  in 
silk  threads,  sealed  where  they  cross,'  —  but  which  we  read 
with  curses.^ 

We  must  back  again  to  Paris ;  there  pen  new  Expostula* 
tions;  which  our  unwearied  Countess  will  take  charge  of^ 
but,  alas,  can  ^ei  no  answer  to.  However,  is  not  the  SOth 
of  July  coming?  —  Behold,  on  the  19th  of  that  month,  the 
shortest,  most  careless  of  Autographs:  with  some  fifteen 
hundred  pounds  of  real  money  in  it,  to  pay  the  —  interest 
of  the  first  instalment ;  the  principal,  of  some  thirty  thousand^ 
not  being  at  the  moment  perfectly  convenient!  Hungry 
Boehmer  makes  large  eyes  at  this  proposal ;  will  acc^t  the 
money,  but  only  as  part  of  payment ;  the  man  is  positive :  a 
1  S«e  LamoUe, 
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Court  of  Justice,  if  no  other  means,  shall  get  him  the  re- 
mainder.    What  now  is  to  be  done  ? 

Farmer-general  Monsieur  Saint-James,  Cagliostro's  dis- 
ciple, and  wet  with  Tokay,  will  cheerfully  advance  the  sum 
needed  —  for  her  Majesty's  sake ;  thinks,  however  (with  all 
his  Tokay),  it  were  good  to  speak  with  her  Majesty  first.  — 
I  observe,  meanwhile,  the  distracted  hungry  Boehmer  driven 
hither  and  thither,  not  by  his  fixed-idea;  alas,  no,  but  by 
the  far  more  frightful  ghost  thereof,  —  since  no  payment  is 
forthcoming.  He  stands,  one  day,  speaking  with  a  Queen's 
waiting-woman  (Madame  Campan  herself),  in  'a  thunder- 
shower,  which  neither  of  them  notice,'  —  so  thunderstruck 
are  they.*     What  weather-symptoms  for  his  Eminence  ! 

The  SOth  of  July  has  come,  but  no  money ;  the  SOth  is 
gone,  but  no  money.  O  Eminence,  what  a  grim  farewell  of 
July  is  this  of  1785  !  The  last  July  went  out  with  airs 
from  Heaven,  and  Trianon  Roses,  nese  August  days,  are 
they  not  worse  than  dog's  days ;  worthy  to  be  blotted  out 
from  all  Almanacs  ?  Boehmer  and  Bassange  thou  canst 
still  see ;  but  only  *  return  from  them  swearing.'  *  Nay, 
what  new  misery  is  this  ?  Our  tutelary  Histrionic  Countess 
enters,  distraction  in  her  eyes : '  she  has  just  been  at  Ver- 
sailles ;  the  Queen's  Majesty,  with  a  levity  of  caprice  which 
we  dare  not  trust  ourselves  to  characterise,  declares  plainly 
that  she  will  deny  ever  having  got  the  Necklace ;  ever  having 
had,  with  his  Eminence,  any  transaction  whatsoever !  —  Mud- 
explosion  without  parallel  in  volcanic  annals.  —  The  Palais 
de  Strasbourg  appears  to  be  beset  with  spies  ;  the  Lamottes, 
for  the  Count  too  is  here,  are  packing-up  for  Bar-sur-Aube. 
The  Sieur  Boehmer,  has  he  fallen  insane?  Or  into  com- 
munication with  Minister  Breteuil  ?  — 

And  so,  distractedly  and  distractively,  to  the  sound  of  all 
Discoi^s  in  Nature,  opens  that  Fourth,  final  Scenic  Exhibi- 
tion, composed  by  Destiny. 

I  Campan.  >  LamoUe.  *  GeorgtL 
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CHAPTER  XV. 
Scene  Fourth:  h^ Destiny. 

It  19  Assomption-daj,  the  15th  of  August.  Don  thy  pon- 
tificalia. Grand- Almoner ;  crush  down  these  hideous  tempo- 
ralities out  of  Bight.  In  anj  case,  smooth  thy  countenance 
into  some  sort  of  lofty-dissolute  serene:  thou  hast  a  thing 
they  call  worshipping  God  to  enact,  thyself  the  first  actor. 

The  Grand-Almoner  has  done  it  He  is  in  Versailles 
(Eilrde-Botuf  Gallery ;  where  male  and  female  Peerage, 
and  all  Noble  France  in  gala  various  and  glorious  as  the 
rainbow,  waits  only  the  signal  to  begin  worshipping:  on 
the  serene  of  his  lofty-dissolute  countenance,  there  can  noth- 
ing be  read.^  By  Heaven!  he  is  sent  for  to  the  Royal 
Apartment ! 

He  returns  with  the  old  lofty-dissolute  look,  inscrutably 
serene :  has  his  turn  for  favour  actually  come,  then  ?  Those 
fifteen  long  years  of  soul's  travail  are  to  be  rewarded  by  a 
birth?  —  Monsieur  le  Baron  de  Breteuil  issues;  great  in 
his  pride  of  place,  in  this  the  crowning  moment  of  his  life. 
With  one  radiant  glance,  Breteuil  summons  the  Officer  on 
Guard ;  with  another,  fixes  Monseigneur :  ^  Be  par  le  Roi^ 
Monseigneur :  you  are  arrested !  At  your  risk,  Officer ! ''  — 
Curtains  as  of  pitch-black  whirlwind  envelop  Monseigneur ; 
whirl  off  with  him,  —  to  outer  darkness.  Versailles  Gallery 
expkxles  aghast ;  as  if  Guy  Fawkes's  Plot  had  hurst  under  it. 
**  The  Queen's  Majesty  was  weeping,"  whisper  some.  There 
will  be  no  Assumption-service ;  or  such  a  one  as  was  never 
celebrated  since  Assumption  came  in  fashion. 

Europe,  then,  shall  ring  with  it  from  side  to  side  !  —  But 

1  This  is  Bette  d*EtienyilIe*8  description  of  him:  '  A  handsome  man,  of 

*  fifty;  with  high  complexion;  hair  white-gray,  and  the  front  of  the  head 
*bald:  of  high  stature;  carriage  noble  and  easy,  though  burdened  with  a 

*  certain  degree  of  corpulency ;  who,  I  never  doubted,  was  Monsieur  de 
'  Rohan.*    (First  Memoire  pour. ) 
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why  rides  that  Heyduc  as  if  all  the  Devils  drove  him  ?  It 
is  MoD&eigneur's  Heyduc:  Monseigneur  spoke  three  words 
in  German  to  him,  at  the  door  of  his  Versailles  Hotel ;  even 
handed  him  a  slip  of  writing,  which,  with  borrowed  Pencil, 
'  in  his  red  square  cap,'  he  had  managed  to  prepare  on  the 
way  thither.*  To  Paris  I  To  the  Palais-Cardinal  I  The 
horse  dies  on  reaching  the  stable;  the  Heyduc  swoons  on 
reaching  the  cabinet:  but  his  slip  of  writing  fell  from  his 
hand ;  and  I  (says  the  Abb^  Greorgel)  was  there.  The  red 
Portfolio,  containing  all  the  gilt  Autographs,  is  burnt  utterly, 
with  much  else,  before  Breteuil  can  arrive  for  apposition 
of  the  seals !  —  Whereby  Europe,  in  ringing  from  side  to 
side,  must  worry  itself  with  guessing :  and  at  this  hour,  on 
this  paper,  sees  the  matter  in  such  an  interesting  clear- 
obscure. 

Soon  Count  Cagliostro  and  his  Seraphic  Countess  go  to 
join  Monseigneur,  in  State  Prison.  In  few  days,  follows 
Dame  de  Lamotte,  from  Bar-sur-Aube ;  Demoiselle  d'Oiiva 
by-and-by,  from  Brussels ;  Villette-de-K^taux,  from  his  Swiss 
retirement,  in  the  taverns  of  Geneva.  The  Bastille  opens 
its  iron  bosom  to  them  all. 


CHAPTER  LAST. 

Missa  est. 

Thus,  then,  the  Diamond  Necklace  having,  on  the  one 
hand,  vani^shed  through  the  Horn  Gate  of  Dreams,  and  so, 
under  the  pincers  of  Nisus  Lamotte  and  £uryalu3  Villette, 
lost  its  sublunary  individuality  and  being ;  and,  on  the  other 
hand,  all  that  trafficked  in  it,  sitting  now  safe  under  lock  and 
key,  that  justice  may  take  cognisance  of  them,  —  our  en- 
gagement in  regard  to  the  matter  is  on  the  point  of  termi- 
nating. That  extraordinary  ^Proch  du  Collier,  Necklace 
Trial,'  spinning  itself  through  Nine  other  ever-memorable 

1  Georgel 
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Months,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  hundred  and  eightj- 
aeven  assembled  Pariementiergj  and  of  all  Quidnuncs,  Jour- 
nalists, Anecdotists,  Satirists,  in  both  Hemispheres,  is,  in 
ererj  sense,  a  '  Celebrated  Trial,'  and  belongs  to  Publishers 
of  sQch.  How,  by  innumerable  confrontations  and  expisca- 
tory  qnestions,  through  entanglements,  doublings  and  wind- 
ings that  fatigue  eye  and  soul,  this  most  involote  of  Lies  is 
finally  winded  off  to  the  scandalou»-ridicak)us  cinder-heart  of 
it,  let  others  relate. 

Meanwhile,  during  these  Nine  ever-memorable  Months, 
till  they  terminate  late  at  night  precisely  with  the  May  of 
1786,^  how  many  fugitive  leaves,  quizzical,  imaginative,  or 
at  least  mendacious,  were  flying  about  in  Newspapers ;  or 
stitched  together  as  Pamphlets;  and  what  heaps  of  others 
were  left  creeping  in  Manuscript,  we  shall  not  say ;  —  having, 
indeed,  no  complete  Collection  of  them,  and  what  is  more  to 
the  purpose,  little  to  do  with  such  Collection.  Nevertheless, 
searching  for  some  fit  Capital  of  the  composite  order,  to 
adorn  adequately  the  now  finished  singular  PiUar  of  our 
Narrative,  what  can  suit  us  better  than  the  following,  so  far 
as  we  know,  yet  unedited, 

Oeeasianal  DUcouney  hy  Count  Alessandro  OagUotlro,  Thav^ 
matargiitj  Prophet  and  Arch- Quack ;  delivered  in  the 
Bastille:  Tear  of  Lucifer,  5789;  of  the  Mahometan  He- 
gira  from  Mecca^  1201  ;  of  the  CagUostric  Hegira  from 
Palermo,  24 ;  of  the  Vulgar  Era,  1785. 

'Fellow  Scoundrels,  —  An  unspeakable  Intrigue,  spun 
'from  the  soul  of  that  Circe-Megiera,  by  oar  voluntary  or 
'involuntary  help,  has  assembled  us  all,  if  not  under  one 
'roof-tree,  yet  within  one  grim  iron-bound  ring-walL  For 
'  an  appointed  number  of  months,  in  the  ever-rolling  flow  of 
'  Time,  we,  being  gathered  from  the  four  winds,  did  by  Des- 

1  On  the  aigt  of  May  1786,  sentence  was  pronounced:  about  ten  at  night, 
the  Cardinal  got  out  of  the  Bastille;  large  mobs  hurrahing  round  him,  — 
out  of  spleen  to  the  Court.    (See  Georgel.) 
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*  tiny  work  together  in  body  corporate ;  and,  joint  labourers 
'  in  a  Transaction  already  famed  over  the  Globe,  obtain  unity 

*  of  Name,  like  the  Argonauts  of  old,  as  Conquerors  of  the 

*  Diamond  Necklace.     Erelong  it  is  done  (for  ring-walls  hold 

*  not  captive  the  free  Scoundrel  forever) ;  and  we  disperse 

*  again,  over  wide  terrestrial  Space ;  some  of  us,  it  may  be, 

*  over  the  very  marches  of  Space*  Our  Act  hangs  indisso- 
Muble   together;   floats   wondrous   in   the   older  and  older 

<  memory  of  men :  while  we  the  little  band  of  Scoundrels, 
'  who  saw  each  other,  now  hover  so  far  asunder,  to  see  each 
'other  no  more,  if  not  once  more  only  on  the  universal 
'  Doomsday,  the  Last  of  the  Days ! 

'  In  such  interesting  moments,  while  we  stand  within  the 
'  vei^e  of  parting,  and  have  not  yet  parted,  methinks  it  were 
'  well  here,  in  these  sequestered  Spaces,  to  institute  a  few 
*'  general  reflections.    Me,  as  a  public  speaker,  the  Spirit  of 

<  Masonry,  of  Philosophy,  and  Philanthropy,  and  even  of 

*  Prophecy,  blowing  mysterious  from  the  Land  of  Dreams, 
'  impels  to  do  it.  Give  ear,  0  Fellow  Scoundrels,  to  what 
'  the  Spirit  utters ;  treasure  it  in  your  hearts,  practise  it  in 
•your  lives. 

'  Sitting  here,  penned-up  in  this  which,  with  a  slight  meta- 
<phor,  I  call  the  Central  Cloaca  of  Nature,  where  a  tyran- 

*  nical  De  Launay  can  forbid  the  bodily  eye  free  vision,  you 
*with  the  mental  eye  see  but  the  better.  This  Central 
'  Cloaca,  is  it  not  rather  a  Heart,  into  which,  from  all  regions, 
'mysterious  conduits  introduce  and  forcibly  inject  whatsoever 

*  is  choicest  in  the  Scoundrelism  of  the  Earth ;  there  to  be 
'  absorbed,  or  again  (by  the  other  auricle)  ejected  into  new 
'circulation?  Let  the  eye  of  the  mind  run  along  this  im- 
'  measurable  venous-arterial  system  ;  and  astound  itself  with 
'  the  magnificent  extent  of  Scoundreldom ;  the  deep,  I  may 
'  say,  unfathomable,  significance  of  Scoundrelism. 

'  Yes,  brethren,  wide  as  the  Sun's  range  is  our  Empire ; 
'  wider  than  old  Rome's  in  its  palmiest  era.  I  have  in  my 
'time  been  far;  in  frozen  Muscovy,  in  hot  Calabria,  east. 
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*  west,  wheresoever  the  sky  overarches  dvilised  man :  and 
'  never  hitherto  saw  I  myself  an  ah'en ;  out  of  Scoundreldom 

*  I  never  was.     Is  it  not  even  said,  from  of  old,  by  the  oppo- 

*  site  party  :  "  All  men  are  liars  ?  **     Do  they  not  (and  this 

*  nowise  **  in  haste  ")  whimperingly  talk  of  "  one  just  person  " 

*  (as  they  call  him),  and  of  the  remaining  thousand  save  one 
*that  take  part  with  us?  So  decided  is  our  majority.'  — 
(Applause.) 

'  Of  the  Scarlet  Woman,  —  yes,  Monseigneur,  without  of- 

*  fence,  —  of  the  Scarlet  Woman  that  sits  on  Seven  Hills,  and 

*  her  Black  Jesuit  Militia,  out  foraging  from  Pole  to  Pole,  I 

*  8peak  not ;  for  the  story  is  too  trite :  nay,  the  Militia  itself, 

*  as  I  see,  begins  to  be  disbanded,  and  invalided,  for  a  second 

*  treachery ;  treachery  to  herself  I  Nor  yet  of  Governments ; 
^  for  a  like  reason.  Ambassadors,  said  an  English  punster, 
'  lie  abroad  for  their  masters.  Their  masters,  we  answer,  lie 
'  at  home  for  themselves.  Not  of  all  this,  nor  of  Courtship 
'with  its  Lovers'-vows,  nor  Courtiership,  nor  Attomeyism, 
*nor  Public  Oratory,  and  Selling  by  Auction,  do  I  speak:  I 
'simply  ask  the  gainsayer.  Which  is  the  particular  trade, 
'  profession,  mystery,  calling,  or  pursuit  of  the  Sons  of  Adam 
'  that  they  successfully  manage  in  the  other  way  ?  He  can- 
'not  answer! — No:  Philosophy  itself,  both  practical  and 
'  even  speculative,  has  at  length,  afler  shamefullest  groping, 
'  stumbled  on  the  plain  conclusion  that  Sham  is  indispensable 
<  to  Reality,  as  Lying  to  Living ;  that  without  Lying  the 
'whole  business  of  the  world,  from  swaying  of  senates  to 
'  selling  of  tapes,  must  explode  into  anarchic  discords,  and  so 
'  a  speedy  conclusion  ensue. 

'  But  the  grand  problem.  Fellow  Scoundrels,  as  you  well 
'  know,  is  the  marrying  of  Truth  and  Sham ;  so  that  they  be- 
'oome  one  flesh,  man  and  wife,  and  generate  these  three: 
'  Profit,  Pudding,  and  Respectability  that  always  keeps  her 
•Gig.  Wonderously,  indeed,  do  Truth  and  Delusion  play 
'into  one  another;  Reality  rests  on  Dream.  Truth  is  but 
'  the  tkin  of  the  bottomless  Untrue :  and  ever,  from  time  to 
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'  time,  the  Untrue  sheds  it ;  is  clear  again ;  and  the  superan- 

*  nuated  True  itself  becomes  a  Fable.  Tlius  do  all  hostile 
^  things  crumble  back  into  our  Empire ;  and  of  its  increase 
^  there  is  no  end. 

'O  brothers,  to  think   of  the   Speech  without  meaning 

*  (which  is  mostly  ours),  and  of  the  Speech  with  contrary 

*  meaning  (which  is  wholly  ours),  manufactured  by  the  or- 

*  gans  of  Mankind  in  one  solar  day !     Or  call  it  a  day  di 

*  Jubilee,  when  public  Dinners  are  given,  and  Dinner-orations 
^  are  delivered :  or  say,  a  Neighbouring  Island  in  time  of 

*  General  Election  I  O  ye  immortal  gods !  The  mind  is  lost ; 
'  can  only  admire  great  Nature's  plenteonsness  with  a  kind 
*of  sacred  wonder. 

*  For  tell  me,  What  is  the  chief  end  of  man  ?  "  To  glorify 
'  Grod,*'  said  the  old  Christian  Sect,  now  happily  extinct. 
* "  To  eat  and  fin4  eatables  by  the  readiest  method,**  answers 

*  sound  Philosophy,  discarding  whims.  If  the  method  readier 
'  than  this  of  persuasive-attraction  is  yet  discovered,  —  point 
^  it  out !  —  Brethren,  I  said  the  old  Christian  Sect  was  hap- 

*  pily  extinct :  as,  indeed,  in  Rome  itself,  there  goes  the  won- 

*  derfuUest  traditionary  Prophecy,*  of  that  Nazareth  Christ 
'  coming  back,  and  being  crucified  a  second  time  there  ;  which 

*  truly  I  see  not  in  the  least  how  he  could  fail  to  be.  Never- 
theless, that  old  Christian  whim,  of  an  actual  living  and 
^  ruling  God,  and  some  sacred  covenant  binding  all  men  in 
*'  Him,  with  much  other  mystic  stuff,  does,  under  new  or  old 
'  shape,  linger  with  a  few.     From  these  few  keep  yourselves 

*  forever  far !  They  must  even  be  left  to  their  whim,  which 
'  is  not  like  to  prove  infectious. 

*  But  neither  are  we,  my  Fellow  Scoundrels,  without  our 

*  Religion,  our  Worship ;  which,  like  the  oldest,  and  all  true 

*  Worships,  is  one  of  Fear.  The  Christians  have  their  Cross, 
'  the  Moslem  their  Crescent :  but  have  not  we  too  our  — 
'  Gallows  ?     Yes,  infinitely  terrible  is  the  Gallows  ;  it  be- 

*  strides  with  its  patibulary  fork  the  Pit  of  bottomless  Terror ! 

I  Goethe  mentions  it  {Rdli&niache  ReUe), 
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*  No  Manieheans  are  we ;  our  God  is  One.  Great,  exceed- 
'  ing  great,  I  saj,  is  the  Gallows ;  of  old,  even  from  the  be- 
'  ^ning,  in  this  world ;  knowing  neither  variableness  nor 

*  decadence ;  forever,  forever,  over  the  wreck  of  ages,  and  all 
^  civic  and  ecclesiastic  convakions,  meal-mobs,  revolutions, 
^  the  Gallows  with  front  serenelj  terrible  towers  aloft.     Fel- 

*  k>w  Scoundrels,  fear  the  Gallows,  and  have  no  other  fear ! 

*  This  is  the  Law  and  the  Prophets.  Fear  every  emanation 
'^of  the  Gallows.  And  what  is  every  buffet,  with  the  fist,  or 
^even  with  the  tongue,  of  one  having  authority,  but  some 
*•  sach  emanation  ?  And  what  is  Force  of  Public  Opinion 
'  but  the  infinitude  of  such  emanations,  —  rushing  combined 
'  on  you,  like  a  mighty  storm-wind  ?  Fear  the  Gallows,  I  say ! 
'O  when,  with  its  long  black  arm,  it  has  clutched  a  man, 
^  what  avail  him  all  terrestrial  things  ?  These  pass  away, 
'  with  horrid  nameless  dinning  in  his  ears ;  and  the  ill-starred 
'  Scoundrel  pendulates  between  Heaven  and  Earth,  a  thing 
'  rejected  of  both.*  —  (Profound  sensation.) 

^  Such,  so  wide  iu  compass,  high,  gallows-high  in  dignity, 
^  is  the  Scoundrel  Empire ;  and  for  depth,  it  is  deeper  than 
'the  Foundations  of  the  World.  For  what  was  Creation 
'  itself  wholly,  according  to  the  best  Philosophers,  but  a  Di- 
'  vnlsion  by  the  Timb-Spirit  (or  Devil  so-called)  ;  a  force- 
'  ful  InteiTuption,  or  breaking  asunder,  of  the  old  Quiescence 
'  of  Eternity  ?    It  was  Lucifer  that  fell,  and  made  this  lordly 

*  World  arise.  Deep?  It  is  bottomless-deep;  the  very 
'  Thought,  diving,  bobs  up  from  it  baffled.  Is  not  this  that 
'  they  call  Vice  of  Lying  the  AcUxm-Kadmany  or  primeval 
'  Bude-Element,  old  as  Chaos  mother's-womb  of  Death  and 
'  Hell ;  whereon  their  thin  film  of  Virtue,  Truth,  and  the 

*  like,  poorly  wavers  —  for  a  day  ?  All  Virtue,  what  is  it, 
<  even  by  their  own  showing,  but  Vice  transformed,  —  that  is, 
^manufactured,  rendered  artificial?  ^ Man's  Vices  are  the 
*•  roots  from  which  bis  Virtues  grow  out  and  see  the  light," 
'says  one:    **  Yes,"  add  I,  "and    thanklessly   steal  their 

*  nourishment ! "     Were  it  not  for  the  nine  hundred  ninety 
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'  and  nine  unacknowledged,  perhaps  martyred  and  calumni- 

*  ated  Scoundrels,  how  were  their  single  Just  Person  (with  a 
'  murrain  on  him  !)  so  much  as  possible  ?  —  Oh,  it  is  high, 

*  high :  these  things  are  too  great  for  me ;  Intellect,  Imagina- 
'  tion,  flags  her  tired  wings ;  the  soul  lost,  baffled '  — 

—  Here  Dame  de  Lamotte  tittered  audibly,  and  muttered 
Coq-d*IndBy  which,  being  interpreted  into  the  Scottish  tongue, 
signifies  Buhtiy-Jock !  The  Arch-Quack,  whose  eyes  were 
turned  inwards  as  in  rapt  contemplation,  started  at  the  titter 
and  mutter:  his  eyes  flashed  outwards  with  dilated  pupil; 
his  nostrils  opened  wide ;  his  very  hair  seemed  to  stir  in  its 
long  twisted  pigtails  (his  ftishion  of  curl)  ;  and  as  Indigna- 
tion is  said  to  make  Poetry,  it  here  made  Prophecy,  or  what 
sounded  as  such.  With  terrible,  working  features,  and  ges- 
ticulation not  recommended  in  any  Book  of  Gesture,  the 
Arch-Quack,  in  voice  supernally  discordant,  like  Lions  wor- 
rying Bulls  of  Bashan,  began  : 

'  Sniff  not.  Dame  de  Lamotte ;  tremble,  thou  foul  Circe-- 
'  Megfera ;  thy  day  of  desolation  is  at  hand !  Behold  ye  the 
'  Sanhedrim  of  Judges,  with  their  fanners  of  written  Parch* 
'  ment,  loud-rustling,  as  they  winnow  all  her  chaff  and  down- 

*  plumage,  and  she  stands  there  naked  and  mean  ?  —  Villette, 
'  Oliva,  do  ye  blab  secrets  ?  Ye  have  no  pity  of  her  extreme 
*•  need  ;  she  none  of  yours.  Is  thy  light-giggling,  untamable 
*'  heart  at  last  heavy  ?  Hark  ye  I  Shrieks  of  one  cast  out ; 
'  whom  they  brand  on  both  shoulders  with  iron  stamp ;  the 

*  red-hot  **  V,"  thou  Voleme,  hath  it  entered  thy  soul  ?  Weep, 

*  Circe  de  Lamotte;  wail  there  in  truckle-bed,  and  hyster- 
'  ically  gnash  thy  teeth  :  nay  do,  smother  thyself  in  thy  door- 
*'  mat  coverlid ;  thou  hast  found  thy  mates ;  thou  art  in  the 
*'  Salpetri^re !  —  Weep,  daughter  of  the  high  and  puissant 
'  Sans-inexpressibles  !  Buzz  of  Parisian  Grossipry  is  about 
'thee;  but  not  to  help  thee:  no,  to  eat  before  thy  time. 
*'  What  shall  a  King's  Court  do  with  thee,  thou  unclean  thin^, 
'  while  thou  yet  livest  ?    Escape !     Flee  to  utmost  countries ; 

*  hide  there,  if  thou  canst,  thy  mark  of  Cain !  —  In  the  Baby- 
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^  km  of  Foglaod  !  Ha !  is  that  my  London  ?  See  I  Judas 
'  Iscariot  Egallt^  ?  Print,  jea  print  abundantly  tlie  abomi- 
'  nations  of  your  two  hearts :  breath  of  rattlesnalies  can  be- 
^dim  the  steel  mirror,  but  only  for  a  time.  —  And  there  I 
*Ay,  there  at  last!     Tnmblest  thou  from  the  lofty  leads, 

*  poverty-stricken,  O  thriftless  daughter  of  the  high  and  puis- 
^sant,  escaping  bailiffs?      Descendest  thou   precipitate,  in 

*  dead  night,  from  window  in  the  third  story ;  hurled  forth 

*  by  Bacchanals,  to  whom  thy  shrill  tongue  had  grown  un- 

*  bearable  ?  ^     Yea,  through  the  smoke  of  that  new  Babylon 

*  thou  fallest  headlong ;  one  long  scream  of  screams  makes 

*  night  hideous:  thou  liest  there,  shattered  like  addle  egg, 

*  **  nigh  to  the  Temple  of  Flora ! "  O  Lamotte,  has  thy  Ify- 
^pocruia  ended,  then  ?  Thy  many  characters  were  all 
'acted.     Here  at  last  thou  actest  not,  but  art  what  thou 

*  seemest :  a  mangled  squelch  of  gore,  confusion  and  abomi- 
'  nation ;  which  men  |]uddle  underground,  with  no  burial- 

*  stone.     Thou  gallows-carrion!'  — 

—  Here  the  prophet  turned  up  his  nose  (the  broadest  of 
the  eighteenth  century),  and  opened  wide  his  nostrils  with 
such  a  greatness  of  disgust,  that  all  the  audience,  even  La- 
motte herself,  sympathetically  imitated  him.  —  *  O  Dame  de 

*  Lamotte!  Dame  de  Lamotte!  Now,  when  the  circle  of 
'  thy  existence  lies  complete ;  and  my  eye  glances  over  these 

*  two  score  and  three  years  that  were  lent  thee,  to  do  evil  as 
'  thou  oouldst ;  and  I  behold  thee  a  bright-eyed  little  Tatter- 
'  demalion,  begging  and  gathering  sticks  in  the  Bois  de  Bou- 
'logne;  and  also  at  length  a  squelched  Putrefaction,  here 
'on  London  pavements;  with  the  head-dressings  and  hun- 
'gering^,  the  gaddings  and   hysterical  gigglings   that  came 

•  The  English  Translator  of  Lamotte^s  Life  says,  she  fell  from  the  leads 
of  her  house,  nij^h  the  Temple  of  Flora,  endeavouring  to  escape  seizure 
for  debt;  and  was  taken  up  so  much  hurt  that  she  died  in  conseqoence. 
Another  report  runs  that  she  was  flung  out  of  window,  as  in  the  CagHos- 
tric  text  One  way  or  other  she  did  die,  on  the  23d  of  August  1791  {Bio- 
grnphit  UnittrtdU,  XXX.  287).  Where  the  *  Temple  of  Flora '  was,  or  is, 
one  knows  not 
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*  between,  —  what  shall  I  saj  was  the  meaning  of  thee  at 
'all?  — 

'  Yillette-de-R^ux !  Have  the  catchpoles  trepanned  thee, 
'  by  sham  of  battle,  in  thy  Tavern,  from  the  sacred  Bepubli- 
'  can  soil  ?  ^  It  is  thou  that  wert  the  hired  Forger  of  Hand- 
'  writings  ?  Thou  wilt  confess  it  ?  Depart,  unwhipt  yet  ac* 
'  cui-sed.  —  Ha  1  The  dread  Symbol  of  our  Faith  ?  Swings 
'  aloft,  on  the  Castle  of  St.  Angelo,  a  Peodulus  Mass,  which 
<  I  think  I  discern  to  be  the  body  of  ViUette  I  There  let  him 
^  end  ;  the  sweet  morsel  of  our  Juggernaut. 

'Nay,  weep  not  thou,  disconsolate  Oliva;  blear  not  thy 
'bright  blue  eyes,  daughter  of  the  shady  Garden!  Thee 
'shall  the  Sanhedrim  not  harm:  this  Cloaca  of  Nature 
'emits  thee;  as  notablest  of  unfortunate-females,  thou  shalt 
'have  choice  of  husbands  not  without  capital;  and  accept 
'one.^     Know  this;  for  the  vision  of  it  is  true. 

'  But  the  Anointed  Majesty  whom  ye  profaned  ?  Blow, 
'spirit  of  Egyptian  Masonry,  blow  aside  the  thick  curtains 
'  of  Space  !  Lo  you,  her  eyes  are  red  with  their  first  tears 
'  of  pure  bitterness ;  not  with  their  last  Tii*ewoman  Cam« 
'pan  is  choosing,  from  the  Print-shops  of  the  Quais,  the 
'reputed-best  among  the  hundred  likenesses  of  Circe  de 

1  See  Georgd,  and  Yillette^s  Memoirt, 

2  In  the  Affaire  du  CoUier  is  this  Ma.  Note:  *  Gay  d' Oliva,  a  common- 

*  girl  of  the  Palais-Royal,  who  was  chosen  to  play  a  part  in  this  Business, 

*  got  married,  some  years  afterwards,  to  one  Beansire,  an  Ex-Noble  for- 
^TDerly  attached  to  the  d*Artois  Household.  In  1790,  he  was  Captain  of 
'  the  National  Guard  Company  of  the  Temple.    He  then  retired  to  Choisy, 

*  and  managed  to  be  named  Procureur  of  that  Commune :  he  finally  em- 

*  ployed  himself  in  dra wing-up  Lists  of  Proscription  in  the  Luxembourg 

*  Prison,  when  he  played  the  part  of  informer  (immlon).    See  Tabktm  det 

*  Primmt  de  Paris  «oim  Rdbetpierre.'*  These  details  are  correct.  In  the 
Memoires  sur  let  Pritons  (new  title  of  the  Book  just  referred  to),  ii.  171, 
we  find  this:  *The  second  Denonncer  was  Beausire,  an  Ex-Noble,  known 

*  under  the  old  goyemment  for  his  intrigues.  To  give  an  idea  of  him,  it 
'is  enough  to  say  that  he  married  the  d'Oliva,*  &c.,  as  in  the  Ms.  Note 
already  given.    Finally  is  added:  *  He  was  the  main  spy  of  Boyenval; 

*  who,  however,  said  that  he  made  use  of  him ;  but  that  Fouquier-Tinville 

*  did  not  like  him,  and  would  have  him  guillotined  in  good  time.* 
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'  Lamotte :  ^  a  Queen  shall  consider  if  the  basest  of  women 

*  ever,  by  any  accident,  darkened  daylight  or  candle-light  for 
'  the  highest.  The  Portrait  answers :  Never ! '  —  (Sensation 
in  the  audience.) 

*  —  Ha !    What  is  this  f    Angels,  Uriel,  Anachiel,  and  ye 

*  other  five ;  Pentagon  of  Rejuvenescence ;  Power  that  de- 
^  stroyedst  Original  Sin ;  Earth,  Heaven,  and  thou   Outer 

*  Limbo  which   men   name   Hell !     Does  the   Empire   of 

*  Imposture  waver  ?  Burst  there,  in  starry  sheen,  updart- 
'  ing,  Light-rays  from  out  its  dark  foundations ;  as  it  rocks 
'and  heaves,  not  in  travail-throes,  but  in  death-throes? 
'Tea,  Light-rays,  piercing,  clear,  that  salute  the  Heavens, 
'  —  lo,  they  kindle  it ;  their  starry  clearness  becomes  as  red 

*  Hell-fire !  Imposture  is  in  flames.  Imposture  is  burnt  up : 
*one  Red-sea  of  Fire,  wild-hillowing  enwraps  the  World; 
'with  its  fire-tongue  licks  at  the  very  Stars.  Thrones  are 
'hurled  into  it,  and  Dubois  Mitres,  and  Prebendal  Stalls 
'that  drop  fatness,  and  —  ha!  what  see  I?  —  all  the  Gi^s 
*of  Creation:  all,  all!  Woe  is  me!  Never  since  Pha- 
'  raoh's  Chariots,  in  the  Red-sea  of  water,  was  there  wreck 
'of  Wheel-vehicles  like  this  in  the  sea  of  Fire.  Desolate, 
'as  ashes,  as  gases,  shall  they  wander  in  the  wind. 

'  Higher,  higher  yet  flames  the  Fire-Sea ;  crackling  with 
'new  dislocated  timber;  hissing  with  leather  and  prunella. 
'  The  mental  Images  are  molten  ;  the  marble  Images  be- 
'  oorae  mortar-lime ;  the  stone  Mountains  sulkily  explode. 
'  Rbsfectabilitt,  with  all  her  collected  Gigs  inflamed  for 
'funeral  pyre,  wailing,  leaves  the  Earth:  not  to  return 
'  save  under  new  Avatar.  Imposture,  how  it  bums,  through 
'  generations :  how  it  is  burnt  up  —  for  a  time.  The  World 
'  is  black  ashes ;  which,  ah,  when  will  they  grow  green  ? 
'  The  Images  all  run  into  amorphous  Corinthian  brass ;  all 
'Dwellings  of  men  destroyed;  the  very  mountains  peeled 
'and  riven,   the  valleys   black  and  dead:   it  is  an  empty 

*  World !     Woe   to   them   that   shall  be   bora   then  ! A 

1  See  Campan. 

VOL.  IV.  6 
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'  King,  a  Queen  (ah  me  !)  were  hurled  in  ;  did  rustle  once ; 
*flew  aloft,  crackling,  like   paper-scroll.     Oliva'a   Husband 

*  was  hurled  in ;  Iscariot  Egalite ;  thou  grim  De  Launay, 
'  with  thy  grim  Bastille ;  whole  kindreds  and  peoples ;  five 
'millions  of  mutually  destroying  Men.  For  it  is  the  End 
'of  the  Dominion  of  Imposture  (which  is  Darkness  and 
'  opaque  Firedamp)  ;  and  the  buming-up,  with  unquench- 

*  able  fire,  of  all  the  Gigs  that  are  in  the  Earth  ! '  —  Here 
the  Prophet  paused,  fetching  a  deep  sigh ;  and  the  Cardinal 
uttered  a  kind  of  faint,  tremulous  Hem  ! 

*  Mourn  not,  0  Monseigneur,  spite  of  thy  nephritic  cholic 

*  and  many  infirmities.  For  thee  mercifully  it  was  not  unto 
'death.^     O  Monseigneur  (for  thou  hadst  a  touch  of  good- 

*  ness),  who  would  not  weep  over  thee,  if  he  also  laughed  ? 

*  Behold  !  The  not  too  judicious  Historian,  that  long  years 
'hence,  amid  remotest  wildernesses,  writes  thy  Life,  and 
'  names  thee  Mudrvdcano ;  even  he  shall  reflect  that  ic 
'  was  thy  Life  this  same ;  thy  ordy  chance  through  whole 
'Eternity;  which  thou  (poor  gambler)  hast  expended  so: 
'and,  even  over  his  hard  heart,  a  breath  of  dewy  pity  for 

*  thee  shall  blow.  —  O  Monseigneur,  thou  wert  not  all  ig- 
' noble:  thy  Mud-volcano  was  but  strength  dislocated,  fire 
'  misapplied.  Thou  wentest  ravening  through  the  world ; 
'  no  Life-elixir  or  Stone  of  the  Wise  could  we  two  (for  want 
'of  funds)  discover:  a  foulest  Circe  undertook  to  fatten 
'  thee ;  and  thou  hadst  to  fill  thy  belly  with  the  east  wind. 
'  And  burst  ?  By  the  Masonry  of  Enoch,  No !  Behold, 
'  has  not  thy  Jesuit  Familiar  his  Scouts  dim-flying  over  the 
'  deep  of  human  things  ?  Cleared  art  thou  of  crime,  save 
'  that  of  fixed-idea ;  weepest,  a  repentant  exile,  in  the  Moun- 
'  tains  of  Auvergne.  Neither  shall  the  Red  Fire-sea  itself 
'  consume  thee ;  only  consume  thy  Gig,  and,  instead  of  Gig 

1  Rohnn  was  elected  of  the  Constituent  Assembly;  and  ev^en  got  n 
compliment  or  two  in  it,  as  Court-victim,  from  here  and  there  a  man  of 
weak  judgment.  He  was  one  of  the  first  who,  recalcitrating  against 
'  Civil  Constitution  of  the  Clergy  *  &c.,  took  himself  across  the  Rhine. 


THE  DIAMOND  NECKLACE.  83 

'(O  rich  exchange!),  restore  thj  Self.  Safe  beyond  the 
^  Bhine-streana,  thou  livest  peaceful  days  ;  savest  many  from 

*  the  fire,  and  anointest  their  smarting  bums.     Sleep  finally, 

*  in  thy  mother's  bosom,  in  a  good  old  age  ! '  — ^  The  Cardinal 

*  gave  a  sort  of  guttural  murmur,  or  gurgle,  which  ended  in 
*•  a  long  sigh. 

<  O  Horrors,  as  ye  shall  be  called,'  again  burst  forth  the 
Quack,  *•  why  have  ye  missed  the  Sieur  de  Lamotte ;  why 
*not  of  him,  too,  made  gallowa-carrion  ?     Will  spear,  or 

*  swordstick,  thrust  at  him  (or  supposed  to  be  thrust),  through 

*  window  of  hackney-coach,  in  Piccadilly  of  the  Babylon  of 
'  Fog,  where  he  jolts  disconsolate,  not  let  out  the  imprisoned 

*  animal  existence  ?  Is  he  poisoned,  too  ?  ^  Poison  will  not 
^  kill  the  Sieur  Lamotte ;  nor  steel,  nor  massacres.^  Let 
'  him  drag  his  utterly  superfluous  life  to  a  second  and  a  third 

1  See  Lamotte*8  Narrative  (Memoiru  JusHJicaH/s), 

3  Lamotte,  after  his  wife^s  death,  had  returned  to  Paris ;  and  beei^  ar- 
rested,—  not  far  building  churches.  The  Sentence  of  the  old  Parlement 
against  him,  in  regard  to  the  Necklace  Business,  he  gets  annulled  by  the 
new  Courts;  but  is,  nevertheless,  *  retained  in  confinement,'  (Afoniteur 
Newspaper,  7th  August  1792).  He  was  still  in  Prison  at  the  time  the 
September  Massacre  broke  out.  From  Maton  de  la  Varenne  we  cite  the 
following  grim  passage:  Maton  is  in  La  Force  Prison. 

*  At  one  in  the  morning  *  (of  Monday,  September  3),  writes  Maton,  *  the 

*  grate  that  led  to  our  quarter  was  again  opened.  Four  men  in  uniform, 
^holding  each  a  naked  sabre  and  blazing  torch,  mounted  to  our  corridor; 
*a  turnkey  showing  the  way;  and  entered  a  room  close  on  ours  to  investi- 
*gate  a  box,  which  they  broke  open.    This  done,  they  halted  in  the  gal- 

*  lery ;  and  began  interrogating  one  Cuissa,  to  know  where  Lamotte  wa^ ; 

*  who,  they  said,  under  pretext  of  finding  a  treasure,  which  they  should 
'  share  in,  bad  swindled  one  of  them  out  of  800  Uvres,  having  asked  him 

*  to  dinner  for  tliat  purpose.    The  wretched  Cuissa,  whom  they  had  in 

*  their  power,  and  who  lost  his  life  that  night,  answered,  all  trembling, 
*that  he  remembered  the  fact  well,  but  could  not  say  what  had  become 
*■  of  the  prisoner.  Resolute  to  find  this  Lamotte  and  confront  him  with 
'  Cuissa,  they  ascended  into  other  rooms,  and  made  farther  rummnging 

*  there;  bat  apparently  without  effect,  for  I  heard  them  say  to  one  another: 
***  Come,  search  among  the  corpses,  then;  for,  Ncm  de  Dieu!  we  must 
'know  what  is  beoome  of  him.'"  (Ma  Remtrrection,  par  Maton  de  la 
Varenne;  reprinted  in  the  ffistoire  Parkmentaire^  xyiii.  142.) — Lamotte 
lay  in  the  Bicdtre  Prison ;  but  had  got  out,  precisely  in  the  nick  of  time, 
-^  and  dived  beyond  soundings. 
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'  generation ;  and  even  admit  the  not  too  judicious  Historian 
'  to  see  his  face  before  he  die. 

'But,  ha  I '  cried  he,  and  stood  wide-staring,  horror-struck, 

*  as  if  some  Cribb*s  fist  bad  knocked  the  wind  out  of  him : 

*  0  horror  of  horrors !  Is  it  not  Myself  I  see  ?  Roman 
^  Inquisition !  Long  months  of  cruel  baiting  I  Life  of  Gitit- 
*seppe  BaUamo!  Cagliostro's  Body  still  lying  in  St  Leo 
'Castle,  his  Self  fled  —  whither^  Bystanders  wag  their 
'  heads,  and  say  :  "  The  Brow  of  Brass,  behold  how  it  has 
'  got  all  unlackered ;  these  Pinchbeck  lips  can  lie  no  more  I " 
'  Eheu  I  Ohoo !  *  —  And  he  burst  into  unstanchable  blubber- 
ing of  tears ;  and  sobbing  out  the  moanfullest  broken  howl, 
sank  down  in  swoon ;  to  be  put  to  bed  by  De  Launay  and 
others. 

Thus  spoke  (or  thus  might  have  spoken),  and  prophesied, 
the  Arch-Quack  Cagliostro :  and  truly  much  better  than  he 
ever  else  did :  for  not  a  jot  or  tittle  of  it  (save  only  that  of 
our  promised  Interview  with  Nestor  de  Lamotte,  which  looks 
unlikelier  than  ever,  for  we  have  not  heard  of  him,  dead 
or  living,  since  1826)  —  but  has  turned  out  to  be  literally 
trw.  Ab  indeed,  in  all  this  History,  one  jot  or  tittle  of 
untruth,  that  we  could  render  true,  is  perhaps  not  discover- 
able ;  much  as  the  distrustful  reader  may  have  disbelieved 

Here,  then,  our  little  labour  ends.  The  Necklace  was,  and 
is  no  more :  the  stones  of  it  again  '  circulate  in  Commerce,' 
some  of  them  perhaps  in  Bundle's  at  this  hour ;  and  may 
give  rise  to  what  other  Histories  we  know  not.  The  Con- 
querors of  it,  every  one  that  trafficked  in  it,  have  they  not 
all  had  their  due,  which  was  Death  ? 

This  little  Business,  like  a  little  cloud,  bodied  itself  forth 
in  skies  clear  to  the  unobservant:  but  with  such  hues  of 
deep-tinted  villany,  dissoluteness  and  general  delirium  as,  to 
the  observant,  betokened  it  electric;  and  wise  men,  a  Gk>ethe 
for  example,  boded  Earthquakes.  Has  not  the  Earthquake 
come? 
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[1837.] 

A  PROVERB  sajs,  '  The  house  that  is  a-building  looks  not 
as  the  house  that  is  built.'  Environed  with  rubbish  and 
mortar-heaps,  with  scafibld-poles,  hodmen,  dust-clouds,  some 
rudiments  only  of  the  thing  that  is  to  be,  can,  to  the  most 
observant,  disclose  themselves  through  the  mean  tumult  of 
the  thing  that  hitherto  is.  How  true  is  this  same  with  regard 
to  all  works  and  facts  whatsoever  in  our  world ;  emphatically 
true  in  regard  to  the  highest  fact  and  work  which  our  world 
witnesses,  —  the  Life  of  what  we  call  an  Original  Man. 
Such  a  man  is  one  not  made  altogether  by  the  common  pat- 
tern ;  one  whose  phases  and  goings-forth  cannot  be  proph- 
esied of,  even  approximately  ;  though,  indeed,  by  their  very 
newness  and  strangeness  they  most  of  all  provoke  prophecy. 
A  man  of  this  kind,  while  he  lives  on  earth,  is  ^  unfolding 
himself  out  of  nothing  into  something,'  surely  under  very 
complex  conditions :  he  is  drawing  continually  towards  him, 
in  continual  succession  and  variation,  the  materials  of  his  struc- 
ture, nay  his  very  plan  of  it,  from  the  whole  realm  of  Acci- 
dent, you  may  say,  and  from  the  whole  realm  of  Free-will : 
he  is  building  his  life  together  in  this  manner ;  a  guess  and 
a  problem  as  yet,  not  to  others  only  but  to  himself.  Hence 
such  criticism  by  the  bystanders;  loud  no-knowledge,  loud  mis- 

1  LoHDON  AND  Wkstminbtkk  Rkview,  No.  8.  —  Mimoirtt  hiogrofhiquei^ 
KUermrts  H  polUique$  de  Mirabeau ;  ecrits  par  Ud-meme^  par  ton  Pert,  ton 
OneU  tl  ton  FiU  Adirpdf  (Memoirs^  biographical,  literary  and  political,  of 
Mirabeau;  written  by  himself,  by  his  Father,  his  Uncle  and  his  Adopted 
Son).    8  vols.  Sto.    Paris,  1884-36. 
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knowledge  !  It  is  like  the  opening  of  the  Fisherman's  Casket 
in  the  Arabian  Tale,  this  beginning  and  growing-up  of  a  life : 
vague  smoke  waving  hither  and  thither ;  some  features  of  a 
Genie  looming  through ;  of  the  ultimate  shape  of  which  no 
fisherman  or  man  can  judge.  And  jet,  as  we  say,  men  do 
judge,  and  pass  provisional  sentence,  being  forced  to  it ;  you 
can  predict  with  what  accuracy !  '  Look  at  the  audience  in 
*'  a  theatre,'  says  one  :  '  the  life  of  a  man  is  there  compressed 
*•  within  five-hours  duration ;  is  transacted  on  an  open  stage, 
^  with  lighted  lamps,  and  what  the  fittest  words  and  art  of 
'  genius  can  do  to  make  the  spirit  of  it  clear ;  yet  listen,  when 
*  the  curtain  falls,  what  a  discerning  public  will  [^y  of  that ! ' 
And  now,  if  the  drama  extended  over  threescore  and  ten 
years ;  and  were  enacted,  not  with  a  view  to  clearness,  but 
rather  indeed  with  a  view  to  concealment,  often  in  the  deep- 
est attainable  involution  of  obscurity ;  and  your  discerning 
public,  occupied  otherwise,  cast  its  eye  on  the  business  now 
here  for  a  moment,  and  then  there  for  a  moment  ?  Woe  to 
him,  answer  we,  who  has  no  court  of  appeal  against  the 
world's  judgment !  He  is  a  doomed  man  :  doomed  by  con- 
viction to  hard  penalties ;  nay  purchasing  acquittal  (too  prob- 
ably) by  a  still  harder  penalty,  that  of  being  a  triviality, 
superficiality,  self-advertiser,  and  partial  or  total  quack,  which 
is  the  hardest  penalty  of  alL 

But  suppose  farther,  that  the  man,  as  we  said,  was  an  orig- 
inal man;  that  his  life-drama  would  not  and  could  not  be 
measured  by  the  three  unities  alone,  but  partly  by  a  rule  of 
its  own  too :  still  farther,  that  the  transactions  he  had  mingled 
in  were  great  and  world-dividing ;  tliat  of  all  his  judges  there 
were  not  one  who  had  not  something  to  love  him  for  unduly, 
to  hate  him  for  unduly !  Alas,  is  it  not  precisely  in  this  case, 
where  the  whole  world  is  promptest  to  judge,  that  the  whole 
world  is  likeliest  to  be  wrong;  natural  opacity  being  so 
doubly  and  trebly  darkened  by  accidental  difficulty  and  per- 
version ?  The  crabbed  moralist  had  some  show  of  reason 
who  said :  To  judge  of  an  original  contemporary  man,  you 
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must,  in  general,  reverse  the  world's  judgment  about  him; 
the  world  is  not  only  wrong  on  that  matter,  but  cannot  on  an  j 
such  matter  be  right. 

One  comfort  is,  that  the  world  is  ever  working  itself  righter 
and  righter  on  such  matters ;  that  a  continual  revisal  and 
rectification  of  the  world's  first  judgment  on  them  is  inevita- 
bly going  on.  For,  after  all,  the  world  loves  its  original  men, 
and  can  in  no  wise  forget  them ;  not  till  afler  a  long  while  ; 
sometimes  not  till  afler  thousands  of  years.  Forgetting  them^ 
what,  indeed,  should  it  remember  ?  The  world's  wealth  is  its 
original  men  ;  by  these  and  their  works  it  is  a  world  and  not 
a  waste :  the  memory  and  record  of  what  m£N  it  bore  —  this 
is  the  sum  of  its  strength,  its  sacred  '  property  forever,' 
whereby  it  upholds  itself,  and  steers  forward,  better  or  worse, 
through  the  yet  undiscovered  deep  of  Time.  All  knowledge, 
all  art,  all  beautiful  or  precious  possession  of  existence,  is,  in 
the  long-run,  tliis  or  connected  with  this.  Science  itself,  is  it 
not  under  one  of  its  most  interesting  aspects.  Biography ;  is 
it  not  the  Record  of  the  Work  which  an  original  man,  still 
named  by  us,  or  not  now  named,  was  blessed  by  the  heavens 
to  do  ?  That  Sphere-and-cylinder  is  the  monument  and  ab- 
breviated history  of  the  man  Archimedes ;  not  to  be  forgot- 
ten, probably,  till  the  world  itself  vanii»h.  Of  Poets,  and 
what  they  have  done,  and  how  the  world  loves  them,  let  us, 
in  these  days,  very  singular  in  respect  of  that  Art,  say  noth- 
ing, or  next  to  nothing.  The  greatest  modern  of  the  poetic 
pniild  has  already  said :  '  Nay,  if  thou  wilt  have  it,  who  but 
*  the  poet  first  formed  gods  for  us,  brought  them  down  to  us, 
^rai^  us  up  to  them?' 

Another  remark,  on  a  lower  scale,  not  unworthy  of  notice, 
is  by  Jean  Paul :  that  '  as  in  art,  so  in  conduct,  or  what  we 
*•  call  morals,  before  there  can  be  an  Aristotle  with  his  critical 
'  canons,  there  must  be  a  Homer,  many  Homers  with  their 
/  heroic  performances.'  In  plainer  words,  the  original  man  is 
the  true  creator  (or  call  him  revealer)  of  Morals  too :  it  is 
from  his  example  that  precepts  enough  are  derived,  and  writ- 
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ten  down  in  books  and  systems :  he  properly  is  the  thing ; 
all  that  follows  after  is  but  talk  about  the  thing,  better  or 
worse  interpretation  of  it,  more  or  less  wearisome  and  inef- 
fectual discourse  of  logic  on  it.  A  remark  this  of  Jean  Paul's 
which,  well  meditated,  may  seem  one  of  the  most  pregnant 
lately  written  on  these  matters.  If  any  man  had  the  ambi- 
tion of  building  a  new  system  of  morals  (not  a  promising 
enterprise,  at  this  time  of  day),  there  is  no  remark  known  to 
us  which  might  better  serve  him  as  a  chief  corner-stone, 
whereon  to  found,  and  to  build,  high  enough,  nothing  donbt- 
ing;  —  high,  for  instance,  as  the  Christian  Gospel  itself. 
And  to  whatever  other  heights  man's  destiny  qaay  yet  carry 
him  !  Consider  whether  it  was  not,  from  the  first,  by  exam- 
ple, or  say  rather  by  human  exemplars,  and  such  reverent 
imitation  or  abhorrent  aversion  and  avoidance  as  these  gave 
rise  to,  that  man's  duties  were  made  indubitable  to  him? 
Also,  if  it  is  not  yet,  in  these  last  days,  by  very  much  the 
same  means  (example,  precept,  prohibition,  'force  of  public 
opinion,'  and  other  forcings  and  inducings),  that  the  like 
result  is  brought  about ;  and,  from  the  Woolsack  down  to  the 
Treadmill,  from  Almack's  to  Chalk  Farm  and  the  west-end  of 
Newgate,  the  incongruous  whirlpool  of  life  is  forced  and  in- 
duced to  whirl  with  some  attempt  at  regularity  ?  The  two 
Mosaic  Tables  were  of  simple  limited  stone ;  no  logic  ap- 
pended to  them  :  we,  in  our  days,  are  privileged  with  Logic, 
—  Systems  of  Morals,  Professors  of  Moral  Philosophy,  The- 
ories of  Moral  Sentiment,  Utilities,  Sympathies,  Moral  Senses, 
not  a  few  ;  useful  for  those  that  feel  comfort  in  them.  But 
to  the  observant  eye,  is  it  not  still  plain  that  the  rule  of  man's 
life  rests  not  very  steadily  on  logic  (rather  carries  logic  un- 
steadily resting  on  it^  as  an  excuse,  an  exposition,  or  orna- 
mental solacement  to  oneself  and  others) ;  that  ever,  as  of 
old,  the  thing  a  man  will  do  is  the  thing  he  feels  commanded 
to  do :  of  which  command,  again,  the  origin  and  reasonable- 
ness remains  often  as  good  as  indemonstrable  by  logic ;  and, 
indeed,  lies  mainly  in  this.  That  it  has  been  demonstrated 
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Otherwise  and  better ;  by  experiment,  namely ;  that  an  ex- 
perimental (what  we  name  original)  man  has  already  done  it, 
and  we  have  $em  it  to  be  good  and  reasonable,  and  now  know 
it  to  be  so  once  and  forevermore  ?  —  Enough  of  this. 

He  were  a  sanguine  individual  sorely  that  should  turn 
to  the  French  Revolution  for  new  rules  of  conduct,  and  cre- 
ators or  exempUrs  of  morality,  —  except;  indeed,  exemplars 
of  the  gibbeted  in4errorem  sort.  A  greater  work,  it  is  often 
said,  was  never  done  in  the  world's  history  by  men  so 
small.  Twenty-five  millions  (say  these  severe  critics)  are 
hurled  forth  out  of  all  their  old  habitudes,  arrangements, 
hamessings  and  garnitures,  into  the  new,  quite  void  arena 
and  career  of  Santculotiism  ;  there  to  show  what  orig- 
inality is  in  them.  Fanfaronading  and  gesticulation,  ve- 
hemence, effervescence,  heroic  desperation,  they  do  show  in 
abundance ;  but  of  what  one  can  call  originality,  invention, 
natural  stuff  or  character,  amazingly  little.  Their  heroic 
desperation,  such  as*  it  was,  we  will  honour  and  even  vener- 
ate, as  a  new  document  (call  it  rather  a  renewal  of  that  pri- 
meval ineffaceable  document  and  charter)  of  the  manhood 
of  man.  But,  for  the  rest,  there  were  Federations  ;  there 
were  Festivals  of  Fraternity,  *  the  Statue  of  Nature  pour- 
ing water  from  her  two  mammdles^  and  the  august  Deputies 
all  drinking  of  it  from  the  same  iron  saucer ;  Weights  and 
Measures  were  attempted  to  be  changed ;  the  Months  of  the 
Year  became  Pluviose,  Thermidor,  Messidor  (till  Napoleon 
said,  n  faudra  se  debarrasger  de  ce  Messidor^  One  must  get 
tliis  Messidor  sent  about  its  business)  :  also  Mrs.  Momoro 
and  others  rode  prosperous,  as  Goddesses  of  Reason;  and 
then,  these  being  mostly  guillotined,  Mahomet  Robespierre 
did,  with  bouquet  in  hand,  and  in  new  black  breeches,  in 
front  of  the  Toileries,  pronounce  the  scraggiest  of  prophetic 
discourses  on  the  Mre  Supreme,  and  set  fire  to  much  emble- 
matic pasteboard :  —  all  this,  and  an  immensity  of  such,  the 
Twenty-five  millions  did  devise  and  accomplish  ;  but  (apart 
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from  their  heroic  desperation,  which  was  no  miracle  either, 
beside  that  of  the  old  Dutch,  for  instance)  this,  and  the  like 
of  this,  was  almost  all.  Their  arena  of  SansculoUism  was 
the  most  original  arena  opened  to  man  for  above  a  thousand 
years  ;  and  they,  at  bottom,  were  unexpectedly  commonplace 
in  it  Exaggerated  commonplace,  triviality  run  distracted, 
and  a  kind  of  universal  *  Frenzy  of  John  Dennis,'  is  the 
figure  they  exhibit.  The  brave  Forster,  —  sinking  slowly  of 
broken  heart,  in  the  midst  of  that  volcanic  chaos  of  the 
Reign  of  Terror,  and  clinging  still  to  the  cause,  which,  though 
now  bloody  and  terrible,  he  believed  to  be  the  highest,  and 
for  which  he  had  sacrificed  all,  country,  kindred,  fortune, 
friends  and  life,  —  compares  the  Revolution,  indeed,  to  '  aa 
explosion  and  new  creation  of  the  world  ; '  but  the  actors  in 
it,  who  went  buzzing  about  him,  to  a  *handvoU  muckeny 
handful  of  flies.'  ^  And  yet,  one  may  add,  this  same  explo- 
sion of  a  world  was  their  work  ;  the  work  of  these  —  flies  ? 
The  truth  is,  neither  Forster  nor  any  man  can  see  a  French 
Revolution ;  it  is  like  seeing  the  ocean  :  poor  Charles  Lamb 
complained  that  he  could  not  see  the  multitudinous  ocean  at 
all,  but  only  some  insignificant  fraction  of  it  from  the  deck  of 
the  Margate  hoy.  It  must  be  owned,  however  (urge  these 
severe  critics),  that  examples  of  rabid  triviality  abound  in  the 
French  Revolution,  to  a  lamentable  extent.  Consider  Max- 
imilien  Robespierre ;  for  the  greater  part  of  two  years,  what 
one  may  call  Autocrat  of  France.  A  poor  sea-green  (ver- 
ddtre),  atrabiliar  Formula  of  a  man ;  without  head,  without 
heart,  or  any  grace,  gifl,  or  even  vice  beyond  common,  if  it 
were  not  vanity,  astucity,  diseased  rigoUr  (which  some  count 
strength)  as  of  a  cramp :  really  a  most  poor  sea^reen  indi* 
vidual  in  spectacles ;  meant  by  Nature  for  a  Methodist  par- 
son of  the  stricter  sort,  to  doom  men  who  departed  from  the 
written  confession  ;  to  chop  fruitless  shrill  logic ;  to  contend, 
and  suspect,  and  ineffectually  wrestle  and  wriggle ;  and,  on 
the  whole,  to  love,  or  to  know,  or  to  be  (properly  speaking) 
■  >  Forster's  Britfe  und  Nachlass, 
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Nothing :  —  this  was  he  who,  the  sport  of  wracking  winds 
saw  himself  whirled  alofl  to  command  la  premiere  nation  de 
runivers,  and  all  men  shouting  long  life  to  him  :  one  of  the 
most  lamentable,  tragic,  sea-green  objects,  ever  whirled  aloft 
In  that  manner,  in  any  country,  to  his  own  swift  destruction, 
and  the  world's  long  wonder  I 

So  argue  these  severe  critics  of  the  French  Revolution : 
with  whom  we  argue  not  here ;  but  remark  rather,  what  is 
more  to  the  purpose,  that  the  French  Revolution  did  disclose 
original  men :  among  the  twenty-five  millions,  at  least  one  or 
two  units.  Some  reckon,  in  the  present  stage  of  the  business, 
as  many  as  three :  Napoleon,  Danton,  Mirabeau.  Whether 
more  will  come  to  light,  or  of  what  sort,  when  the  computa- 
tion is  quite  liquidated,  one  cannot  say :  meanwhile  let  the 
world  be  thankful  for  these  three ;  —  as,  indeed,  the  world  is ; 
loving  original  men,  without  limit,  were  they  never  so  ques- 
tenable,  well  knowing  how  rare  they  are !  To  us,  accord- 
ingly, it  is  rather  interesting  to  observe  how  on  these  three 
also,  questionable  as  they  surely  are,  the  old  process  is  re- 
peating itself;  how  these  also  are  getting  known  in  their  true 
likeness.  A  second  generation,  relieved  in  some  measure 
from  the  spectral  hallucinations,  hysterical  ophthalmia  and 
natural  panic-delirium  of  the  first  contemporary  one,  is  grad- 
ually coming  to  discern  and  measure  what  its  predecessor 
could  only  execrate  and  shriek  over:  for,  as  our  Proverb 
said,  the  dust  is  sinking,  the  rubbish-heaps  disappear;  the 
built  house,  such  as  it  is,  and  was  appointed  to  be,  stands 
visible,  better  or  worse. 

Of  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  what  with  so  many  bulletins,  and 
such  self-proclamation  from  artillery  and  battle-thunder,  loud 
enough  to  ring  through  the  deafest  brain,  in  the  remotest 
nook  of  this  earth,  and  now,  in  consequence,  with  so  many  bi- 
ographies, histories  and  historical  arguments  for  and  against, 
it  may  be  said  that  he  can  now  shift  for  himself;  that  his  true 
figure  is  in  a  fair  way  of  being  ascertained.  Doubtless  it  will 
be  found  one  day  what  significance  was  in  him;  how  (we 
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quote  from  a  New-England  Book)  <  the  man  was  a  divine 
*  missionary,  though  unconscious  of  it ;  and  preached,  throogh 
*•  the  cannon's  throat,  that  great  doctrine,  ^La  carrure  ouverte 
'  aux  talens,  The  tools  to  him  that  can  handle  them,"  which  is 
'  our  ultimate  Political  Evangel,  wherein  alone  can  Liberty  lie. 

<  Madly  enough  he  preached,  it  is  true,  as  enthusiasts  and 
'  first  missionaries  are  wont ;  with  imperfect  utterance,  amid 

<  much  frothy  rant ;  yet  as  articulately  perhaps  as  the  case 
'  admitted.  Or  call  him,  if  you  will,  an  American  backwoods- 
*•  man,  who  had  to  fell  unpenetrated  forests,  and  battle  with 
innumerable  wolves,  and  did  not  entirely  forbear  strong 
Miquor,  rioting  and  even  theft;  whom,  nevertheless,  the 
'peaceful  sower  will  follow,  and,  as  he  cuts  the  boundless 

<  harvest,  bless.'  —  From  *  the  incarnate  Moloch,'  which  the 
word  once  was,  onwards  to  this  quiet  version,  there  is  a  con* 
siderable  progress. 

Still  more  interesting  is  it,  not  without  a  touch  almost  of 
pathos,  to  see  how  the  rugged  Terrae  FiUus  Danton  begins 
likewise  to  emerge,  from  amid  the  blood-tinted  obscurations 
and  shadows  of  horrid  cruelty,  into  calm  light;  and  seems 
now  not  an  Anthropophagus,  but  partly  a  man.  On  the 
whole,  the  Earth  feels  it  to  be  something  to  have  a  *  Son 
of  Earth ; '  any  reality,  rather  than  a  hypocrisy  and  formula ! 
With  a  man  that  went  honestly  to  work  with  himself,  and 
said  and  acted,  in  any  sense,  with  the  whole  mind  of  him, 
there  is  always  something  to  be  done.  Satan  himself,  accord- 
ing to  Dante,  was  a  praiseworthy  object,  compared  with  those 
juste-mUieu  angels  (so  over-numerous  in  times  like  ours)  who 
'  were  neither  faithful  nor  rebellious,'  but  were  for  their  little 
selves  only :  trimmers,  moderates,  plausible  persons,  who,  in 
the  Dantean  Hell,  are  found  doomed  to  this  frightful  penalty, 
that  <  they  have  not  the  hope  to  die  {non  han  spertmza  di 
morte)  ; '  but  sunk  in  torpid  death-life,  in  mud  and  the  plague 
of  dies,  they  are  to  doze  and  dree  forever,  —  *  hateful  to  God 
and  to  the  Enemies  of  God : ' 

^Non  ragionam  di  hr^  ma  guarda  e  paua  ! ' 
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If  Bonaparte  were  the  'armed  Soldier  of  Democracy, 
invhicible  whil6  he  continued  tme  to  that,  then  let  us  call 
this  Danton  the  Enfant  Perdu,  and  unenlisted  Revolter  and 
Titan  of  Democracy,  which  could  not  yet  have  soldiers  or 
discipline,  but  was  by  the  nature  of  it  lawless.  An  Earth* 
bom,  we  say,  yet  honestly  bom  of  Earth !  In  the  Memoirs 
of  Cfantty  and  elsewhere,  one  sees  these  fire-eyes  beam  with 
earnest  insight,  fill  with  the  water  of  tears ;  the  broad  mde 
features  speak  withal  of  wild  human  sympathies ;  that  An- 
tfeus'  bosom  also  held  a  heart.  *^  It  is  not  the  alarm-cannon 
that  you  hear,"  cries  he  to  the  terroi^track,  when  the  Pras- 
sians  were  already  at  Verdun :  "  it  is  the  pas  de  charge  against 
our  enemies.''  *^I}e  Vaudace,  et  encore  de  Vaudace,  et  toujours 
de  i'audaee,  To  dare,  and  again  to  dare,  and  without  limit  to 
dare ! "  —  there  is  nothing  lefl  but  that  Poor  *  Mirabeau  of 
the  Sansculottes,'  what  a  mission !  And  it  could  not  be  but 
done,  —  and  it  was  done !  But  indeed,  may  there  not  be,  if 
well  considered,  more  virtue  in  this  feeling  itself,  once  burst- 
ing earnest  from  the  wild  heart,  than  in  whole  lives  of  im- 
maculate Pharisees  and  Respectabilities,  with  their  eye  ever 
set  on  •  character,'  and  the  letter  of  the  law :  "  Que  mon  nom 
soitfleiri,  Let  my  name  be  blighted,  then ;  let  the  Cause  be 
glorious,  and  have  victory ! "  By-and-by,  as  we  predict,  the 
Friend  of  Humanity,  since  so  many  Knife-grinders  have  no 
story  to  tell  him,  will  find  some  sort  of  story  in  this  Danton. 
A  rough-hewn  giant  of  a  man,  not  anthropophagous  entirely ; 
whose  *  figures  of  speech,'  and  also  of  action, '  are  all  gigan- 
tic ; '  whose  '  voice  reverberates  from  the  domes,'  and  dashes 
Branswtck  across  the  marches  in  a  very  wrecked  condition. 
Always  his  total  freedom  from  cant  is  one  thing ;  even  in  his 
briberies,  and  sins  as  to  money,  there  is  a  frankness,  a  kind 
of  broad  greatness.  Sincerity,  a  great  rude  sincerity  of  in- 
sight and  of  purpose,  dwelt  in  the  man,  which  quality  is  the 
root  of  all :  a  man  who  could  see  through  many  things,  and 
would  stop  at  very  few  things ;  who  marched  and  fought  im- 
petuously forward,  in  the  questionablest  element ;  and  now 
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bears  the  penaltj,  in  a  name  *  blighted,'  yet,  as  we  saj,  visibly 
clearing  itself.  Once  cleared,  why  should  not  this  name  too 
have  significance  for  men  ?  The  wild  history  is  a  tragedy,  as 
all  human  histories  are.  Brawny  Dantons,  still  to  the  pres- 
ent hour,  rend  the  glebe,  as  simple  brawny  Farmers,  and  reap 
peaceable  harvests,  at  Arcis-sur-Aube ;  and  tkis  Danton  — ! 
It  is  an  uTirhymed  tragedy;  very  bloody,  fuliginous  (after 
the  manner  of  the  elder  dramatists)  ;  yet  full  of  tragic  ele^ 
ments;  not  undeserving  natural  pity  and  fear.  In  quiet 
times,  perhaps  still  at  a  great  distance,  the  happier  onlooker 
may  stretch  out  the  hand,  across  dim  centuries,  to  him,  and 
say :  '*  Ill-starred  brother,  how  thou  foughtest  with  wild  lion* 
strength,  and  yet  not  with  strength  enough^  and  flamedst  aloft, 
and  wert  trodden  down  of  sin  and  misery;  —  behold,  thoa 
also  wert  a  man!"  It  is  said  there  lies  a  Biography  of 
Danton  written,  in  Paris,  at  this  moment :  but  the  editor 
waits  till  the  '  force  of  public  opinion '  ebb  a  little.  Let  him 
publish,  with  utmost  convenient  despatch,  and  say  what  he 
knows,  if  he  do  know  it :  the  lives  of  remarkable  men  are 
always  worth  understanding  instead  of  misunderstanding; 
and  public  opinion  must  positively  adjust  itself  the  best 
way  it  can. 

But  without  doubt  the  far  most  interesting,  best-gifted  of 
this  questionable  trio  is  not  the  Mirabeau  of  the  Sansculottes^ 
but  the  Mirabeau  himself:  a  man  of  much  finer  nature  than 
either  of  the  others ;  of  a  genius  equal  in  strength,  we  will 
say,  to  Napoleon's ;  but  a  much  humaner  genius,  almost  a 
poetic  one.  With  wider  sympathies  of  his  own,  he  appeals 
far  more  persuasively  to  the  sympathies  of  men. 

Of  him  too  it  is  interesting  to  notice  the  progressive  dawn- 
ing, out  of  calumny,  misrepresentation  and  confused  darkness, 
into  visibility  and  light ;  and  how  the  world  manifests  its  con- 
tinued curiosity  about  him ;  and  as  book  afler  book  comes 
forth  with  new  evidence,  the  matter  is  again  taken  up,  the 
old  judgment  on  it  revised  and  anew  revised;  —  whereby,  in 
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fine,  we  can  hope  the  right,  or  approximately  right,  sentence 
will  be  found  ;  and  so  the  question  be  left  settled.  It  would 
seem  this  Mirabeaa  also  is  one  whose  memory  the  world  will 
not,  for  a  long  while,  let  die.  Very  different  from  many  a 
high  memory,  dead  and  deep-buried  long  since  then !  In  his 
lifetime,  even  in  the  final  effulgent  part  of  it,  this  Mirabeaa 
took  upon  him  to  write,  with  a  sort  of  awe-etruck  feeling,, to 
oar  Mr.  Wilberforce ;  and  did  not,  that  we  can  find,  get  the 
benefit  of  any  answer.  Pitt  was  prime  minister,  and  then 
Fox,  then  again  Pitt,  and  again  Fox,  in  sweet  vicissitude ; 
and  the  noise  of  them,  reverberating  through  Brookes's  and 
tlie  dub^Tooms,  through  tavern-dinners,  electi<Hieering  hu8t« 
ings,  leading-articles,  filled  all  the  earth  ;  and  it  seemed  as  if 
those  two  (though  which  might  be  which,  you  could  not  say) 
were  the  Orrouzd  and  Ahriman  of  political  Nature; — and 
now !  Such  difference  is  there,  once  more,  between  an  orig- 
inal man,  of  never  such  questionable  sort,  and  the  most  dex- 
terous, cunningly-devised  parliamentary  mill.  The  difference 
k  great ;  and  one  of  those  on  which  the  future  time  makes 
largest  contrast  with  the  present.  Nothing  can  be  more  im- 
portant than  the  mill  while  it  continues  and  grinds ;  impor- 
tant, above  all,  to  those  who  have  sacks  about  the  hopper. 
But  the  grinding  once  done,  how  can  the  memory  of  it  en- 
dure ?  It  is  important  now  to  no  individual,  not  even  to  the 
individual  with  a  sack.  So  that,  this  tumult  well  over,  the 
memory  of  the  original  man,  and  of  what  small  revelation 
he,  aa  Son  of  Nature  and  brother-man,  could  make,  does 
naturally  rise  on  us:  his  memorable  sayings,  actings  and 
sufferings,  the  very  vices  and  crimes  he  fell  into,  are  a  kind 
of  pabulum  which  all  mortals  claim  their  right  to. 

Concerning  Pettchety  Chaussard,  Gcusicourty  and,  indeed, 
all  the  former  Biographers  of  Mirabeau,  there  can  little  be 
said  here,  except  that  they  abound  with  errors :  the  present 
ultimate  Fils  Adoptif  has  never  done  picking  faults  with 
them.  Not  as  memoriab  of  Mirabeau,  but  as  memorials  of 
the  world's  relation  to  him,  of  the  world's  treatment  of  him, 
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they  may,  a  little  longer,  have  some  perceptible  significance. 
From  poor  Peuchet  (he  was  known  in  the  Moniteur  once), 
and  other  the  like  labourers  in  the  vineyard,  you  can  justly 
demand  thus  much  ;  and  not  justly  much  more. 

Etienne  Dumont's  Souvenirs  sur  Miraheau  might  not,  at 
first  sight,  seem  an  advance  towards  true  knowledge,  but  a 
movement  the  other  way,  and  yet  it  was  really  an  advance. 
The  book,  for  one  thing,  was  hailed  by  a  universal  choral 
blast  from  all  manner  of  reviews  and  periodical  literatures 
that  Europe,  in  all  its  spellable  dialects,  had :  whereby,  at 
least,  the  minds  of  men  were  again  drawn  to  the  subject ; 
and  so,  amid  whatever  hallucination,  ancient  or  new-devised, 
some  increase  of  insight  was  unavoidable.  Besides,  the  book 
itself  did  somewhat  Numerous  specialties  about  the  great 
Frenchman,  as  read  by  the  eyes  of  the  little  Genevese, 
were  conveyed  there  ;  and  could  be  deciphered,  making 
allowances.  Dumont  is  faithful,  veridical ;  within  his  own 
limits  he  has  even  a  certain  freedom,  a  picturesqueness  and 
light  clearness.  It  is  true,  the  whim  he  had  of  looking  at 
the  great  Mirabeau  as  a  thing  set  in  motion  mainly  by  him 
(M.  Dumont)  and  such  as  he,  was  one  of  the  most  wonder- 
ful to  be  met  with  in  psychology.  Nay,  more  wonderful 
still,  how  the  reviewers,  pretty  generally,  some  from  whom 
better  was  expected,  took  up  the  same  with  aggravations; 
and  it  seemed  settled  on  all  sides,  that  here  again  a  pre- 
tender had  been  stripped,  and  the  great  made  as  little  as  the 
rest  of  us  (much  to  our  comfort)  ;  that,  in  fact,  figuratively 
speaking,  this  enormous  Mirabeau,  the  sound  of  whom  went 
forth  to  all  lands,  was  no  other  than  an  enormous  trumpet, 
or  coach-horn,  of  japanned  tin,  through  which  a  dexterous 
little  M.  Dumont  was  blowing  all  the  while,  and  making  the 
noise  I  Some  men  and  reviewers  have  strange  theories  of 
man.  Let  any  son  of  Adam,  the  shallowest  now  living,  try 
honestly  to  scheme  out,  within  his  head,  an  existence  of  this 
kind  ;  and  say  how  verisimilar  it  looks  !  A  life  and  business 
actually  conducted  on  such  coach-horn  principle,  —  we  aay 
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DOt  the  life  and  basiness  of  a  statesman  and  world-leader, 
but  say  of  the  poorest  laceman  and  tape-seller,  —  were  one 
of  the  chief  miracles  hitherto  on  record.  O  M.  Duroont ! 
Bat  thus  too,  when  old  Sir  Christopher  struck  down  the  last 
stone  in  the  Dome  of  St.  Paul's,  was  it  lie  that  carried  up 
the  stone  ?  No ;  it  was  a  certain  strong-hacked  man,  nt^ver 
mentioned  (covered  with  envious  or  unenvious  oblivion), — 
probably  of  the  Sister  Island. 

Let  us  add,  however,  more  plainly,  that  M;  Dumont  was 
less  to  blame  here  than  his  reviewers  were.  The  good  Du- 
mont accurately  records  what  ingenious  journey-work  and 
fetching-and-carrying  he  did  for  his  Mirabeau ;  interspersing 
many  an  anecdote,  which  the  world  is  very  glad  of;  extenu- 
ating nothing,  we  do  hope,  nor  exaggerating  anything :  this 
is  what  he  did,  and  had  a  clear  right  and  call  to  do.  And 
what  if  it  fiiiled,  not  altogether,  yet  in  some  measure  if  it 
did  fail,  to  strike  him,  that  he  still  properly  was  but  a  Du- 
mont ?  Nay,  that  the  gift  this  Mirabeau  had  of  enlisting 
5Qch  respectable  Dumonts  to  do  hodwork  and  even  skilful 
handiwork  for  him;  and  of  ruling  them  and  bidding  them  by 
the  look  of  his  eye ;  and  of  making  them  cheerfully  fetch- 
and-carry  for  him,  and  serve  him  as  loyal  subjects,  with  a 
kind  of  chivalry  and  willingness,  —  that  this  gift  was  pre- 
cisely the  kinghood  of  the  man,  and  did  itself  stamp  him  as 
a  leader  among  men !  Let  no  man  blame  M.  Dumont  (as 
some  have  too  harshly  done)  ;  his  error  is  of  oversight,  and 
▼enial ;  his  worth  to  us  is  indisputable.  On  the  other  hand, 
let  all  men  blame  such  public  instructors  and  periodical  indi- 
viduals as  drew  that  inference  and  life-theory  for  him,  and 
brayed  it  forth  in  that  load  manner ;  or  rather,  on  the  whole, 
do  not  blame,  but  pardon,  and  pass  by  on  the  other  side. 
Such  things  are  an  ordained  trial  of  public  patience,  which 
perhaps  is  the  better  for  discipline;  and  seldom,  or  rather 
never,  do  any  lasting  injury. 

Close  following  on  Dumont's  ReminUeences  came  this 
Biography  by  M.  Lucas  Montigny, '  Adopted  Son  ; '  the  fir^t 
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volume  in  1834,  the  rest  at  short  intervals ;  and  lies  oom- 
plete  now  in  Eight  considerable  Volumes  octavo :  concern- 
ing which  we  are  now  to  speak,  —  unhappily,  in  the  dispar- 
aging sense.  In  fact  it  is  impossible  for  any  man  to  say 
unmixed  good  of  M.  Lucas's  work.  That  he,  as  Adopted 
Son,  has  lent  himself  so  resolutely  to  the  washing  of  his  hero 
white,  and  even  to  the  white-washing  of  him  where  the  nat- 
ural colour  was  black,  be  this  no  blame  to  him  ;  or  even,  if 
you  will,  be  it  praise.  If  a  man's  Adopted  Son  may  not 
write  the  best  book  he  can  for  him,  then  who  may  ?  But 
the  fatal  circumstance  is,  that  M.  Lucas  Montigny  has  not 
written  a  book  at  all ;  but  has  merely  clipped  and  cut  out, 
and  cast  together  the  materials  for  a  book,  which  other  men 
are  still  wanted  to  write.  On  the  whole  M.  Montigny  rather 
surprises  one.  For  the  reader  probably  knows,  what  all  the 
world  whispers  to  itself,  that  when  'Mirabeau,  in  1783, 
adopted  this  infant  bom  the  year  before,'  he  had  the  best  of 
all  conceivable  obligations  to  adopt  him ;  having,  by  his  own 
act  (non-notarial),  summoned  him  to  appear  in  this  World. 
And  now  consider  both  what  Shakspeare's  Edmund,  what 
Poet  Savage,  and  such  like,  have  bragged  ;  and  also  that 
the  Mirabeaus,  from  time  immemorial,  had  (like  a  certain 
British  kindred  known  to  us)  '  produced  many  a  blackguard, 
but  not  one  blockhead!'  We  almost  discredit  that  state- 
ment, which  all  the  world  whispers  to  itself;  or,  if  crediting 
it,  pause  over  the  ruins  of  families.  The  Haarlem  canal  is 
not  flatter  than  M.  Montigny's  genius.  He  wants  the  talent 
which  seems  born  with  all  Frenchmen,  that  of  presenting 
what  knowledge  he  has  in  the  most  knowable  form.  One  of 
the  solidest  men,  too :  doubtless  a  valuable  man ;  whom  it 
were  so  pleasant  for  us  to  praise,  if  we  could.  May  he  be 
happy  in  a  private  station,  and  never  write  more  ;  —  except 
for  the  Bureaux  de  Prefecture,  with  tolerably  handsome 
official  appointments,  which  is  far  better. 

His  biographical  work  is  a  monstrous  quarry,  or  mound 
of  shot-rubbish,  in  eight  strata,  hiding  valuable  matter,  which 
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he  that  seeks  will  find.  Valaable,  we  saj  ;  for  the  Adopted 
Son  having  access,  naj  welcome  and  friendly  entreaty,  to 
fiimilj  papers,  to  all  manner  of  archives,  secret  records  ;  and 
working  therein  k>ng  years,  with  a  filial  unweariedness,  has 
made  himself  piously  at  home  in  all  corners  of  the  matter. 
He  might,  with  the  same  spirit  (as  we  always  upbraidingly 
think),  so  easily  have  made  us  at  home  too !  But  no :  he 
brings  to  light  things  new  and  old  ;  now  precious  illustrative 
private  documents,  now  the  poorest  public  heaps  of  mere 
pamphleteer  and  parliamentary  matter,  so  attainable  else- 
where, often  so  omissible  were  it  not  to  be  attained ;  and 
jumbles  and  tumbles  the  whole  together  with  such  reck- 
less clumsiness,  with  such  endless  copiousness  (having  wag- 
ons enough),  as  gives  the  reader  many  a  pang.  The  very 
pains  bestowed  on  it  are  often  perverse  ;  the  whole  is  become 
so  hard,  heavy ;  unworkable,  except  in  the  sweat  of  one's 
brow!  Or  call  it  a  mine,  —  artificial-natural  silver  mine. 
Threads  of  beautiful  silver  ore  lie  scattered,  which  you  must 
dig  for,  and  sifl :  suddenly,  when  your  thread  or  vein  is  at 
the  richest,  it  vanishes  (as  is  the  way  with  mines)  in  thick 
masses  of  agglomerate  and  pudding-stone,  no  man  can  guess 
whither.  This  is  not  as  it  should  be  ;  and  yet  unfortunately 
it  could  be  no  other.  The  long  bad  book  is  so  much  easier 
to  do  than  the  brief  good  one  ;  and  a  poor  bookseller  has  no 
way  of  measuring  and  paying  but  by  the  ell,  cubic  or  super- 
ficial The  very  weaver  comes  and  says,  not  '*  I  have  woven 
so  many  ells  of  stuff,"  but  *'  so  many  ells  of  ntch  stuff:  "  satin 
and  Cftshmere-shawl  stuff,  —  or,  if  it  be  so,  duffle  and  coal- 
sacking,  and  even  cobweb  stuff. 

Undoubtedly  the  Adopted  Son's  will  was  good.  Ought  we 
not  to  rejoice  greatly  in  the  possession  of  these  same  silver- 
veins  ;  and  take  them  in  the  buried  mineral  state,  or  in  any 
state;  too  thankful  to  have  them  now  indestructible,  now 
that  they  are  printed?  Let  the  world,  we  say,  be  thankful 
to  M.  Montigny,  and  yet  know  what  it  is  they  are  thanking 
him  for.     No  Life  of  Mrabeau  is  to  be  found  in  these  Vol- 
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umes,  but  the  amplest  materials  for  writing  a  Life,  Were 
the  Eight  Volumes  well  riddled  and  smelted  down  into  One 
Volume,  such  as  might  be  made,  that  one  were  the  volume ! 
Nay  it  seems  an  enterprise  of  such  uses,  and  withal  so  feasi- 
ble, that  some  day  it  is  aa  good  as  sure  to  be  done,  and 
again  done,  and  finally  well  done. 

The  present  reviewer,  restricted  to  a  mere  article,  pur- 
poses, nevertheless,  to  sift  and  extract  somewhat  He  has 
bored  (so  to  speak)  and  run  mine-shafts  through  the  book  in 
various  directions,  and  knows  pretty  well  what  is  in  it, 
though  indeed  not  so  well  where  to  find  the  same,  having 
unfortunately  (as  reviewers  are  wont)  '  mislaid  our  paper  of 
references  I'  Wherefore,  if  the  best  extracts  be  not  pre- 
sented, let  not  M.  Lucas  suffer.  By  one  means  and  another, 
some  sketch  of  Mirabeau's  history ;  what  befell  him  succes- 
sively in  this  World,  and  what  steps  he  successively  took  in 
consequence;  and  how  he  and  it,  working  together,  made 
the  thing  we  call  Mirabeau's  Life,  —  may  be  brought  out ; 
extremely  imperfect,  yet  truer,  one  can  hope,  than  the  Bio- 
graphical Dictionaries  and  ordinary  voice  of  rumour  give  it. 
Whether,  and  if  so,  where  and  how,  the  current  estimate  of 
Mirabeau  is  to  be  rectified,  fortified,  or  in  any  important 
point  overset  and  expunged,  will  hereby  come  to  light,  almost 
of  itself,  as  we  proceed.  Indeed,  it  is  very  singular,  consid- 
ering the  emphatic  judgments  daily  uttered,  in  print  and 
speech,  about  this  man,  what  Egyptian  obscurity  rests  over 
the  mere  facts  of  his  external  history ;  the  right  knowledge 
of  which,  one  would  fancy,  must  be  the  preliminary  of  any 
judgment,  however  faint.  But  thus,  as  we  always  urge,  are 
such  judgments  generally  passed :  vague  plehiJicita,  decrees 
of  the  common  people  ;  made  up  of  innumerable  loud  empty 
.ayes  and  loud  empty  noes  ;  which  are  without  meaning,  and 
have  only  sound  and  currency :  piehiscita  needing  so  much 
revisal !  —  To  the  work,  however. 

One  of  the  most  valuable  elements  in  these  Eight  chaotic 
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Yolomes  of  M.  Mootigny  is  the  knowledge  he  communicates 
of  Mirabeau's  father ;  of  his  kindred  and  family,  contempo- 
rarj  and  anterior.  The  father,  we  in  general  knew,  was 
Victor  Riquetti,  Marquis  de  Mirabeau,  called  and  calling  him- 
self the  Friend  of  Men;  a  title,  for  the  rest,  which  bodes 
him  no  good,  in  these  days  of  ours.  Accordingly  one  heard 
it  added  with  little  surprise,  that-  this  Friend  of  Men  was 
the  enemy  of  almost  every  man  he  had  to  do  with ;  begin- 
ning at  his  own  hearth,  ending  at  the  utmost  circle  of  his 
acquaintance ;  and  only  beyond  that,  feeling  himself  free  to 
love  men.  *'  The  old  hypocrite  I "  cry  many,  —  not  we. 
Alas,  it  is  so  much  easier  to  love  men  while  they  exist  only 
on  paper,  or  quite  flexible  and  compliant  in  your  imagination, 
than  to  love  Jack  and  Kit  who  stand  there  in  the  body,  hun- 
gry, untoward  ;  jostling  you,  barring  you,  with  angular  el- 
bows, with  appetites,  irascibilities  and  a  stupid  will  of  their 
own  !  There  is  no  doubt  but  old  Marquis  Mirabeau  found  it 
extremely  difficult  to  get  on  with  his  brethren  of  mankind ; 
and  proved  a  crabbed,  sulphurous,  choleric  old  gentleman, 
many  a  sad  time :  nevertheless,  there  is  much  to  be  set  right 
in  that  matter ;  and  M.  Lucas,  if  one  can  carefully  follow 
him,  has  managed  to  do  it.  Had  M.  Lucas  but  seen  good  to 
print  these  private  letters,  family  documents,  and  more  of 
them  (for  he  *  could  make  thirty  octavo  volumes '),  in  a  sep- 
parate  state ;  in  mere  chronological  order,  with  some  small 
commentary  of  annotation ;  and  to  leave  all  the  rest  alone ! 
—  As  it  is,  one  must  search  and  sift  Happily  the  old  Mar- 
quis himself,  in  periods  of  leisure,  or  forced  leisure,  whereof 
he  had  many,  drew-up  certain  *  unpublished  memoirs '  of  his 
father  and  progenitors ;  out  of  which  memoirs  young  Mira- 
beau also  in  forced  leisure  (still  more  forced,  in  the  Castle 
of  If !)  redacted  one  Memoir,  of  a  very  readable  sort:  by 
the  light  of  this  latter,  so  far  as  it  will  last,  we  walk  with 
convenience. 

The  Mirabeaus  were  Riquettis  by  surname,  which  is  a 
slight  corruption  of  the  Italian  ArrigheUi.    They  came  from 
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Florence :  cast  out  of  it  in  some  Guelph-Ghibelline  quarrel, 
such  as  were  common  there  and  then,  in  the  year  1267. 
Stormy  times  then,  as  now !  The  chronologist  can  remark 
that  Dante  Alighieri  was  a  little  boy,  of  some  two  years,  that 
morning  the  Arrighettis  had  to  go,  and  men  had  to  say, 
"  They  are  gone,  these  villains !  They  are  gone,  these  mar- 
tyrs!" the  little  boy  listening  with  interest.  Let  the  boy 
become  a  man,  and  he  too  shall  have  to  go ;  and  prove  cotne 
e  duro  calle,  and  what  a  world  this  is ;  and  have  his  poet- 
nature  not  killed,  for  it  would  not  kill,  but  darkened  into  Old- 
Hebrew  sternness,  and  sent  onwards  to  Hades  and  Eternity 
for  a  home  to  itself.  As  Dame  Quickly  said  in  the  Dream — 
"  Those  were  rare  times,  Mr.  Rigmarole !  '^  —  "  Pretty  much 
like  our  own,"  answered  he.  —  In  this  manner  did  the  Ar- 
righettis (doubtless  in  grim  Longobardic  ire)  scale  the  Alps ; 
and  become  Tramontane  French  Riquettis  ;  and  produce,  — 
among  other  things,  the  present  Article  in  this  Review. 

It  was  hinted  above  that  these  Riquettis  were  a  notable 
kindred ;  as  indeed  there  is  great  likelihood,  if  we  knew  it 
rightly,  the  kindred  and  fathers  of  most  notable  men  are. 
The  Vauduse  fountain,  that  gushes  out  as  a  river,  may  well 
have  run  some  space  under  ground  in  that  character,  before 
it  found  vent.  Nay  perhaps  it  is  not  always,  or  often,  the 
intrinsically  greatest  of  a  family-line  that  becomes  the  noted 
one,  but  only  the  best  favoured  of  fortune.  So  rich  here,  as 
elsewhere,  is  Nature,  the  mighty  Mother ;  and  scatters  from 
a  single  Oak-tree,  as  provender  for  pigs,  what  would  plant 
the  whole  Planet  into  an  oak-forest !  For  truly,  if  there 
were  not  a  mute  force  in  her,  where  were  she  with  the  speak- 
ing and  exhibiting  one  ?  If  under  that  frothy  superficies  of 
braggarts,  babblers  and  high-sounding,  richly^decorated  per- 
sonages, that  strut  and  fret,  and  preach  in  all  times  Quam 
parvd  sapientid  regatur,  there  lay  not  some  substratum  of 
silently  heroic  men  ;  working  as  men ;  with  man's  energy, 
enduring  and  endeavouring;  invincible,  who  whisper  not 
even  to  themselves  how  energetic  they  are  ?  —  The  Riquetti 
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familj  was,  in  some  measure,  definea  already  bj  analogy  to 
that  British  one;  as  a  family  totally  exempt  from  block- 
heads, but  a  little  liable  to  produce  blackguards.  It  took 
xxwt  in  Provence,  and  bore  strong  southern  fruit  there :  a 
restless,  stormy  line  of  men ;  with  the  wild  blood  running 
in  them,  and  as  if  there  had  been  a  doom  hung  over  them 
('  like  the  line  of  Atreus,'  Mirabeau  u^ed  to  say) ;  which 
really  there  was,  the  wild  blood  itself  being  doom  enough. 
How  long  they  had  stormed  in  Florence  and  elsewhere, 
these  Riquettis,  history  knows  not;  but  for  the  space  of 
those  five  centuries,  in  Provence,  they  were  never  without 
a  man  to  stand  Biquetti-like  on  the  earth.  Men  sharp  of 
speech,  prompt  of  stroke;  men  quick  to  discern,  fierce  to 
resolve  ;  headlong,  headstrong,  strong  every  way  ;  who  often 
found  the  civic  race-course  too  strait  for  them,  and  kicked 
against  the  pricks ;  doing  this  thing  or  the  other,  which  the 
world  bad  to  animadvert  upon,  in  various  dialects,  and  find 
'  dean  against  rule.' 

One  Biquetti  (in  performance  of  some  vow  at  sea,  as  the 
tradition  goes)  chained  two  mountains  together:  'the  iron 
*  chain  is  still  to  be  seen  at  Moustier ;  —  it  stretches  from  one 
'  mountain  to  the  other,  and  in  the  middle  of  it  there  is  a 
'large  star  with  five  rays;'  the  supposed  date  is  1390. 
Fancy  the  smiths  at  work  on  this  business !  The  town  of 
Moustier  is  in  the  Basses-Alpes  of  Provence :  whether  the 
Riquetti  chain  creeks  there  to  this  hour,  and  lazily  swags  in 
the  winds,  with  its  *  star  of  five  rays '  in  the  centre,  and  offers 
an  uncertain  perch  to  the  sparrow,  we  know  not.  Or  per- 
haps it  was  cut  down  in  the  Revolution  time,  when  them 
ro.^  such  a  hatred  of  noblesse,  such  a  famine  for  iron ;  and 
made  into  pikes  ?  The  Adopted  Son,  so  minute  generally, 
ought  to  have  mentioned,  but  does  not  —  Timt  there  was 
building  of  hospitals,  endowing  of  convents,  Chartreux, 
RecoUets,  down  even  to  Jesuits ;  still  more,  that  there  was 
harrying  and  fighting,  needs  not  be  mentioned :  except  only 
that  all  this  went  on  with  uncommon  emphasb  among  the 
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Riquettis.  What  quarrel  could  there  be  and  a  Riquetti  not 
in  it  ?  The  J  fought  much  :  with  an  eye  to  profit,  to  redress 
of  disprofit;  probably  too  for  the  art's  sake. 

What  proved  still  more  rational,  they  got  footing  in  Mar- 
seilles as  trading  nobles  (a  kind  of  French  Venice  in  those 
days),  and  took  with  great  diligence  to  commerce.  The 
family  biographers  are  careful  to  say  that  it  was  in  the  Ve- 
netian style,  however,  and  not  ignoble.  In  which  sense,  in 
deed,  one  of  their  sharp-spoken  ancestors,  on  a  certain 
bishop's  unceremoniously  styling  him  '  Jean  de  Riquetti, 
Merchant  of  Marseilles,'  made  ready  answer:  ''I  am,  or 
was,  merchant  of  police  here"  (first  consul,  an  office  for 
nobles  only),  *<as  my  Lord  Bishop  is  merchant  of  holy- 
water:"  let  his  Reverence  take  that.  At  all  events,  the 
ready-spoken  proved  first-rate  traders;  acquired  their  &cw- 
tide,  or  mansion  (white,  on  one  of  those  green  hills  behind 
Marseilles),  endless  warehouses  :  acquired  the  lands  first  of 
this,  then  of  that ;  the  lands.  Village,  and  Castle  of  Mira- 
beau  on  the  banks  of  the  Durance ;  respectable  Castle  of 
Mirabeau,  *  standing  on  its  scarped  rock,  in  the  gorge  of  two 
valleys,  swept  by  the  north  wind,'  —  very  brown  and  melan- 
choly-looking now !  What  is  extremely  advantageous,  the 
old  Marquis  says,  they  had  a  singular  talent  for  choosing 
wives ;  and  always  chose  discreet,  valiant  women ;  whereby 
the  lineage  was  the  better  kept  up.  One  grandmother,  whom 
the  Marquis  himself  might  all  but  remember,  was  wont  to 
say,  alluding  to  the  degeneracy  of  the  age :  "  You  are  men  ? 
You  are  but  manikins  (sias  houmackomes,  in  Proven9al)  ; 
we  women,  in  our  time,  carried  pistols  in  our  girdles,  and 
could  use  them  too."  Or  fancy  the  Dame  Mirabeau  sailing 
stately  towards  the  church-font ;  another  dame  striking-in  to 
take  precedence  of  her;  the  Dame  Mirabeau  despatching 
this  latter  with  a  box  on  the  ear  (soufflet),  and  these  words  : 
"  Here,  as  in  the  army,  the  baggage  goes  last ! "  Thus  did 
the  Riquettis  grow,  and  were  strong ;  and  did  exploits  in  their 
narrow  arena,  waiting  for  a  wider  one. 
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When  it  came  to  oourtiership,  and  your  field  of  prefer- 
meot  was  the  Versailled  (Eil-de-Boeuf,  and  a  Grand  Mon- 
arque  walking  encircled  with  scarlet  women  and  adulators 
there,  the  course  of  the  Mirabeaus  grew  still  more  compli- 
cated They  had  the  career  of  arms  open,  better  or  worse  : 
but  that  was  not  the  only  one,  not  the  main  one  ;  gold  apples 
seemed  to  rain  on  other  careers, — on  that  career  lead  bullets 
mostly.  Observe  how  a  Bruno,  Count  de  Mirabeau,  comports 
himaelf :  —  like  a  rhinoceros  yoked  in  carriage-gear  ;  his 
fierce  forest-horn  set  to  dangle  a  plume  of  jleuri^4is. 
'  One  day  he  had  chased  a  Hue  man  (it  is  a  sort  of  trouble- 

*  some  usher  at  Versailles)  into  the  very  cabinet  of  the  King, 
'who  thereupon  ordered  the  Duke  de  la  Feuillade  to  put 
'  Mirabeau  under  arrest.  Mirabeau  refused  to  obey  ;  he 
'^  would  not  be  punished  for  chastising  the  insolence  of  a 
'valet;  for  the  rest,  would  go  to  the  diner  du  rat  (king's 
'  dinner),  who  might  then  give  his  order  himself."  He  came 
'accordingly;  the  King  asked  the  Duke  why  he  had  not 
^  executed  the  order  ?  The  Duke  was  obliged  to  say  how  it 
'  stood ;  the  King,  with  a  goodness  equal  to  his  greatness, 
'  then  said,  '^  It  is  not  of  to-day  that  we  know  him  to  be  mad ; 
'  one  must  not  ruin  him," '  —  and  the  rhinoceros  Bruno  jour- 
neyed on.  But  again,  on  the  day  when  they  were  '  inaugu- 
'  rating  the  pedestrian  statue  of  King  Louis  in  the  Place  des 
'Victoires  (a  master-piece  of  adulation),'  the  same  Mira- 
beau, '  paasing  along  the  Pont  Neuf  with  tlie  Guards,  raised 
'his  spontoon  to  his  shoulder  befi)re  Henry  the  Fourth's 
'  statue,  and  saluting  first,  bawled  out,   ^  Friends,  we  will 

*  salute  this  one ;  he  deserves  it  as  well  as  some,  Mei  amiSj 
'  salwms  cehd<%  ;  il  en  vaut  bien  un  autre." ' — Thus  do  they, 
the  wild  Biquettis,  in  a  state  of  courtiership.  Not  other- 
wise, according  to  the  proverb,  do  wild  bulls,  unexpectedly 
finding  themselves  in  crockeiy-shops.  O  Riquetti  kindred, 
into  what  centuries  and  circumstances  art  thou  come  down  ! 

Directly  prior  to  our  old  Marquis  himself,  the  Riquetti 
kindred  had  as  near  as  possible  gone  out.    Jean  Antoine, 
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afterwards  named  Silverstock  (Ool  cT  Argent)^  had,  in  the 
earlier  part  of  his  life,  been  what  he  used  to  call  killed,  — 
of  seven-and-twentj  wounds  in  one  hour.  Haughtier,  juster, 
more  choleric  man  need  not  be  sought  for  in  biogiaphj. 
He  flung  gabellemen  and  excisemen  into  the  river  Durance 
(though  otherwise  a  most  dignified,  methodic  man),  when 
their  claims  were  not  clear ;  he  ejected,  bj  the  like  brief 
process,  all  manner  of  attorneys  from  his  villages  and  prop- 
erties; he  planted  vineyards,  solaced  peasants.  He  rode 
through  France  repeatedly  (as  the  old  men  still  remem- 
bered), with  the  gallantest  train  of  outriders,  on  return  from 
the  wars ;  intimidating  innkeepers  and  all  the  world,  into 
mute  prostration,  into  unerring  promptitude,  by  the  mere 
light  of  his  eye ;  —  withal  drinking  rather  deep,  yet  never 
seen  affected  by  it  He  was  a  tall,  straight  man  (of  six  feet 
and  upwards)  in  mind  as  in  body :  Yendome's  '  right  arm ' 
in  all  campaigns.  Yendome  once  presented  him  to  Louis 
the  Great,  with  compliments  to  that  effect,  which  the  splen- 
etic Biquetti  quite  spoiled.  Erecting  his  killed  head,  which 
needed  the  silver  stock  now  to  keep  it  straight,  he  said: 
'^  Yes,  Sire ;  and  had  I  left  my  fighting,  and  come  up  to 
court,  and  bribed  some  ccUin  (scarlet  woman  !),  I  might  have 
had  my  promotion  and  fewer  wounds  to-day  ! "  The  Grand 
King,  every  inch  a  king,  instantaneously  spoke  of  something 
else. 

But  the  reader  should  have  first  seen  that  same  killing; 
how  twenty-seven  of  those  unprofitable  wounds  were  come 
by  in  one  fell  loL  The  Battle  of  Catano  has  grown  very 
obscure  to  most  of  us;  and  indeed  Prince  Eugene  and 
Yendome  themselves  grow  dimmer  and  dimmer,  as  men 
and  battles  must :  but,  curiously  enough,  this  small  fraction 
of  it  has  brightened  up  again  to  a  point  of  history,  tor  the 
time  being: 

'  My  grandfather  had  foreseen  that  manoeuvre  *  (it  is  Mirabeau,  the 
Count,  not  the  Marquis,  that  reports  :  Prince  Eugene  has  carried  a 
certain  bridge  which  the  grandfather  had  charge  of);  'but  he  did 
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sot,  as  )m8  since  happened  at  Malplaquet  and  Fontenoy,  commit  the 
blonder  of  attacking  right  in  the  teeth  a  column  of  such  weight  as 
that.  He  lets  them  advance,  hurried-on  hy  their  own  impetuosity 
and  by  the  pressure  of  their  rearward ;  and  now  seeing  them  pretty 
veil  engaged,  he  raised  his  troop  (it  was  lying  flat  on  the  ground), 
and  rushing  on,  himself  at  the  head  of  them,  takes  the  enemy  in 
flank,  cuts  them  in  two,  dashes  them  back,  chases  them  over  the 
bridge  again,  which  tliey  had  to  repass  in  great  disorder  and  haste. 
Things  brought  to  their  old  state,  he  resumes  his  post  on  the  crown 
of  the  bridge,  shelters  his  troop  as  before,  which,  having  performed 
all  this  service  under  the  sure  deadly  fire  of  the  enemy's  double 
lines  from  over  the  stream,  had  suffered  a  good  deal.  M.  de  Ven- 
dome  coming  up,  fuU  gallop,  to  the  attack,  finds  it  already  finished, 
the  whole  line  flat  on  the  earth,  only  the  tall  figure  of  the  colonel 
standing  erect!  He  orders  him  to  do  like  the  rest,  not  to  have 
himself  shot  till  the  time  came.  His  &ithful  servant  cries  to  him, 
"  Never  would  I  expose  myself  without  need ;  I  am  bound  to  he 
here,  but  you,  Monseigneur,  are  bound  not.  I  answer  to  you  for 
the  poet ;  but  take  yourself  out  of  it,  or  I  give  it  up."  The  Prince 
(Venddme)  then  orders  him,  in  the  king's  name,  to  come  down. 
**  Go  to,  the  king  and  you :  I  am  at  my  work ;  go  you  and  do 
yours."  The  good  generous  Prince  yielded.  The  post  was  entirely 
untenable. 

*  A  little  afterwards  my  grandfather  had  his  right  arm  sliattcred. 
He  formed  a  sort  of  sling  for  it  of  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  kept 
his  place ;  for  there  was  a  new  attack  getting  ready.  The  right  mo- 
ment onoe  come,  he  seizes  an  axe  in  his  left  hand,  repeats  the  same 
maoflBurre  as  before;  again  repulses  the  enemy,  again  drives  him 
back  over  the  bridge.  But  it  was  here  that  ill-fbrtnne  lay  in  wait 
for  him.  At  the  very  moment  while  he  was  recalling  and  ranging 
his  troop,  a  bullet  struck  him  in  the  throat ;  cut  asunder  the  tendons, 
the  jugular  vein.  He  sank  on  the  bridge ;  the  troop  broke  and  fled. 
M.  de  Montolien,  Knight  of  Malta,  his  relative,  was  wounded  beside 
him  :  he  tore-up  his  own  shirt,  and  those  of  several  others,  to  stanch 
the  blood,  but  fiiinted  himself  by  his  own  hurt.  An  old  sergeant 
named  X«aprairie,  begged  the  aide-migor  of  the  regiment,  one  Guadin, 
a  Gascon,  to  help  and  carry  him  off  the  bridge.  Guadin  refused, 
saying  he  was  dead.  The  good  Laprairie  could  only  cast  a  camp- 
kettle  over  his  colonel's  head  and  then  run.  The  enemy  trampled 
over  him  in  torrents  to  profit  by  the  disorder ;  the  cavklry  at  full 
speed,  close  in  the  rear  of  the  foot  M.  de  Venddme,  seeing  his  line 
broken,  the  enemy  forming  on  this  side  the  stream,  and  consequently 
the  bridge  lost,  exclaimed,  "  Ah  !  Mirabeau  is  dead  then  ;  "  a  eulogy 
forever  dear  and  memorable  to  us.' 
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How  nearly,  at  this  moment,  it  was  all  over  with  the  Mira- 
beaus ;  how,  but  for  the  cast  of  an  insignificant  camp-kettle, 
there  had  not  only  been  no  Article  Mtrabeau  in  this  ReTiew, 
but  no  French  Revolution,  or  a  very  different  one ;  and  all 
Europe  had  found  itself  in  far  other  latitudes  at  this  hour, 
any  one  who  has  a  turn  for  such  things  may  easily  reflect. 
Nay,  without  great  difficulty,  he  may  reflect  farther,  that  not 
only  the  French  Revolution  and  this  Article,  but  all  revolu- 
tions, articles  and  achievements  whatsoever,  the  greatest  and 
the  smallest,  which  this  world  ever  beheld,  have  not  once,  but 
oflen,  in  their  course  of  genesis,  depended  on  the  veriest  tri- 
fles, castings  of  camp-kettles,  turnings  of  straws ;  except  only 
that  we  do  not  see  that  course  of  theirs.  So  inscrutable  is 
genetic  history ;  impracticable  the  theory  of  causation,  and 
transcends  all  calculus  of  man's  devising  I  Thou  thyself,  O 
Reader  (who  art  an  achievement  of  importance),  over  what 
hairsbreadth  bridges  of  Accident,  through  yawning  perils, 
and  the  man-devouring  gulf  of  Centuries,  hast  thou  got  safe 
hither,  —  from  Adam  all  the  way  I 

Be  this  as  it  can,  Ool  (T Argent  came  alive  again,  by  ^  mir- 
acle of  surgery ;  *  and,  holding  his  head  up  by  means  of  a 
silver  stock,  walked  this  earth  many  long  days,  with  respecta- 
bility, with  fiery  intrepidity  and  spleen;  did  many  notable 
things :  among  others,  produced,  in  dignified  wedlock,  Mira- 
beau  the  Friend  of  Men  ;  who  again  produced  Mirabeau  the 
Swallower  of  Formulas  ;  from  which  latter,  and  the  wondrous 
blazing  funeral-pyre  he  made  for  himself,  there  finally  goes 
forth  a  light,  whereby  those  old  Riquetti  destinies,  and  many 
a  strange  old  hidden  thing,  become  noticeable. 

But  perhaps  in  the  whole  Riquetti  kindred  there  is  not  a 
stranger  figure  than  this  very  Friend  of  Men ;  at  whom,  in 
the  order  of  time,  we  have  now  arrived.  That  Riquetti  who 
chained  the  mountains  together,  and  hung  up  the  star  with 
five  rays  to  sway  and  bob  there,  was  but  a  type  of  him. 
Strong,  tough  as  the  oak-root,  and  as  gnarled  and  unwedgea- 
ble ;  no  fibre  of  him  running  straight  with  the  other :  a  block 
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ibr  Destiny  to  beat  on,  for  the  world  to  gaze  at,  with  ineffectual 
wonder !  Reallj  a  most  notable,  qaestionable,  hateable,  lov« 
able  old  Marquis.  How  little,  amid  such  jingling  triviality 
of  Literature,  Pkihwphie  and  the  pretentious  cackle  of  innu-> 
merable  Baron  Orimms,  with  their  correspondence  and  self* 
proclamation,  one  could  fancy  that  France  held  in  it  such  a 
Nature-product  as  the  Friend  of  Men !  Why,  there  is  sub- 
stance enough  in  this  one  Marquis  to  fit-out  whole  armies 
of  Fhilosophesy  were  it  properly  attenuated.  So  many  poor 
Thomases  perorate  and  have  eloges,  poor  Morellets  speculate, 
Marmontels  moralise  in  rose-pink  manner,  Diderots  become 
possessed  of  encyclopedical  heads,  and  lean  Carons  de  Beau- 
Burchais  fiy  abroad  on  the  wings  of  Figaros  ;  and  this  brave 
old  Marquis  has  been  hid  under  a  bushel !  He  was  a  Writer, 
too ;  and  had  talents  for  it  (certain  of  the  talents),  such  as 
few  Frenchmen  have  had  since  the  days  of  Montaigne.  It 
skilled  not :  he,  being  unwedgeable,  has  remained  in  antiqua- 
rian cabinets ;  the  others,  splitting-up  so  readily,  are  the  ware 
yoa  find  on  all  market-stalls,  much  prized  (say,  as  brimstone 
Locifen,  '  ^^bringers '  so-called)  by  the  generality.  Such 
is  the  world's  way.  And  yet  complain  not ;  this  rich,  un- 
wedgeable old  Marquis,  have  we  not  him  too  at  last,  and  can 
keep  him  all  the  longer  than  the  Thomases? 

The  great  Mirabeau  used  to  say  always  that  his  father  had 
Uie  greater  gifb  of  the  two ;  which  surely  is  saying  some- 
thing. Not  that  you  can  subscribe  to  it  in  the  full  sense,  but 
that  in  a  very  wide  sense  you  can.  So  far  as  mere  specular 
tive  head  goes,  Mirabeau  is  probably  right  Looking  at  the 
old  Marquis  as  a  speculative  thinker  and  utterer  of  his 
thought,  and  with  what  rich  colouring  of  originality  he  gives 
it  forth,  yoa  pronounce  him  to  be  superior,  or  even  say  su- 
preme in  his  time ;  for  the  genius  of  him  almost  rises  to  the 
poetic  Do  our  readers  know  the  German  Jean  Paul,  and 
has  style  of  thought  ?  Singular  to  say,  the  oM  Marquis  has 
a  qaaHty  in  him  resembling  afar  off  that  of  Paul ;  and  ac- 
tofi^y  works  it  out  in  his  French  manner,  far  as  the  French 
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manner  can.  Nevertheless  intellect  is  not  of  the  speculative 
head  only  ;  the  great  end  of  intellect  sarelj  is,  that  it  make 
one  see  something :  for  which  latter  result  the  whole  man 
must  oodperate.  In  the  old  Marquis  there  dwells  withal  a 
crabbedness,  stiff  cross-grained  humour,  a  latent  furj  and 
fuliginosity,  very  perverting;  which  stiff  crabbedness,  with 
its  pride,  obstinacy,  afiectation,  what  else  b  it  at  bottom  bat 
want  of  strength  ?  The  real  quantity  of  our  insight,  —  how 
justly  and  thoroughly  we  shall  comprehend  the  nature  of 
a  thing,  especially  of  a  human  thing,  —  depends  on  our 
patience,  our  fairness,  lovingness,  what  strength  soever  we 
have :  intellect  comes  from  the  whole  man,  as  it  is  the  light 
that  enlightens  the  whole  man.  In  this  true  sense,  the 
younger  Mirabeau,  with  that  great  flashing  eyesight  of  his, 
that  broad,  fearless  freedom  of  nature  he  had,  was  very 
clearly  the  superior  man. 

At  bottom,  perhaps,  the  main  definition  you  could  give  of 
old  Marquis  Mirabeau  is,  that  he  was  of  the  Pedant  species. 
Stiff  as  brass,  in  all  senses ;  unsympathising,  uncomplying ; 
of  an  endless,  unfathomable  pride,  which  cloaks  but  does 
nowise  extinguish  an  endless  vanity  and  need  of  shining: 
stately,  euphuistic  mannerism  enveloping  the  thought,  the 
morality,  -the  whole  being  of  the  man.  A  solemn,  high- 
stalking  man ;  with  such  a  fund  of  indignation  in  him,  or 
of  latent  indignation  ;  of  contumacity,  irrefragability ;  -*-* 
who  (after  long  experiment)  accordingly  looks  forth  on  man- 
kind and  this  world  of  theirs  with  some  dull-snuffling  word 
of  forgiveness,  of  contemptuous  acquittal ;  or  oflenest  with 
clenched  lips  (nostrils  slightly  dilated),  in  expressive  silence. 
Here  is  pedantry ;  but  then  pedantry  under  the  most  inter- 
esting new  circumstances ;  and  withal  carried  to  such  a  pitch 
as  becomes  sublime,  one  might  almost  say  transcendental. 
Consider  indeed  whether  Marquis  Mirabeau  could  be  a  ped- 
ant, as  your  common  Scaligers  and  Scioppiuses  are  I  His 
arena  is  not  a  closet  with  Greek  manuscripts,  but  the  wide 
world  and  Friendship  to  Humanity.     Does  not  the  blood  of 
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all  the  Mirabeaufl  circulate  id  his  honourable  veins?  He 
too  would  do  somewhat  to  raise  higher  that  high  house  ;  and 
jet,  alas,  it  is  plain  to  him  that  the  house  is  sinking;  that 
much  is  sinking.  The  Mirabeaus,  and  above  all  others  this 
liirabeaa,  are  fallen  on  evil  times.  It  has  not  escaped  the 
old  Marquis  how  Nobility  is  now  decayed,  nearly  ruinous ; 
based  no  longer  on  heroic  nobleness  of  conduct  and  effort, 
but  on  sycophancy,  formality,  adroitness;  on  Parchments, 
Tailor^s  trimmings,  Prunello  and  Coach-leather:  on  which 
latter  basis,  unless  his  whole  insight  into  Heaven's  ways  with 
Earth  have  misled  him,  no  institution  in  this  god-governed 
worid  can  pretend  to  continue.  Alas,  and  the  priest  has 
now  DO  tongue  but  for  plate-licking ;  and  the  tax-gatherer 
squeezes;  and  the  strumpetocracy  sits  at  its  ease,  in  high- 
cushioned  lordliness,  under  baldachins  and  cloth-of-gold :  till 
now  at  last,  what  with  one  fiction,  what  with  another  (and 
veridical  Nature  dishonouring  all  manner  of  fictions,  and 
refusing  to  pay  realities  for  them),  it  has  come  so  far  that 
the  Twenty-five  millions,  long  scarce  of  knowledge,  of  vir- 
tue, happiness,  cash,  are  now  fallen  scarce  of  food  to  eat ; 
and  do  not,  with  that  natural  ferocity  of  theirs  which  Nature 
has  still  led  them,  feel  the  disposition  to  die  starved  ;  and  all 
things  are  nodding  towards  chaos,  and  no  roan  layeth  it  to 
heart!  One  man  exists  who  might  perhaps  stay  or  avert 
the  catastrophe,  were  he  called  to  the  helm :  the  Marquis 
Mirabeau.  His  high,  ancient  blood,  his  heroic  love  of  truth, 
his  strength  of  heart,  hb  loyalty  and  profound  insight  (for 
yott  cannot  hear  him  speak  without  detecting  the  man  of  ge- 
nius), this,  with  the  appalling  predicament  things  have  come 
to,  might  give  him  claims.  From  time  to  time,  at  long  in- 
tervals, such  a  thought  does  fiit,  portentous,  through  the  brain 
of  the  Marquis.  But  ah !  in  these  scandalous  days,  how 
shall  the  proudest  of  the  Mirabeaus  fall  prostrate  before  a 
Pompadour?  Can  the  Friend  <^  Men  hoist,  with  good 
Iiope,  as  his  battle-standard,  the  furbelow  of  an  unmention- 
able woman?     No;  not   hanging   by  the  apron-strings  of 
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sach  a  one  will  this  Mirabeau  rise  to  the  premierehip ; 
but  summoned  bj  France  in  her  daj  of  need,  in  her  day 
of  vision,  or  else  not  at  all.  France  does  not  summon ; 
the  else  goes  its  road. 

Marquis  Mirabeau  tried  Literature  too,  as  we  said ;  and 
with  no  inconsiderable  talent ;  nay,  with  first*rate  talents  in 
some  sort :  but  neither  did  this  prosper.  His  Eece  W^tim, 
in  such  era  of  downfall  and  all-darkening  ruin,  was  Political 
Economy ;  and  a  certain  man,  whom  he  called  '  the  Master,' 
—  that  is,  Dr.  Quesnay.  Bound  this  Master  (whom  the 
Marquis  succeeded  as  Master  himself)  he  and  some  other 
idolaters  did  idolatrously  gather :  to  publish  books  and  tracts, 
periodical  literature,  proclamation  by  word  and  deed,  —  if  so 
were,  the  world's  dull  ear  might  be  opened  to  salvation.  The 
world's  dull  ear  continued  shut  In  vain  preached  this  apostle 
and  that  other,  simultaneously  or  in  Meliboean  sequence,  in 
literature,  periodical  and  stationary  ;  in  vain  preached  Mar- 
quis Mirabeau  in  his  Ami  des  Hommes^  number  after  num- 
ber, through  long  volumes,  —  though  really  in  a  most  elo- 
quent manner.  Marquis  Mirabeau  had  the  indisputablest 
ideas  ;  but  then  his  style  !  In  very  truth,  it  is  the  strangest 
of  styles,  though  one  of  the  richest :  a  style  full  of  original- 
ity, picturesqueness,  sunny  vigour ;  but  all  cased  and  slated 
over,  threefold,  in  metaphor  and  trope;  distracted  into  tor- 
tuosities, dislocations;  starting^K)ut  into  crotchets,  cramp 
turns,  quaintnesses,  and  hidden  satire;  which  the  Frendi 
head  had  no  ear  for.  Strong  meat,  too  tough  for  babes! 
The  Friend  of  Men  found  warm  partisans,  widely  scattered 
over  this  Earth ;  and  had  censer-fumes  transmitted  him  from 
marquises,  nay  from  kings  and  principaliticii,  over  seas  and 
alpine  chains  of  mountains ;  whereby  the  pride  and  latent 
indignation  of  the  man  were  only  fostered :  but  at  home,  with 
the  million  all  jigging  each  afier  its  suitable  scrannel-pipe, 
he  could  see  himself  make  no  way,  —  if  it  were  not  way 
towards  being  a  monstrosity,  and  thing  men  wanted  '  to  see : ' 
not  the  right  thing!     Neither  through  the  press,  then,  is 
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there  progress  towards  the  premiership  ?  The  staggering 
state  of  French  statesmen  must  even  stagger  whither  it  is 
bound.  A  light  Public  froths  itself  into  tempest  about  Palis- 
sot  and  his  comedy  of  Les  PkilosopkeSj  —  about  Gluck-Pic- 
cini  Music ;  neglecting  the  call  of  Ruin  ;  and  hard  must 
come  to  hard.  Thou,  O  Friend  of  Men,  clench  thy  lips  to- 
gether, and  wait;  silent  as  the  old  rocks.  Our  Friend  of 
Men  did  so,  or  better ;  not  wanting  to  himself,  the  lion- 
hearted  old  Marquis  !  For  his  latent  indignation  has  a  cer- 
tain devoutness  in  ft ;  is  a  kind  of  holy  indignation.  The 
Marquis,  though  he  knows  the  Encyclopedie,  has  not  forgotten 
the  higher  Sacred  Books,  or  that  there  is  a  God  in  this 
world,  —  very  different  from  the  French  Etre  Supreme.  He 
even  professes,  or  tries  to  profess,  a  kind  of  diluted  Cathol- 
icism, in  his  own  way,  and  thus  turn  an  eye  towards  heaven  : 
very  singular  in  his  attitude  here  too.  Thus  it  would  ap- 
pear this  world  is  a  mad  imbroglio,  which  no  Friend  of  Men 
can  set  right :  it  shall  go  wrong  then,  in  God's  name ;  and 
the  staggering  state  of  all  things  stagger  whither  it  can.  To 
deep,  fearful  depths,  —  not  to  bottomless  ones ! 

But  in  the  Family  Circle?  There  surely  a  man,  and 
friend  of  men,  is  supreme ;  and,  ruling  with  wise  autocracy, 
may  make  something  of  it.  Alas,  in  the  family  circle  it  went 
not  better,  but  worse  !  The  Mirabeaus  had  once  a  talent  for 
choosing  wives :  had  it  deserted  them  in  this  instance,  then, 
when  most  needed  ?  We  say  not  so :  we  say  only  that  Ma- 
dame la  Marquise  had  human  freewill  in  her  too ;  that  all 
the  young  Mirabeaus  were  likely  to  have  human  freewill, 
in  great  plenty;  that  within  doors  as  without,  the  Devil  is 
busy.  Most  unsuccessful  is  the  Marquis  as  ruler  of  men : 
hb  family  kingdom,  for  the  most  part,  little  otherwise  than 
in  a  state  of  mutiny.  A  sceptre  as  of  Bhadamanthus  will 
sway  and  drill  that  household  into  perfection  of  Harrison 
Clockwork ;  and  cannot  do  it  The  royal  ukase  goes  forth, 
in  its  calm,  irrefragable  justice;  meets  hesitation,  disobe- 
dience open  or  concealed.     Reprimand  is  followed  by  remon- 
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tttrance;  harsh  coming  thunder  mutters,  growl  answering 
growl.  With  unaffectedly  astonished  eye  the  Marquis  ap- 
peals to  Destiny  and  Heaven ;  explodes,  since  be  needs 
must  then,  in  red  lightning  of  paternal  authority.  How  it 
went,  or  who  by  forethought  might  be  to  blame,  one  knows 
not ;  for  the  FtU  Adoptif,  hemmed-in  by  still  extant  rela- 
tions, is  extremely  reticent  on  these  points :  a  certain  Dame 
de  Pailly,  *  from  Switzerland,  very  beautiful  and  very  artful,' 
glides  half-seen  through  the  Mirabeau  household  (the  Mar- 
quis's Orthodoxy,  as  we  said,  being  but  •f  the  diluted  kind)  : 
there  are  eave^roppers,  confidential  servants;  there  are 
Pride,  Anger,  Uncharitableness,  Sublime  Pedantry,  and  the 
Devil  always  busy.  Such  a  figure  as  Pailly,  of  herself,  bodes 
good  to  no  one.  Enough,  there  are  Lawsuits,  LeUres  de 
Cachet ;  on  all  hands,  peine  farU  ei  dure.  Lawsuits,  long 
drawn  out,  before  gaping  ParlementSf  between  man  and  wife : 
to  the  scandal  of  an  unrighteous  world ;  how  much  more  of 
a  righteous  Marquis,  minded  once  to  be  an  example  to  it  I 
LeUres  de  Cachet^  to  the  number,  as  some  count,  of  fifly-four, 
first  and  last,  for  the  use  of  a  single  Marquis :  at  times  the 
whole  Mirabeau  fireside  is  seen  empty,  except  Pailly  and 
Marquis ;  each  individual  sitting  in  his  separate  Strong- 
house,  there  to  bethink  himself.  Stiff  are  your  tempers,  ye 
young  Mirabeaus ;  not  stiffer  than  mine  the  old  one's  I  What 
pangs  it  has  cost  the  fond  paternal  heart  to  go  through  all 
this  Brutus  duty,  the  Marquis  knows,  and  Heaven.  In  a 
less  degree,  what  pangs  it  may  cost  the  filial  heart  to  go 
under  (or  undergo)  the  same  I  The  former  set  of  pangs  he, 
aided  by  Heaven,  crushes-down  into  his  soul  suppressively, 
as  beseems  a  man  and  Mirabeau:  the  latter  set,  —  are  they 
not  self-t>ought  pangs ;  medicinal ;  which  will  cease  of  their 
own  accord,  when  the  unparalleled  filial  impiety  pleases  to 
cease  ?  For  the  rest,  looking  at  such  a  world  and  such  a 
family,  at  these  prison-houses,  mountains  of  divoroe-paper?, 
and  the  staggering  state  of  French  statesmen,  a  Friend  of 
Men  may  pretty  naturally  ask  himself,  Am  not  I  a  strong 
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old  Marquis  then,  whom  all  this  has  not  driven  into  Bedlam, 
—  not  info  hypochondria,  dyspepsia  even  ?  The  Heavens  are 
bounteous,  and  make  the  back  equal  to  the  burden. 

Out  of  all  which  circumstances,  and  of  such  struggle 
against  them,  there  has  come  forth  this  Marquis  de  Mira- 
beau,  shaped  (it  was  the  shape  he  could  arrive  at)  into  one 
of  the  most  singular  Sublime  Pedants  that  ever  stepped  the 
«oil  of  France.  Solemn  moral  rigour,  as  of  some  antique 
Presbytenan  Ruling  £lder :  heavy  breadth,  dull  heat,  choler 
and  pride  as  of  an  old  <  Bozzy  of  Auchinleck  ; '  then  a  high- 
flown  euphuistic  courtesy,  the  airiest  mincing  ways,  suitable 
to  your  French  Seigneur!  How  the  two  divine  missions, 
for  both  seem  to  him  divine,  of  Riquetti  and  Man  of  Genius 
or  World-schoolmaster,  blend  themselves ;  and  philosophism, 
chivalrous  euphuism,  presbytenan  ruling-elderism,  all  in  such 
streogth,  have  met,  to  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man ! 
There  never  entered  the  brain  of  Hogarth,  or  of  rare  old 
Ben,  such  a  piece  of  Humour  (high  meeting  with  low,  and 
laughter  with  tears)  as,  in  this  brave  old  Riquetti,  Nature 
has  presented  us  ready-made.  For  withal  there  is  such 
genius  in  him ;  rich  depth  of  character ;  indestructible  cheer- 
fulness and  health  breaking  out,  in  spite  of  these  divorce- 
papers,  ever  and  anon,  —  like  strong  sunlight  in  thundery 
weather.  We  have  heard  of  the  *  strife  of  Fate  with  Free- 
will '  producing  Greek  Tragedies,  but  never  heard  it  till  now 
produce  such  astonishing  comico-tragical  French  Farces. 
Blessed  old  Marquis,  —  or  else  accursed  !  He  is  there,  with 
his  broad  bull-brow ;  with  the  huge  cheek-bones ;  those  deep 
eyes,  glazed  as  in  weariness ;  the  lower  visage  puckered  into 
a  simpering  graciosity,  which  would  pass  itself  off  for  a  kind 
of  smile.  What  to  do  with  him  ?  Welcome,  thou  tough  old 
Manquis,  with  thy  better  and  thy  worse  1  There  is  stuff  in 
thee  (very  different  from  moonshine  and  formula)  ;  and  stuff 
is  stuff,  were  it  never  so  crabbed. 

Besides  the  old  Marquis  de  Mirabeau,  there  is  a  Brother, 
the  Bailli  de  Mirabeau :  a  man  who,  serving  as  Knight  of 
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Malta,  governing  in  Guadaloupe,  fighting  and  doing  hard 
sea-duty,  has  sown  his  wild  oats  long  since ;  and  settled  down 
here,  in  the  old  '  Castle  of  Mirabeau  on  its  sheer  rock '  (for 
the  Marquis  usually  lives  at  Bignon,  another  estate  within 
reach  of  Paris),  into  one  of  the  worthiest  quiet  uncles  and 
house-friends.  It  is  very  beautiful,  this  mild  strength,  mild 
clearness  and  justice  of  the  brave  Bailli,  in  contrast  with  his 
brother's  nodosity ;  whom  he  comforts,  defends,  admonishes, 
even  rebukes  ;  and  on  the  whole  reverences,  both  as  head 
Riquetti  and  as  World-schoolmaster,  beyond  all  living  men. 
The  frank  true  love  of  these  two  brothei^  is  the  fairest  fea- 
ture in  Mirabeaudom ;  indeed  the  only  feature  which  is  al- 
ways fair.  Letters  pass  continually :  in  letter  and  extract 
we  here,  from  time  to  time,  witness  (in  these  Eight  chaotic 
Volumes)  the  various  personages  speak  their  dialogue,  unfold 
their  farce-tragedy.  The  Fils  Adoptif  admits  mankind  into 
this  strange  household ;  though  stingily,  uncomfortably,  and 
all  in  darkness,  save  for  his  own  capricious  dark-lantern. 
Seen  or  half-seen,  it  is  a  stage;  as  the  whole  world  is. 
What  with  personages,  what  with  destinies,  no  stranger 
house-drama  was  enacting  on  the  Earth  at  that  time. 

Under  such  auspices,  which  were  not  yet  ripened  into 
events  and  fatalities,  but  yet  were  inevitably  ripening  towards 
such,  did  Gabriel  Honor^,  at  the  Mansion  of  Bignon,  between 
Sens  and  Nemours,  on  the  9th  day  of  March  1749,  first  see 
the  light  He  was  the  fiflh  child ;  the  second  male  child ; 
yet  bom  heir,  the  first  having  died  in  the  cradle.  A  magnif- 
icent *  enormous '  fellow,  as  the  gossips  had  to  admit,  almost 
with  terror:  the  head  especially  great;  'two  grinders'  in 
it,  already  shot !  —  Rough-hewn  truly,  yet  with  bulk,  with 
limbs,  vigour  bidding  fair  to  do  honour  to  the  line.  The 
paternal  Marquis,  to  whom  they  said,  ^  IPayez  pas  peur^ 
Don't  be  frightened,"  gazed  joyful,  we  can  fancy,  and  not 
fearful,  on  this  product  of  his ;  the  stiff  pedant  features  relax- 
ing into  a  veritable  smile.     Smile,  O  paternal  Marquis  :  the 
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ibtare  indeed  *  veils  sorrow  and  joy/  one  knows  not  in  what 
proportion  ;  but  here  is  a  new  Riquetti,  whom  the  gods  send ; 
with  the  rudiments  in  him,  thou  wouldst  guess,  of  a  very 
Hercules,  fit  for  Twelve  Labours,  which  surely  are  them- 
selves the  best  joys.  Look  at  the  oaf,  how  he  sprawls.  No 
stranger  Riqnetti  ever  sprawled  under  our  Sun :  it  is  as  if, 
in  this  thy  man-child,  Destiny  had  swept  together  all  the 
wildnesses  and  strengths  of  the  Riquetti  lineage,  and  flung 
him  forth  as  her  finale  in  that  kind.  Not  without  a  vocation ! 
He  is  the  last  of  the  Riquettis ;  and  shall  do  work  long  mem- 
orable among  mortals. 

Truly,  looking  now  into  the  matter,  we  might  say,  in  spite 
of  the  gossips,  that  on  this  whole  Planet,  in  those  years,  there 
was  hardly  bom  such  a  man-child  as  this  same,  in  the  '  Man- 
sion-house of  Bignon,  not  far  from  Paris,'  whom  they  named 
Gabriel  Honore.  Nowhere,  we  say,  came  there  a  stouter  or 
braver  into  this  Earth  ;  whither  they  come  marching  by  the 
legion  and  the  myriad,  out  of  Eternity  and  Night !  —  Except, 
indeed,  what  is  notable  enough,  one  other  that  arrived  some 
few  months  later,  at  the  town  of  Frankfort  on  the  Maine, 
and  got  christened  Johcam  Wolfgang  Goethe.  Then  again,  in 
some  ten  years  more,  there  came  another,  still  liker  Gabriel 
Honors  in  his  brawny  ways.  It  was  into  a  mean  hut  that 
this  one  came,  an  infirm  hut  (which  the  wind  blew  down  at 
the  time),  in  the  shire  of  Ayr,  in  Scotland  :  him  they  named 
Robert  Bums.  These,  in  that  epoch,  were  the  Well-bom  of 
the  World ;  by  whom  the  world's  history  was  to  be  carried 
on.  Ah,  could  the  well-bom  of  the  world  be  always  rightly 
bred,  rightly  entreated  there,  what  a  world  were  it !  But  it 
is  not  so ;  it  is  the  reverse  of  so.  And  then  few,  like  that 
Frankfort  one,  can  peaceably  vanquish  the  world,  with  its 
black  imbroglios ;  and  shine  above  it,  in  serene  help  to  it, 
like  a  sun !  The  most  can  but  TitanicaUy  vanquish  it,  or  be 
vanquished  by  it :  hence,  instead  of  light  (stillest  and  strong- 
est of  things),  we  have  but  lightning ;  red  fire,  and  often- 
times conflagrations,  which  are  very  woful. 
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Be  that  as  it  might,  Marquis  Mirabeau  detennined  to  give 
his  son,  and  heir  of  all  the  Riquettis,  such  an  education  as  no 
Riquetti  had  jet  been  privileged  with.  Being  a  world-schooU 
master  (and  indeed  a  Martinus  Scrtblerus,  as  we  here  find, 
more  wajs  than  one),  this  was  not  strange  in  him ;  but  the 
results  were  verj  lamentable.  Considering  the  matter  now, 
at  this  impartial  distance,  jou  are  lost  in  wonder  at  the  good 
Marquis ;  know  not  whether  to  laugh  at  him,  or  weep  over 
him ;  and  on  the  whole  are  bound  to  do  both.  A  more  suf- 
ficient product  of  Nature  than  this  <  enormous  Gabriel,'  as 
we  said,  need  not  have  been  wished  for :  '  beating  his  nurse,' 
but  then  loving  her,  and  loving  the  whole  world ;  of  large 
desire,  truly,  but  desire  towards  aU  things,  the  highest  and 
the  lowest :  in  other  words,  a  large  mass  of  life  in  him,  a 
large  man  waiting  there  !  Does  he  not  rummage  (the  rough 
cub,  now  tenfold  rougher  by  the  effect  of  small-pox)  in  all 
places,  seeking  something  to  know ;  dive  down  to  the  most 
unheard-of  recesses  for  papers  to  read  ?  Does  he  not,  spon- 
taneously, give  his  hat  to  a  peasant-boy  whose  head-gear  was 
defective  ?  He  writes  the  most  sagacious  things,  in  his  fiflh 
year,  extempore,  at  table ;  setting  forth  what '  Mmsteur  Moi^ 
Mr.  Me,'  is  bound  to  do.  A  rough  strong  genuine  soul,  of 
the  frankest  open  temper ;  full  of  loving  fire  and  strength ; 
looking  out  so  brisk  with  his  clear  hazel  eyes,  with  his  bride 
sturdy  bulk,  what  might  not  fair  breeding  have  done  for  him  I 
On  so  many  occasions,  one  feels  as  if  he  needed  nothing  in 
the  world  but  to  be  well  let  alone. 

But  no;  the  scientific  paternal  hand  must  interfere,  at 
every  turn,  to  assist  Nature :  the  young  lion's-whelp  has  to 
grow  up  all  bestrapped,  bemuzzled  in  the  most  extraordinary 
manner :  shall  wax  and  unfold  himself  by  theory  of  educa- 
tion, by  square  and  rule,  —  going  punctual,  all  the  way,  like 
Harrison  Clockwork,  according  to  the  theoretic  program; 
or  eUe  — !  O  Marquis,  World-schoolmaster,  what  theory  of 
education  is  this  ?  No  lion's-whelp  or  young  Mirabeau  will 
go  like  clockwork,  but  far  otherwise.     ^  He  that  spareth  the 
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rod  hateth  the  child ; '  that  on  its  side  is  true :  and  yet  Nature, 
too,  is  strong :  *  Nature  will  come  running  back,  though  thou 
expel  her  with  a  fork  I'  In  one  point  of  view  there  is 
nothing  more  Hogarthian  comic  than  this  long  Peter  Peebles' 
gan^ng  plea  of  ^Marquis  Mirabeau  vertui  Nature  and 
others : '  yet  in  a  deeper  point  of  view  it  is  but  too  serious. 
Candid  history  will  say,  that  whatsoever  of  worst  it  was  in 
the  pow^  of  art  to  do  against  this  young  Grabriel  Honor^, 
was  done.  Not  with  unkind  intentions ;  nay,  with  intentions 
which,  at  least,  began  in  kindness.  How  much  better  was 
Bums*s  education  (though  this  too  went  on  under  the  grim- 
mest pressures),  on  the  wild  hill-side,  by  the  'brave  peasant's 
hearth,  with  no  theory  of  education  at  all,  but  poverty,  toil, 
tempest  and  the  handles  of  the  plough ! 

At  bottom,  the  Marquis's  wish  and  purpose  was  not  com- 
plex, but  simple.  That  Gabriel  Honore  de  Riquetti  shall 
become  the  very  same  man  that  Victor  de  Riquetti  is ;  perfect 
as  he  is  perfect :  this  will  satisfy  the  fond  father's  heart,  and 
nothing  short  of  this.  Better  exemphir,  truly,  were  hard  to 
£nd ;  and  yet,  O  Victor  de  Riquetti,  poor  Gabriel,  on  his 
side,  wishes  to  be  Gabriel  and  not  Victor  I  Stiifer  loving 
Pedant  never  had  a  more  elastic  loving  PupiL  Offences  (of 
mere  ekutietty,  mere  natural  springing-up,  for  most  part)  ac- 
cumulate by  addition :  Madame  Pailly  and  the  confidential 
servants,  on  this  as  on  all  matters,  are  busy.  The  household 
Itself  is  darkening,  the  mistress  of  it  gone ;  the  Lawsuits,  and 
by  and  by  Divorce- Lawsuits,  have  begun.  Worse  will  grow 
worse,  and  ever  worse,  till  Rhadamanthus-Scriblerus  Marquis 
de  Mirabeau,  swaying  vainly  the  sceptre  of  order,  see  him- 
self environed  by  a  waste  chaos  as  of  Bedlam.  Stiff  is  he  ; 
elastic,  and  yet  still  loving,  reverent,  is  his  son  and  pupiL 
Thus  cruelty,  and  yearnings  that  must  be  suppressed ;  indig- 
nant revolt,  and  hot  tears  of  penitence,  alternate,  in  the 
strangest  way,  between  the  two;  and  for  long  years  our 
young  Alcides  has,  by  Destiny,  his  own  Demon  and  Juno  de 
Pailly,  LabouR*  enough  imposed  on  him. 
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But,  to  judge  what  a  task  was  set  this  poor  paternal 
Marquis,  let  us  listen  to  the  following  successive  utterances 
from  him ;  which  he  emits,  in  letter  after  letter,  mostly  into 
the  ear  of  his  brother  the  good  Bailli.  Cluck,  -cluck,  —  is  it 
not  as  the  sound  of  an  agitated  parent-fowl,  now  in  terror, 
now  in  anger,  at  the  brood  it  has  brought  out? 

'  This  creature  promises  to  be  a  yerj  pretty  subject/  '  Talent  in 
plenty,  and  cleverness,  but  more  faults  still  inherent  in  the  substance 
of  him.'  *  Only  just  come  into  life,  and  the  extravasation  {extravase- 
ment)  of  the  thing  already  visible !  A  spirit  cross-grained,  fantastic, 
iracund,  incompatible,  tending  towards  evil  before  knowing  it,  or 
being  capable  of  it.'  '  A  high  heart  under  the  jacket  of  a  boy  ;  it  baa 
a  strange  instinct  of  pride  this  creature ;  noble  withal ;  the  embryo 
of  a  shaggy-headed  bully  and  killcow,  tliat  would  swallow  all  the 
world,  and  is  not  twelve  years  old  yet'  *  A  type,  profoundly  incon- 
ceivable, of  baseness,  sheer  dull  grossness  {platitude  abttolue),  and  the 
quality  of  your  dirty,  rough-crusted  caterpillar,  that  will  never  un- 
crust  itself  or  fly.*  '  An  intelligence,  a  memory,  a  capacity,  that 
strike  you,  that  astonish,  that  frighten  you.'  *  A  nothing  bedizened 
with  crotchets.  May  fling  dust  in  the  eyes  of  silly  women,  but  will 
never  be  the  fourth  part  of  a  man,  if  by  good  luck  he  be  anything.' 
'  One  whom  you  may  call  ill-born,  this  elder  lad  of  mine ;  who  bodes, 
at  least  hitherto,  as  if  he  could  become  nothing  but  a  madman :  al- 
most invincibly  maniac,  with  all  the  vile  qualities  of  the  maternal  stock 
over  and  above.  As  he  has  a  great  many  masters,  and  all,  from  the 
confessor  to  the  comrade,  are  so  many  reporters  for  me,  I  see  tlie  na- 
ture of  the  beast,  and  don't  think  we  shall  ever  do  any  good  with  him.' 

In  a  word,  offences  (of  elasticity  or  expansivity)  have  ac- 
cumulated to  such  height,  in  the  lad's  fifteenth  year,  that 
there  is  a  determination  taken,  on  the  part  of  Rhadamanthus- 
Scriblerus,  to  pack  him  out  of  doors,  one  way  or  the  other. 
After  various  plannings,  the  plan  of  one  Abb^  Choquenard's 
Boarding-school  is  fallen  upon :  the  rebellious  Expansive 
shall  to  Paris ;  there,  under  ferula  and  short-oommons,  con- 
tract himself  and  consider.  Farther,  as  the  name  Mirabeau 
is  honourable  and  right  honourable,  he  shall  not  have  the 
honour  of  it ;  never  again,  but  be  called  Pierre  Buffiiere^  till 
his  ways  decidedly  alter.  This  Pierre  Baffiere  was  the  name 
of  an  estate  of  his  mother's  in  the  Limousin :  sad  fuel  of 
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those  smoking  lawsuits  which  at  length  blazed  out  as  divorce- 
lawsuits.  Wearing  this  melancholy  nickname  of  Peter  Buf- 
fiere,  as  a  perpetual  badge,  had  poor  Grabriel  Honor^  to  go 
about  for  a  number  of  years ;  like  a  misbehaved  soldier  with 
his  eyebrows  shaven  off;  alas,  only  a  fifleen-years  recruit 
yet,  too  young  for  that! 

Nevertheless,  named  or  shorn  of  his  name,  Peter  or 
Gabriel,  the  youth  himself  was  still  there.  At  Choquenard's 
Boarding-school,  as  always  afterwards  in  life,  he  carries  with 
him,  he  unfolds  and  employs,  the  qualities  which  Nature 
gave,  which  no  shearing  or  shaving  of  art  and  mistreatment 
could  take  away.  The  FiU  Adoptif  gives  a  grand  list  of 
studies  followed,  acquisitions  made  :  ancient  languages  f  and 
we  have  a  thousand  proofs  of  his  indefatigable  tenacity  in 
this  respect ')  ;  modern  languages,  English,  Italian,  German, 
Spanish ;  then  ^  passionate  study  of  mathematics ; '  design, 
pictorial  and  geometrical;  music,  so  as  to  read  it  at  sight, 
nsj  to  compose  in  it ;  singing,  to  a  high  degree  ;  '  equitation, 
fencing,  dancing,  swimming  and  tennis  : '  if  only  the  half  of 
which  were  true,  can  we  say  that  Pierre  BufBere  spent  his 
time  ill?  What  is  more  precisely  certain,  the  disgraced 
Buffiere  worked  his  way  very  soon  into  the  good  affections 
of  all  and  sundry,  in  this  House  of  Discipline,  who  came  in 
contact  with  him ;  schoolfellows,  teachers,  the  Abbe  Choque- 
nard  himself.  For,  said  the  paternal  Marquis,  he  has  the 
tongue  of  the  Old  Serpent !  In  fact,  it  is  very  notable  how 
poor  Buffiere,  Comte  de  Mirabeau,  revolutionary  King  Ri- 
quetti,  or  whatever  ebe  they  might  call  him,  let  him  come, 
under  what  discommendation  he  might,  into  any  circle  of 
men,  was  sure  to  make  them  his  erelong.  To  the  last,  no 
man  could  look  into  him  with  his  own  eyes,  and  continue  to 
hate  him.  He  could  talk  men  over^  then  ?  Yes,  O  Reader : 
and  he  could  ad  men  over :  for,  at  bottom,  that  was  it.  The 
large  open  soul  of  the  man,  purposing  deliberately  no  paltry, 
unkindly  or  dishonest  thing  towards  any  creature,  was  felt  to 
be  withal  a  brothe/s  souL     Defaced  by  black  drossy  obscura- 
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tioos  very  many  ;  but  yet  shining  out,  lustrous,  warm ;  in  its 
troublous  effulgence,  great !  That  a  man  be  loved  the  better 
by  men  the  nearer  they  come  to  him  :  is  not  this  the  fact  of 
all  facts?  To  know  what  extent  of  prudential  diplomacy 
(good,  indifferent  and  even  bad)  a  man  has,  ask  public  opin- 
ion, journalistic  rumour,  or  at  most  the  persons  he  dines 
with :  to  know  what  of  real  worth  is  in  him,  ask  infinitely 
deeper  and  farther ;  ask,  first  of  ail,  those  who  have  tried 
by  experiment;  who,  were  they  the  foolishest  people,  can 
answer  pertinently  here  if  anywhere.  '  Those  at  a  distance 
esteem  of  me  a  little  worse  than  I ;  those  near  at  hand  a 
little  better  than  I : '  so  said  the  good  Sir  Thomas  Browne ; 
so  will  all  men  say  who  have  much  to  say  on  that. 

The  Choquenard  Military  Boarding-school  having,  if  not 
fulfilled  its  function,  yet  ceased  to  be  a  house  of  penance,  and 
failed  of  its  function.  Marquis  Mirabeau  determined  to  try 
the  Army.  Nay,  it  would  seem,  the  wicked  mother  has 
been  privily  sending  him  money ;  which  he,  the  traitor,  has 
accepted !  To  the  army  therefore.  And  so  Pierre  Bufiiere 
has  a  basnet  on  his  big  head  ;  the  shaggy  pock-pitted  visage 
looks  martially  from  under  horsehair  and  clear  metal;  he 
dresses  rank,  with  tight  bridle-hand  and  drawn  falchion,  in 
the  town  of  Saintes,  as  a  bold  volunteer  dragoon.  His  age 
was  but  eighteen  as  yet,  and  some  months. 

The  people  of  Saintes  grew  to  like  him  amazingly  ;  would 
even  '  have  lent  him  money  to  any  extent.'  His  C!olonel, 
one  De  Lambert,  proved  to  be  a  martinet,  of  sharp  sour 
temper:  the  shaggy  visage  of  Buffiere,  radiant  through  its 
seamincss  with  several  things,  had  not  altogether  the  hap- 
piness to  content  him.  Furthermore  thero  was  an  Archer 
(Bailiff)  at  Saintes,  who  had  a  daughter :  she,  foolish  minx, 
liked  the  Buffiere  visage  better  even  than  the  Colonel's! 
For  one  can  fancy  what  a  pleader  Buffiere  was,  in  this  great 
cause ;  with  the  tongue  of  the  Old  Serpent  It  was  his  first 
amourette ;  plainly  triumphant :  the  beginning  of  a  quite  un- 
heard-of career  in  that  kind.    The  aggrieved  Colonel  emitted 


MIBABEAU.  123 

'satires'  through  the  mess-rooms;  this  hold  volunteer  dra- 
goon was  not  the  man  to  give  him  worse  than  he  hroilght : 
matters  fell  into  a  very  unsatisfactory  state  between  them. 
To  crown  the  whole,  Buffi^re  went  one  evening  (contrary 
to  wont,  now  and  always)  to  the  gaming-table,  and  lost 
ibor  lauu.  Insubordination,  gambling,  Archer's  daughter! 
Bhadamanthus  thunders  from  Bignon:  Bulfiere  doffs  his 
basnet,  flies  covertly  to  Paris.  Negotiation  there  now  was ; 
confidential  spy  to  Saintes;  correspondence,  fulmination; 
Dupont  de  Nemours  as  daysman  between  a  Colonel  and  a 
Marquis,  both  in  high  wrath,  —  Butfiere  to  pay  the  piper ! 
Confidential  spy  takes  evidence  ;  the  whole  atrocity  comes  to 
light :  what  wilt  thou  do,  O  Marquis,  with  this  devil's  child 
of  thine  ?  Send  him  to  Surinam ;  let  the  Tropical  heats 
and  rains  tame  the  hot  liver  of  him  !  —  so  whispered  pa- 
ternal Brutus'^justice  and  Dame  Pailly ;  but  milder  thoughts 
prevailed.  Leitre  de  Cachet  and  the  Isle  of  Rh^  shall  be  tried 
first.  Thither  fares  poor  Buffi^re ;  not  with  Archer's  daugh- 
ters, but  with  Archers;  amid  the  dull  rustle  and  autumnal 
brown  of  the  falling  leaves  of  1768,  his  nineteenth  autumn. 
It  is  his  second  Hercules'  Labour ;  the  Choquenard  Board- 
ing-house was  the  first.  Bemoaned  by  the  loud  Atlantic  he 
shall  sit  there,  in  winter  season,  under  ward  of  a  Bailli  d'Au- 
lan,  governor  of  the  place,  and  said  to  be  a  very  Cerberus. 

At  Rhe  the  old  game  is  played :  in  few  weeks,  the  Cer- 
berus Bailli  is  Bufii^re's ;  baying,  out  of  all  his  throats,  in 
Bufii^re's  behalf!  What  *•  sorcery '  is  this  that  the  rebellious 
prodigy  has  in  him,  O  Marquis  ?  Hypocrisy,  cozenage,  which 
no  governor  of  strong  places  can  resist  ?  Nothing  short  of 
the  hot  swamps  of  Surinam  will  hold  him  quiet,  then  ?  Hap- 
pily there  is  fighting  in  Corsica;  Paoli  fighting  on  his  last 
legs  there ;  and  Baron  de  Vaux  wants  fresh  troops  against 
him.  Buffiere,  though  he  likes  not  the  cause,  will  go  thither 
gladly ;  and  fight  his  very  best :  how  happy  if,  by  any  fight- 
ing, he  can  conquer  back  his  baptismal  name,  and  some 
gleam   of  paternal   tolerance!     After  much   soliciting,  his 
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prayer  is  acceded  to :  Buffiere,  with  the  rank  now  of  *  Sub- 
lieutenant of  Foot,  in  the  Legion  of  Lorraine,'  gets  across 
the  country  to  Toulon,  in  the  month  of  April;  and  enters 

*  on  the  plain  which  furrows  itself  without  plough '  (euphu- 
iatic  for  ocean) :    *  God  grant  he  may  not  have  to  row  there 

*  one  day,'  —  in  red  cap,  as  convict  galley-slave !  Such  is  the 
paternal  benediction  and  prayer ;  which  was  realised.  Nay, 
Buffiere,  it  would  seem,  before  quitting  Bochelle,  indeed 
'  hardly  yet  two  hours  out  of  the  fortress  of  Rhe,'  had  fallen 
into  a  new  atrocity,  —  his  first  duel;  a  certain  quondam 
messmate  (discharged  for  swindling)  having  claimed  ac- 
quaintance with  him  on  the  streets ;  which  claim  Buffiere 
saw  good  to  refuse ;  and  even  to  resist,  when  demanded  at 
the  sword's  point!  The  'Corsican  Buccaneer,  flilnjutier 
CoTzt^  that  he  is  I 

The  Gorsican  Buccaneer  did,  as  usual,  a  giant's  or  two 
giants'  work  in  Corsica;  fighting,  writing,  loving;  *  eight 
hours  a-day  of  study ; '  and  gained  golden  opinions  from  all 
manner  of  men  and  women.  It  was  his  own  notion  that  Na- 
ture had  meant  him  for  a  soldier ;  he  felt  so  equable  and  at 
home  in  tliat  business,  —  the  wreck  of  discordant  death-tu- 
mult, and  roar  of  cannon,  serving  as  a  fine  regulatory  march- 
ing-music for  him.  Doubtless  Nature  meant  him  for  a  Man 
of  Action ;  as  she  means  all  great  souls  that  have  a  strong 
body  to  dwell  in :  but  Nature  will  adjust  herself  to  much. 
In  the  course  of  twelve  months,  in  May  1770,  Buffiere  gets 
back  to  Toulon;  with  much  manuscript  in  his  pocket;  his 
head  full  of  military  and  all  other  lore, '  like  a  library  turned 
topsy-turvy  ;'  his  character  much  risen,  as  we  said,  with 
every  one.  The  brave  Bailli  Mirabeau,  though  almost 
against  principle,  cannot  refuse  to  see  a  chief  nephew,  as 
he  passes  so  near  the  old  Castle  on  the  Durance :  the  good 
uncle  is  charmed  with  him  ;  finds,  '  under  features  terribly 
seamed  and  altered  from  what  they  were,'  bodily  and  men- 
tally all  that  is  royal  and  strong,  nay  *an  expression  of 
fiomething  refined,  something  gracious ; '  declares  him,  afler 


MIBABEAU.  125 

several  days  of  incessant  talk,  to  bb  the  best  fellow  on  earth 
if  well  dealt  with,  '  who  will  shape  into  statesman,  generalis- 
simo, pope,  what  thou  pleasest  to  desire  ! '  Or,  shall  we  give 
poor  Buffiere's  testimonial  in  mess-room  dialect;  in  its  native 
twanging  vociferositj,  and  gambhed  with  old  oaths,  —  which, 
alas,  have  become  for  us  almost  old  prayers  now,  —  the  vocif- 
erous Moustachio-figures  whom  they  twanged  through,  hav- 
ing all  vanished  so  long  since :  "  Aforbleuy  Monsieur  VAlbi  ; 
c'est  un  gargon  diaUement  vif;  mai$  c^est  un  hon  gargon,  qui 
a  de  V esprit  comme  trois  cent  mille  diables;  et  parhleu^  un 
homme  trh  braved* 

Moved  by  all  manner  of  testimonials  and  entreaties  from 
uncle  and  family,  the  rigid  Marquis  consents,  not  without 
difficulty,  to  see  this  anomalous  Peter  Buffiere  of  his ;  and 
then,  aAer  solemn  deliberation,  even  to  un-Peter  him,  and 
give  him  back  his  name.  It  was  in  September  that  they 
met;  at  Aiguesperse,  in  the  Limousin  near  the  lands  of 
Pierre  Buffiere,  Soil  ruth  comes  stealing  through  the  Rhad- 
amanthine  heart ;  tremblings  of  faint  hope  even,  which,  how- 
ever, must  veil  itself  in  austerity  and  rigidity.  The  Mar- 
quis writes :  *  I  perorate  him  very  much ; '  observe  '  my  man, 
'  how  he  droops  his  nose,  and  looks  fixedly,  a  sign  that  he  is 
^  reflecting ;  or  whirls  away  his  head,  hiding  a  tear :  serious, 
'  now  mild,  now  severe,  we  give  it  him  alternately ;  it  is  thus 
*  I  manage  the  mouth  of  this  fiery  animal.'  Had  he  but  read 
the  JBphemerides,  the  Economiques^  the  Precis  des  EUmens 
(Uhe  most  laboured  book  I  have  done,  though  I  wrote.it 
in  such  health ')  ;  had  he  but  got  grounded  in  my  Political 
Economy !  Which,  however,  he  does  not  take  to  with  any 
heart.  On  the  contrary,  he  unhappily  finds  it  hollow,  prag- 
matical, a  barren  jingle  of  formulas ;  pedantic  even ;  unnu- 
tritive  as  the  east  wind.  Blasphemous  words;  which  (or 
the  like  of  them)  any  eavesdropper  has  but  to  report  to  '  the 
Master ! '  —  And  yet,  after  all,  is  it  not  a  brave  Gabriel  this 
rough-built  young  Hercules;  and  has  finbhed  handsomely 
his  Second  Labour  ?    The  head  of  the  fellow  is  '  a  wind-mill 
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and  fire-mill  of  ideas.'  The  War-offioe  makes  liim  captain, 
and  he  is  passionate  for  following  soldiership :  but  then,  un- 
luckily, your  Alexander  needs  such  tools  ;  a  whole  world  for 
workshop !  ^  Where  are  the  armies  and  herring-shoals  of 
men  to  come  from  ?  Does  he  think  I  have  money,*  snuffles 
the  old  Marquis, '  to  get  him  up  battles  like  Harlequin  and 
Scaramouch?'  The  fool  I  he  shall  settle  down  into  rurality ; 
first,  however,  though  it  is  a  risk,  see  a  little  of  Paris. 

At  Paris,  through  winter,  the  brave  Gabriel  carries  all 
before  him;  shines  in  saloons,  in  the  Versailles  (Eil-de* 
BoBuf ;  dines  with  your  Duke  of  Orleans  (young  Chartres, 
not  yet  become  Bgalittj  hob-nobbing  with  him) ;  dines  with 
your  Gudmdn^s,  Broglies,  and  mere  Grandeurs ;  and  is  in- 
vited to  hunt  Even  the  old  women  are  charmed  with  him, 
and  rustle  in  their  satins :  such  a  light  has  not  risen  in  the 
CEil-de-B<Buf  for  some  while.  Grant,  O  Marquis,  that  there 
are  worse  sad-dogs  than  this.  The  Marquis  grants  partially ; 
and  yet,  and  yet  1  Few  things  are  notabler  than  these  suc- 
cessive surveys  by  the  old  Marquis,  critically  scanning  his 
young  Count: 

'  I  am  on  my  guard ;  remembering  how  riracity  of  head  may  de- 
ceive jou  as  to  a  character  of  morass  (de  tourbe) :  but,  all  considered, 
one  mutt  give  hijn  store  of  exercise ;  what  the  devil  else  to  do  with 
such  exuberance,  intellectual  and  sanguineous  ?  I  know  no  woman 
but  the  Empress  of  Russia  with  whom  this  man  were  good  to  marry 
yet.'  ^  Hard  to  find  a  dog  (dr6U)  that  had  more  talent  and  action  in 
the  head  of  him  than  this ;  be  would  reduce  the  devil  to  terms/ 

*  Thy  nephew  Whirlwind  {VOwragan)  assists  me  ;  yesterday  the  valet 
Luce,  who  is  a  sort  of  privileged  simpleton,  said  pleasantly,  "  Con- 
fess, M.  le  Comte,  a  man's  body  is  very  unliappy  to  carry  a  head  like 
tliat."'  *  The  terrible  gift  of  familiarity  (as  Pope  Gregory  called  it) ! 
He  turns  the  great  people  here  round  his  finger.'  —  Or  again,  though 
all  this  is  some  years  afterwards :  '  They  have  never  done  telling  me 
that  he  is  easy  to  set  a>rearing ;  that  yon  cannot  speak  to  him  re- 
proachfully but  his  eyes,  his  lips,  his  colour  testify  that  all  is  giving 
wag;  on  the  other  hand,  the  smallest  word  of  tenderness  will  make 
him  burst  into  tears,  and  he  would  fling  himself  into  the  fire  for  you.' 

*  I  pass  my  life  in  cramming  him  (d  ie  bourrer)  with  principles,  with 
all  that  I  know ;  for  this  man,  ever  the  same  as  to  his  fundamental 
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properties,  has  dooe  nothing  bj  these  long  and  solid  studies  but  aug- 
ment the  rubbish-heap  in  his  head,  which  is  a  library  turned  topsy- 
tuTTj ;  and  then  his  talent  for  dazzling  by  snperflcials,  for  he  has 
iwaliowed  aUfarmtUaa,  and  cannot  substantiate  anything.'  '  A  wicker- 
basket,  that  lets  all  through ;  disorder  bom ;  credulous  as  a  nurse ; 
indiscreet;  a  liar'  <kind  of  white  liar),  'by  exaggeration,  affirma- 
tion, effrontery,  without  need,  and  merely  to  tell  histories  \  a  conil- 
denoe  that  dazzles  you  on  everything ;  cleverness  and  talent  without 
limit  For  the  rest,  the  vices  have  infinitely  less  root  in  him  than  the 
virtues ;  all  is  fhcility,  impetuosity,  inefiectuality  (not  for  want  of  fire, 
bat  of  plan) ;  wrong-spun,  ravelled  {d6f<tu/U6)  in  character:  a  mind 
that  meditates  in  the  vague,  and  builds  of  soap-bells.'  '  Spite  of  the 
Utter  ugliness,  the  intercadent  step,  the  trenchant  breathless  blown- 
^p  precipitation,  and  the  look,  or,  to  say  better,  the  atrocious  eye- 
brow of  this  man  when  he  listens  and  reflects,  something  told  me 
that  it  was  all  but  a  scarecrow  of  old  cloth,  this  ferocious  outward 
gamitare  of  his  j  that,  at  bottom,  here  was  perhaps  the  man  in  all 
Fnnce  least  capable  of  deliberate  wickedness.'  '  Pie  and  jay  by  in- 
stinct.' '  Wholly  reflex  and  reverberance  {tout  de  reJUt  el  de  reverMre); 
drawn  to  the  right  by  his  heart,  to  the  left  by  his  head,  which  he 
carries  four  paces  from  him.'  *  May  become  the  Coryphaeus  of  the 
Time.'  'A  blinkard  {myope)  precipitancy,  bom  with  him,  which 
makes  him  take  the  quagmire  for  firm  earth — ' 

—  Cluck,  cluck,  —  in  the  name  of  all  the  gods,  what  prodigy 
is  thb  I  have  hatched?  Web-footed,  broad-billed;  which 
will  ran  and  drown  itself,  if  Mercy  and  the  parent-fowl  pre- 
vent not ! 

How  inexpressibly  true,  meanwhile,  is  this  that  the  old 
Marquis  says :  ^  He  has  swallowed  all  formulas  (t7  a  humi 
toiUes  U$  formuks)^  and  made  away  with  them  !  Formulas, 
indeed,  if  we  think  of  it,  Formulas  and  Gabriel  Honor^  had 
been,  and  were  to  be,  at  death-feud  from  first  to  last.  What 
formula  of  this  formalised  (established)  world  had  been  a 
kind  one  to  Gabriel  ?  His  soul  could  find  no  shelter  in  them, 
tbey  were  unbelievable ;  his  body  no  solacement,  they  were 
tjnmnical,  unfair.  If  there  were  not  pabulum  and  substance 
beyond  formulas,  and  in  spite  of  them,  then  woe  to  him  I  To 
this  man  formulas  would  yield  no  existence  or  habitation,  if 
it  were  not  in  the  Isle  of  Rhe  and  such  places ;  but  threat- 
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ened  to  choke  the  life  out  of  him :  either  formulas  or  he  must 
go  to  the  wall ;  and  so,  after  a  tough  fight,  they^  as  it  proves, 
will  go.  So  cunningly  thrifty  is  Destiny ;  and  is  quietly 
shaping  her  tools  for  the  work  they  are  to  do,  whilst  she 
seems  but  spoiling  and  breaking  them  I  For,  consider,  O 
Marquis,  whether  France  herself  will  not,  by  and  by,  have 
to  swallow  a  formula  or  two?  This  sight  thou  lookest  on 
from  the  baths  of  Mount  d'Or,  does  it  not  bode  something  of 
that  kind  ?     A  summer  day  in  the  year  1777 : 

'  O  Madame !  the  narrations  I  would  give  yon,  if  I  had  not  a  score 
of  letters  to  answer,  on  dull  sad  business  !  I  would  paint  to  you  the 
votive  feast  of  this  town,  which  took  place  on  the  14th.  The  savages 
descending  in  torrents  from  the  Mountains,  —  our  people  ordered  not 
to  stir  out  The  curate  with  surplice  and  stole ;  public  justice  in 
periwig;  tnarichausa^et  sabre  in  hand,  guarding  the  place,  before 
the  bagpipes  were  permitted  to  begin.  The  dance  interrupted,  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  after,  by  battle ;  the  cries  and  fierce  hissings  of 
the  children,  of  the  infirm,  and  other  onlookers,  ogling  it,  tarring  it 
on,  as  the  mob  does  when  dogs  fight.  Frightful  men,  or  rather  wild 
creatures  of  the  forest,  in  coarse  woollen  jupes,  and  broad  girths  of 
leather  studded  with  copper  nails;  of  gigantic  stature,  heightened 
by  the  high  sabots;  rising  still  higher  on  tip-toe,  to  look  at  the 
battle ;  beating  time  to  it ;  rubbing  their  sides  with  their  elbows : 
their  fiice  haggard,  covered  with  their  long  greasy  hair ;  top  of  the 
visage  waxing  pale,  bottom  of  it  twisting  itself  into  the  rudiments 
of  a  cruel  laugh,  a  ferocious  impatience.  —  And  these  people  pay  the 
taiUe  I  And  you  want  to  take  from  them  their  salt  too !  And  you 
know  not  what  yon  strip  bare,  or,  as  you  call  it,  govern  ;  what,  with 
the  heedless,  cowardly  squirt  of  your  pen,  you  will  think  you  can 
continue  stripping  with  impunity  forever,  till  the  Catastrophe  come  ! 
Such  sights  recall  deep  thoughts  to  one.  "  Poor  Jean-Jacques  !  *'  I 
said  to  myself:  "  they  that  sent  thee,  and  thy  System,  to  copy  music 
among  such  a  People  as  these  same,  have  confuted  thy  System  but 
ill !  **  But,  on  the  otlier  hand,  these  thoughts  were  consoUtory  for  a 
man  who  has  all  his  life  preached  the  necessity  of  solacing  tlie  poor, 
of  universal  instruction ;  who  has  tried  to  show  what  such  instruc- 
tion and  such  solacement  ought  to  be,  if  it  would  form  a  barrier  (the 
sole  possible  barrier)  between  oppression  and  revolt;  the  sole  but 
the  infallible  treaty  of  peace  between  the  high  and  the  low  I  Ah, 
Madame !  this  government  by  blindman's-bufl^,  stumbling  along  too 
far,  will  end  by  the  oenbbal  ovbrtukn.' 
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Prophetic  Marquis  I  —  Might  other  nations  listen  to  thee 
better  than  France  did :  for  it  concerns  them  aUi  But  now 
is  it  not  curious  to  think  how  the  whole  world  might  have 
gone  so  differently,  but  for  this  very  prophet?  Had  the 
young  Mirabeau  had  a  father  as  other  men  have ;  or  even 
no  fiither  at  all !  Consider  him,  in  that  case,  rising  by  nat- 
ural gradation,  by  the  rank,  the  opportunity,  the  irrepressible 
buoyant  Acuities  he  had,  step  afler  step,  to  official  place,  — 
to  the  chief  official  place;  as  in  a  time  when  Turgot.s 
Neckers,  and  men  of  ability,  were  grown  indispensable,  he 
was  sure  to  have  done.  By  natural  witchery  he  bewitches 
Marie  Antoinette  ;  her  most  of  ail,  with  her  quick  susceptive 
instincts,  her  quick  sense  for  whatever  was  great  and  noble, 
her  quick  hatred  for  whatever  was  but  pedantic,  Neckerish, 
Fayettisb,  and  pretending  to  be  great.  King  Louis  is  a 
nullity ;  ha{^ily  then  reduced  to  be  one :  there  would  then 
have  been  at  the  summit  of  France  the  one  French  Man 
who  could  have  grappled  with  that  great  Question;  who, 
yielding  and  refusing,  managing,  guiding,  and,  in  short,  see- 
ing and  daring  what  was  to  be  done,  had  perhaps  saved 
France  her  Bevolution ;  remaking  her  by  peaceabler  meth- 
ods !  But  to  the  Supreme  Powers  it  seemed  not  so.  Once 
after  a  thousand  years  all  nations  were  to  see  the  great  Con« 
fiagration  and  Self-combustion  of  a  Nation,  —  and  learn  from 
it  if  they  could.  And  now,  for  a  Swallower  of  Formulas, 
was  there  a  better  schoolmaster  in  the  world  than  this  very 
Friend  of  Men;  a  better  education  conceivable  than  this 
which  Alcides-Mirabeau  had  ?  Trust  in  Heaven,  good  reader, 
for  the  fate  of  nations,  for  the  fall  of  a  sparrow. 

Gabriel  Honor^  has  acquitted  himself  so  well  in  Paris, 
turning  the  great  people  round  his  thumb,  with  that  ^frnid 
gaillard,  basis  of  gaiety,'  with  that  ^  terrible  don  de  la  fami" 
Uixrite ; '  with  those  ways  he  has.  Neither,  in  the  quite 
opposite  Man-of-business  department,  when  summer  comes 
and  rurality  with  it,  is  he  found  wanting.    In  the  summer  of 
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the  year,  the  old  Friend  of  Men  despatches  him  to  the 
Limousin,  to  his  own  estate  of  Pierre  Buffiere,  or  his  wife't« 
own  estate  (under  the  law-balance  about  this  time),  to  see 
whether  anything  can  be  done  for  men  there.  Much  is  to 
be  done  there ;  the  Peasants,  short  of  all  things,  even  of 
victuals,  here  as  everywhere,  wear  *  a  settled  souffre-douleur 
'  (pain-stricken)  look,  as  if  they  reckoned  that  the  pillage  of 
*  men  was  an  inevitable  ordinance  of  Heaven,  to  be  put  up 
'  with  like  the  wind  and  the  hail.'  Here,  in  the  solitude  of 
the  Limousin,  Gabriel  is  'still  Gabriel :  he  rides,  he  writes 
and  runs ;  eats  out  of  the  poor  people's  pots ;  speaks  to  them, 
redresses  them  ;  institutes  a  court  of  Villager  *  prueUiomtnes, 
good  men  and  true,'  —  once  more  carries  all  before  him. 
Confess,  O  Rhadamanthine  Marquis,  we  say  again,  that 
there  are  worse  sad-dogs  than,  this  I  *  He  is,'  confesses  the 
Marquis,  *  the  Demon  of  the  Impossible,  le  demon  de  la  ckote 
impossible*  *  Most  true  this  also :  impossible  is  a  word  not  in 
his  dictionary.  Thus  the  same  Gabriel  Honord,  long  after- 
wards (as  Dumont  will  witness),  orders  his  secretary  to  do 
some  miracle  or  other,  miraculous  within  the  time.  The 
secretary  answers,  ^  Monsieur,  it  is  impossible."  *^  Impos- 
sible ? "  answers  Grabriel  i  **  Nia  me  dites  jamais  ce  bete  de 
mot,  Never  name  to  me  that  blockhead  of  a  word ! "  Really, 
one  would  say,  a  good  fellow,  were  he  well  dealt  with, — 
though  still  broad-billed,  and  with  latent  tendencies  to  take 
the  water.  The  following  otherwise  insignificant  Letter,  ad- 
dressed to  the  Bailli,  seems  to  us  worth  copying.  Is  not  his 
young  Lordship,  if  still  in  the  dandy-state  and  style-of- 
mockery,  very  handsome  in  it ;  standing  there  in  the  snow  ? 
It  is  of  date  December  1771,  and  far  onwards  on  the  road 
towards  Mirabeau  Castle : 

*  Fracti  bello  aatitque  repuUi  dttctores  Danadm :  here,  dear  uncle,  is 
a  beginning  in  good  Latin,  which  means  that  I  am  broken  with 
fatigue,  not  having,  this  whole  week,  slept  more  than  sentinels  do ; 
and  sounding,  at  the  same  time,  with  the  wheels  of  my  yebicle, 

1  See  La  Fontaine:  ConUs^  1.  !▼.  c.  16. 
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moot  of  the  mti  and  jc^ts  that  lie  between  Paris  and  Marseilles. 
Buts  deep  and  numerous.  Moreoyer,  my  axle  broke  between  Mu- 
creau,  Roman^,  Chambertin  and  Beaune;  the  centre  of  four  wine 
districts :  what  a  geographical  point,  if  I  had  had  the  wit  to  be  a 
drunkard !  The  mischief  happened  towards  five  in  the  evening ; 
mj  lackey  had  gone  on  before.  There  fell  nothing  at  the  time  but 
melted  snow;  happily  it  afterwards  took  some  consistency.  The 
neighbourhood  of  Beaune  made  me  hope  to  find  genius  in  the  na- 
tives of  the  country  :  I  had  need  of  good  counsel ;  the  devil  coun- 
selled me  at  first  to  swear,  but  that  whim  passed,  and  I  fell  by 
preference  into  the  temptation  of  Uughing ;  for  a  holy  priest  came 
jogging  up,  wrapt  to  the  chin ;  against  the  blessed  visage  of  whom 
the  sleet  was  beating,  which  made  him  cut  so  singular  a  fiu»,  that 
I  think  this  was  the  thing  drove  me  from  swearing.  The  holy 
man  inquired,  seeing  my  chaise  on  its  beam-ends,  and  one  of  the 
wheels  wanting,  whether  anything  bad  befallen  ?  I  answered,  "  there 
was  nothing  fldling  here  but  snow."  "Ah,"  said  he,  ingeniously, 
"  it  is  your  chaise,  then,  that  is  broken."  I  admired  the  sagacity  of 
the  man,  and  begged  him  to  double  his  pace,  with  his  horse's  per- 
mission (who  was  also  making  a  pleasant  expression  of  countenance, 
as  tlie  snow  beat  on  his  nose) ;  and  to  be  so  good  as  give  notice  at 
Chaigny  that  I  was  there.  He  assured  me  he  would  tell  it  to  the 
postmistress  herself,  she  being  his  cousin  ;  that  she  was  a  very  ami- 
able woman,  married  three  years  ago  to  one  of  the  honestest  men  of 

the  place,  nephew  to  the  king's  procureur  at :  in  fine,  after 

giving  me  all  the  outs  and  ins  of  himself,  the  curate,  of  his  cousin, 
his  cousin's  husband,  and  I  know  not  whom  more,  he  was  pleased  to 
give  the  spurs  to  his  horse,  which  thereupon  gave  a  grunt,  and  went 
on.  I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  had  sent  the  postilion  off  to  Mucreau, 
which  he  knew  the  road  to,  for  he  went  thither  daily,  he  said,  to  have 
a  glass ;  a  thing  I  could  well  believe,  or  even  two  glasses.  The  man 
was  but  tipsified  when  he  went ;  happily,  when  he  returned,  which 
was  very  late,  he  was  drunk.  I  walked  sentry :  several  Beaune 
men  passed,  all  of  whom  asked  me,  if  anything  had  befallen  ?  I 
answered  one  of  them,  that  it  was  an  experiment ;  that  I  had  been 
sent  from  Fans  to  see  whether  a  chaise  would  run  with  one  wheel ; 
mine  had  come  so  fiir,  but  I  was  going  to  write  that  two  wheels 
were  preferable.  At  this  moment  my  worthy  friend  struck  his  shin 
against  the  other  wheel ;  clapped  his  hand  on  the  hurt  place ;  swore, 
as  I  had  near  done ;  and  then  said,  smiling,  "Ah,  Monsieur,  there  is 
tiie  other  wheel ! "  "  The  devil  there  is !  "  said  I,  as  if  astonished. 
Another,  after  examining  long,  with  a  very  capable  air,  informed  me, 
"  Ma  foi,  Monsieur  I  it  is  your  esn  "  (meaning  essieu,  or  axle)  "  that 
U  broken."' 
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Mirabeau's  errand  to  Provence,  in  this  winter-season,  was 
several-fold.  To  look  after  the  Mirabeau  estates  ;  to  domes- 
ticate himself  among  his  people  and  peers  in  that  region  ;  — 
perhaps  to  choose  a  wife.  Lately,  as  we  saw,  the  old  Mar- 
quis could  think  of  none  suitable,  if  it  were  not  the  Empress 
Catherine.  But  Gabriel  has  ripened  astonishingly  since  that, 
under  this  sunshine  of  paternal  favour,  —  the  first  gleam  of 
such  weather  he  has  ever  had.  Short  of  the  Empress,  it 
were  very  well  to  marry,  the  Marquis  now  thinks,  provided 
your  bride  had  money.  A  bride,  not  with  money,  yet  with 
connexions,  expectations,  is  found  ;  and  by  stormy  eloquence 
(Marquis  seconding)  is  carried  :  woe  worth  the  hour !  Her 
portrait,  by  the  seconding  Marquis  himself,  is  not  very  cap- 
tivating :  '  Marie-Emilie  de  Covet,  only  daughter  of  the  Mar- 
'  quis  de  Marignane,  in  her  eighteenth  year  then ;  she  had  a 

*  very  ordinary  face,  even  a  vulgar  one  at  the  first  glance ; 
'  brown,  nay  almost  tawny  (mauricaud)  ;  fine  eyes,  fine  hair ; 
<  teeth  not  good,  but  a  prettyish  continual  smile ;  figure  small, 
'  but  agreeable,  though  leaning  a  little  to  one  side ;  showed 

*  great  sprightliness  of  mind,  ingenuous,  adroit,  delicate,  lively, 

*  sportful ;  one  of  the  most  essentially  pretty  characters.'  Thia 
brown,  almost  tawny  little  woman,  much  of  a  fool  too,  Mira- 
beau gets  to  wife,  on  the  22d  of  June  1772.  With  her,  and 
with  a  pension  of  8,000  francs  from  his  father-in-law,  and 
one  of  6,000  from  his  own  father  (say  500/1  in  aH),  and 
rich  expectancies,  he  shall  sit  down,  in  the  bottom  of  Pro- 
vence, by  his  own  hired  hearth,  in  the  town  of  Aix,  and 
bless  Heaven. 

Candour  will  admit  that  this  young  Alexander,  just  begin- 
ning his  twenty-fourth  year,  might  grumble  a  little,  seeing 
only  one  such  world  to  conquer.  However,  he  had  his  books, 
he  had  his  hopes  ;  health,  faculty ;  a  Universe  (whereof  even 
the  town  of  Aix  formed  part)  all  rich  with  fruit  and  forbid- 
den-fruit round  him  ;  the  unspeakable  '  seed-field  of  Time ' 
wherein  to  sow :  he  said  to  himself,  Go  to,  I  will  be  wise. 
And  yet  human  nature  is  frail.    One  can  judge  too,  whether 
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the  old  Marquis,  now  coming  into  decided  lawsuit  with  hia 
wife,  was  of  a  humour  to  forgive  peccadilloes.  The  terrible, 
hoarsely  calm,  Rhadamanthine  way  in  which  he  expresses 
himself  on  this  matter  of  the  lawsuit  to  his  brother,  and  en- 
joins silence  from  all  mortals  but  him,  might  affect  weak 
nerves ;  wherefore,  contrary  to  purpose,  we  omit  it.  O  just 
Marquis  I  In  fiict,  the  Riquetti  household,  at  this  time,  can 
do  little  for  frail  human  nature;  except,  perhaps,  make  it 
fiiU  faster.  The  Riquetti  household  is  getting  scattered  ;  not 
always  led  asunder,  but  driven  and  hurled  asunder :  the  tor- 
nado times  for  it  have  begun.  One  daughter  is  Madame  da 
Saillant  (still  living),  a  judicious  sister :  another  is  Madame 
de  Gabris,  not  so  judicious ;  for,  indeed,  her  husband  has 
lawsuits,  —  owing  to  *  defamatory  couplets '  proceeding  from 
him  ;  she  gets  ^  insulted  on  the  public  promenade  of  Grasse,' 
by  a  certain  Baron  de  Yilleneuve-Moans  whom  some  de- 
fiimatory  couplet  had  touched  upon ;  —  all  the  parties  in  the 
business  being  fook.  Nay,  poor  woman,  she  by  and  by,  we 
find,  takes  up  with  pretemuptial  persons;  with  a  certain 
Brianson  in  epaulettes,  described  candidly,  by  the  Ftls 
Adapt*/,  as  '  a  man  who '  —  is  not  fit  to  be  described. 

A  young  heir-apparent  of  all  the  Mirabeaus  is  required  to 
make  some  figure ;  especially  in  marrying  himself.  Tho 
present  young,  heii^apparent  has  nothing  to  make  a  figure 
with  but  bare  five-hundred  a-year,  and  very  considerable 
debts.  Old  Mirabeau  is  hard  as  the  Mosaic  rock,  and  no 
wand  proves  miraculous  on  him ;  for  trouueaus,  cadeaui,  foot- 
washings,  festivities  and  house-heatings,  he  does  simply  not 
yield  one  sou.  The  heir  must  himself  yield  them.  He  does 
so,  and  handsomely :  but,  alas,  the  five-hundred  a-year,  and 
very  considerable  debts?  Quit  Aix  and  dinner-giving; 
retire  to  the  old  Chateau  in  the  gorge  of  two  valleys  I  De- 
vised and  done.  But  now,  a  young  Wife  used  to  the  delica- 
cies of  life,  ought  she  not  to  have  some  suite  of  rooms  done- 
np  for  her  ?  Upholsterers  hammer  and  furbish  ;  with  effect ; 
not  without  bills.    Then  the  very  oondderable  Jew-debts  I 
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Poor  Mirabeau  sees  nothing  for  it,  but  to  run  to  the  father-in- 
law  with  tears  in  his  eyes ;  and  conjure  him  to  make  those 
*  rich  expectations '  in  some  measure  fruitions.  Forty-thou- 
sand francs  ;  to  such  length  will  the  father-in-law,  moved  bj 
these  tears,  by  this  fire-eloquence,  table  ready-money ;  pro- 
vided old  Marquis  Mirabeau,  who  has  some  provisional  re- 
versionary interest  in  the  thing,  will  grant  quittance.  Old 
Marquis  Mirabeau,  written  to  in  the  most  impassioned  per- 
suasive  manner,  answers  by  a  letter,  of  the  sort  they  call 
Sealed  Letter  {Lettre  de  Cachet)  ^  ordering  the  impassioned 
Persuasive,  under  his  Majesty's  hand  and  seal,  to  bundle  into 
(Coventry  as  we  should  say,  into  Manosque  as  the  Sealed 
Letter  says !  —  Farewell,  thou  old  Ch&teau,  with  thy  uphol- 
stered rooms,  on  thy  sheer  rock,  by  the  angry-flowing  Du- 
rance :  welcome,  thou  miserable  little  borough  of  Manosque, 
since  hither  Fate  drives  us  !  In  Manosque,  too,  a  man  can 
live,  and  read ;  can  write  an  Essai  sur  le  De^potisme  (and 
have  it  printed  in  Switzerland,  1774)  ;  full  of  fire  and  rough 
vigour,  and  still  worth  reading. 

The  Essay  on  Despotism^  with  so  little  of  the  Ephemerides 
and  Quesnay  in  it,  could  find  but  a  hard  critic  in  the  old 
Marquis;  snuffling-out  something  (one  fancies)  about  'Be- 
fiex  and  reverberance ; '  formulas  getting  swallowed ;  rash 
hairbrain  treating'  matters  that  require  age  and  gravity ;  — 
however,  let  it  pass.  Unhappily  there  came  other  offences. 
A  certain  gawk,  named  Chevalier  de  Gassaud,  accustomed  to 
visit  in  the  house  at  Manosque,  sees  good  to  commence  ;i 
kind  of  theoretic  flirtation  with  the  little  brown  Wife,  which 
she  theoretically  sees  good  to  return.  Billet  meets  billet; 
glance  follows  glance,  crescendo  allegro  ;  —  till  the  Husband 
opens  his  lips,  volcano-like,  with  a  proposal  to  kick  Chevalier 
de  Gassaud  out  of  doors.  Chevalier  de  Gassaud  goes  un- 
kicked,  but  not  without  some  explosion  or  Mat :  there  is  like 
to  be  a  duel ;  only  that  Gassaud,  knowing  what  a  sword  this 
Riquetti  wears,  will  not  fight ;  and  his  father  has  to  plead 
and  beg.     Generous  Count,  kill  not  my  poor  son :  alas,  al- 
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ready  this  most  lamentable  explosion  itself  has  broken-oflT  the 
finest  marriage^ettlement,  and  now  the  family  will  not  hear 
of  him  I  The  generous  Count,  so  pleaded  with,  not  only 
flings  the  duel  to  the  winds,  but  gallops  off,  forgetful  of  the 
Letire  de  CackeL,  half  desperate,  to  plead  with  the  marriage- 
family  ;  to  preach  with  them,  and  pray,  till  they  have  taken 
poor  Gassaud  into  favour  again.  Prosperous  in  this,  for 
nothing  can  resist  such  pleading,  he  may  now  ride  home 
more  leisurely,  with  the  consciousness  of  a  right  action  for 
once. 

As  we  hint,  this  ride  of  his  lies  beyond  the  limits  fixed  in 
the  royal  Sealed  Letter  ;  but  no  one  surely  will  mind  it,  no 
one  will  report  it.  A  beautiful  summer  evening:  O  poor 
Gabriel,  it  is  the  last  peaceably  prosperous  ride  thou  shalt 
have  for  k>ng,  —  perhaps  almost  ever  in  the  world !  For  lo  I 
who  is  this  that  comes  curricling  through  the  level  yellow 
sunlight ;  like  one  of  Respectability,  keeping  his  gig  ?  By 
Day  and  Night !  it  is  that  base  Baron,  de  Yilleneuve-Moans, 
who  insulted  Sister  Cabris  in  the  promenade  of  Grasse ! 
Haman  nature,  without  time  for  reflection,  is  liable  to  err. 
The  swift-rolling  gig  is  already  in  contact  with  one,  the  horse 
rearing  against  your  horse ;  and  you  dismount,  almost  with- 
out knowing.  Satisfaction  which  gentlemen  expect,  Mon- 
sieur !  No  ?  Do  I  hear  rightly  No  ?  In  that  case,  Mon- 
sieur—  And  this  wild  Gabriel  {horresco  referensi)  clutches 
the  respectable  Yilleneuve-Moans ;  and  horsewhips  him  there, 
not  emblematically  only,  but  practically,  on  the  king's  high- 
way :  seen  of  some  peasants !  Here  is  a  message  for  Rumour 
to  blow  abroad. 

Rumour  blows,  —  to  Paris  as  elsewhither :  for  answer,  on 
the  26th  of  June  1774,  there  arrives  a  fresh  Sealed  Letter 
of  more  emphasis ;  there  arrive  with  it  grim  catchpoles  and 
their  chaise:  the  Swallower  of  Formulas,  snatched  away 
from  his  wife,  from  his  child  then  dying,  from  his  last  shadow 
of  a  home,  even  an  exiled  home,  is  trundling  towards  Mar- 
seilles ;  towards  the  Castle  of  •  If,  which  frowns-out  among 
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the  waters  in  the  roadstead  there !  Girt  with  the  blae  Med- 
iterranean ;  within  iran  stanchions ;  cut-off  from  pen,  paper, 
and  friendit,  and  men,  except  the  Cerberus  of  the  place,  who 
is  charged  to  be  very  sharp  with  him,  there  shall  he  sit :  such 
virtue  is  in  a  Sealed  Letter ;  so  has  the  grim  old  Marquis 
ordered  it  Our  gleam  of  sunshine,  then,  is  darkening  mis- 
erably down  ?  Down,  O  thou  poor  Mirabeau,  to  thick  mid- 
night !  Surely  Formulas  are  ail-too  cruel  on  thee :  thou  art 
getting  really  into  war  with  Formulas  (terribl&st  of  wars) ; 
and  thou,  by  God's  help  and  the  Devil's,  wilt  make  away 
with  them,  —  in  the  terriblest  manner !  From  this  hour,  we 
say,  thick  and  thicker  darkness  settles  round  poor  Gabriel ; 
his  life-path  growing  ever  painfuller ;  alas,  growing  ever 
more  devious,  beset  by  tgnesfcUui,  and  lights  not  of  Heaven. 
Such  Alcides'  Labours  have  seldom  been  allotted  to  any  man. 
Check  thy  hot  frenzy,  thy  hot  tears,  poor  Mirabeau ;  ad- 
just thyself  as  it  may  be ;  for  there  is  no  help.  Autumn 
becomes  loud  winter,  revives  into  gentle  spring :  the  waves 
beat  round  the  Castle  of  If,  at  the  mouth  of  Marseilles  har- 
bour ;  girdling  in  the  unhappiest  man.  No,  not  the  unhap- 
piest :  poor  Gabriel  has  such  a  ^fond  gaillard^  basis  of  joy 
and  gaiety;  *  there  is  a  deep  fiery  life  in  him,  which  no  black- 
ness of  destiny  can  quench.  The  Cerberus  of  If,  M.  Dal- 
legre,  relents,  as  all  Cerberuses  do  with  him ;  gives  paper, 
gives  sympathy  and  oounseL  Nay  letters  have  already  been 
introduced ;  *  buttoned  in  some  scoundrel's  gaiters,'  the  old 
Marquis  says  !  On  Sister  du  Saillant's  kind  letter  there  fall 
*  tears ; '  nevertheless  you  do  not  always  weep.  You  do 
better ;  write  a  brave  Col-d^Argenfs  Memoirs  (quoted-from 
above)  ;  occupy  yourself  with  projects  and  efforts*  Some- 
times, alas,  you  do  worse,  though  in  the  other  direction,  «» 
where  Canteen-keepers  have  pretty  wives  I  A  mere  pecca- 
dillo this  of  the  frail  fair  Cantiniere  (according  to  the  Fil$ 
Adoptif)  ;  of  which  too  much  was  made  at  the  time.  —  Nor 
are  juster  consolations  wanting ;  sisters  and  brothers  bidding 
you  be  of  hope.     Our  readers  have  heard  Count  Mirabeau 
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designated  as  *  the  elder  of  m  j  lads : '  what  if  we  now  ex- 
hibited the  younger  for  one  moment  ?  The  Maltese  Chev- 
alier de  Mirabeaa,  a  rough  son  of  the  sea  in  those  days : 
he  also  is  a  sad  dog,  but  has  the  advantage  of  not  being 
the  elder.  He  has  started  from  Malta,  from  a  sick-bed,  and 
got  hither  to  Marseilles,  in  the  dead  of  winter ;  the  link  of 
Nature  drawing  him,  shaggy  sea-monster  as  he  is. 

'  It  was  a  rough  wind ;  none  of  the  boatmen  would  leave  the  quay 
with  me :  I  induced  two  of  them,  more  by  bullyings  than  by  money ; 
for  thou  knowest  I  ha^e  no  money,  and  am  well  fumiBhcd,  thank 
Qpd,  with  the  gift  of  speaking  or  stuttering.  I  reach  the  Castle  of 
If:  gates  closed;  and  the  Lieutenant,  as  M«  Dallbgre  was  not  there, 
tells  me  quite  sweetly  that  I  must  return  as  I  came.  "  Not,  if  you 
please,  till  I  have  seen  Gabriel."  "It  is  not  allowed."  —  "I  will 
write  to  him."  "Not  that  either."— "  Then  I  will  wait  for  M. 
Dall^gre."  ''Just  so;  but  for  four-and-twenty  hours,  not  more." 
Whereupon  I  take  my  resolution ;  I  go  to  La  Mouret'  (the  Canteen- 
keeper's  pretty  wife) ;  '  we  agree  that  so  soon  as  the  tattoo  is  beat,  I 
sliall  see  this  poor  devil.  I  get  to  him,  in  fact ;  not  like  a  paladin, 
but  like  a  pickpocket  or  a  gallant,  which  thou  wilt ;  and  we  unbosom 
ourselves.  They  had  been  afraid  that  he  would  heat  my  head  to  the 
temperature  of  his  own :  Sister  Cabris,  they  do  him  little  justice ;  I 
can  assure  thee  that  while  he  was  telling  me  his  story,  and  when  my 
rage  broke-  out  in  these  words :  "  Though  still  weakly,  I  have  two 
arms,  strong  enough  to  break  M.  Villeneuve-Moans's,  or  his  cowardly 
persecuting  brother's  at  least,"  he  said^  to  me,  "  Mm  ami,  thou  wilt 
ruin  us  both."  And,  I  confess,  this  consideration  alone,  perhaps, 
hindered  the  execution  of  a  project,  which  could  not  have  profited, 
which  .nothing  but  the  fermentation  of  a  head  such  as  mine  could 
excuse.'  ^ 

Reader,  this  tarry  young  Maltese  Chevalier  is  the  Yicomte 
de  Mirabeau,  or  Younger  Mirabeau  ;  whom  all  men  heard  of 
in  the  Revolution  time,  —  oftenest  by  the  more  familiar  name 
of  Mtrabeau-Tonneau^  or  Barrel  Mirabeau,  from  his  bulk, 
and  the  quantity  of  drink  he  usually  held.  It  is  the  same 
Barrel  Mirabeau  who,  in  the  States-Greneral,  broke  his  sword, 
because  the  Noblesse  gave-in,  and  chivalry  was  now  ended : 
for  in  politics  he  was  directly  the  opposite  of  his  elder  broth- 
1  Vol.  ii.  p.  48. 
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er;  and  spoke  considerablj  as  a  public  man,  making  men 
laugh  (for  he  was  a  wild  surly  fellow,  with  much  wit  in  him 
and  much  liquor)  ;  —  then  went  indignantly  across  the  Rhine, 
and  drilled  Emigrant  Regiments  :  but  as  he  sat  one  morning 
in  his  tent,  sour  c^  stomach  doubtless  and  of  heart,  meditat- 
ing in  Tartarean  humour  on  the  turn  things  took,  a  certain 
captain  or  snbaltem  demands  admittance  on  business;  is 
refused;  again  demands,  and  then  again,  till  the  Colonel 
Viscount  Barrel  Mirabeau,  blazing-up  into  a  mere  burning 
brandy-barrel,  clutches  his  sword,  and  tumbles-out  on  this 
canaxUe  of  an  intruder,  —  alas,  on  the  canaille  of  an  in- 
truder's sword-point  (who  drew  with  swifl  dexterity),  and 
dies,  and  it  is  all  done  with  him  1  That  was  the  fiflh  act  of 
Barrel  Mirabeau's  life-tragedy,  unlike,  and  yet  like,  this  first 
act  in  the  Castle  of  If;  and  so  the  cnrtain  fell,  the  News* 
papers  calling  it  'apoplexy'  and  'alarming  accident' 

Brother  and  Sisters,  the  little  brown  Wife,  the  Cerberus 
of  If,  all  solicit  for  a  penitent  unfortunate  sinner.  The  old 
Marquis's  ear  is  deaf  as  that  of  Destiny.  Solely  by  way  of 
variation,  not  of  alleviation,  the  rather  as  the  If  Cerberus  too 
has  been  bewitched,  he  has  this  sinner  removed;  in  May  next, 
after  some  nine-months  space,  to  the  Castle  of  Joux ;  an 
'  old  owl's  nest,  with  a  few  invalids,'  among  the  Jura  Moun- 
tains. Instead  of  melancholy  main,  let  him  now  try  the 
melancholy  granites  (still  capped  with  snow  at  this  season), 
with  their  mists  and  owlets ;  and  on  the  whole  adjust  himself 
as  if  for  permanence  or  continuance  there ;  on  a  pension  of 
1,200  francs,  fifty  pounds  a-year,  since  he  could  not  do  with 
five-hundred  !  Poor  Mirabeau  ;  —  and  poor  Mirabean's 
Wife  ?  Reader,  the  foolish  little  brown  woman  tires  of  so- 
liciting: her  child  being  buried,  her  husband  buried  alive, 
and  her  little  brown  self  being  still  above  ground  and  under 
twenty,  she  takes  to  recreation,  theoretic  flirtation;  ceases 
soliciting,  begins  successful  forgetting.  The  marriage,  cut 
asunder  that  day  the  catchpole  chaise  drew-up  at  Manosque, 
will  never  come  together  again,  in  spite  of  efforts ;  but  flow 
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onwards  in  two  separate  streams,  to  lose  itself  in  the  fright- 
fullest  sand-deserts.  Husband  and  wife  never  more  saw 
each  other  with  ejes. 

Not  far  from  the  melancholy  Castle  of  Jonx  lies  the  little 
melancholy  borough  of  Pontarlier ;  whither  our  Prisoner  has 
leave,  on  his  parole,  to  walk  when  he  chooses.  A  melan- 
choly little  borough :  yet  in  it  is  a  certain  Monnier  House- 
hold ;  whereby  hangs,  and  will  hang,  a  tale.  Of  old  M. 
Monnier,  respectable  legal  President,  now  in  his  seventy- 
fifth  year,  we  shall  say  less  than  of  his  wife,  Sophie  Monnier 
(once  de  Ruffey,  from  Dijon,  sprung  from  legal  Presidents 
there),  who  is  still  but  short  way  out  of  her  teens.  Yet  she 
has  been  married,  or  seemed  to  be  married,  four  years  :  one 
of  the  loveliest  sad-heroic  women  of  this  or  any  district  of 
country.  What  accursed  freak  of  Fate  brought  January 
and  May  together  here  once  again?  Alas,  it  is  a  custom 
there,  good  reader!  Thus  the  old  Naturalist  Buffon,  who, 
at  the  age  of  sixty-three  (what  is  called  *the  Saint-Martin's 
smnmer  of  incipient  dotage  and  new-myrtle  garlands,'  which 
visits  some  men),  went  ransacking  the  country  for  a  young 
wife,  had  very  nearly  got  this  identical  Sophie  ;  but  did  get 
another,  known  as  Madame  de  Buffon,  well  known  to  Philip 
Egalit^,  having  turned  out  ill.  Sophie  de  Ruffey  loved  wise 
men,  but  not  at  that  extremely  advanced  period  of  life. 
However,  the  question  for  her  is :  Does  she  love  a  Convent 
better?  Her  mother  and  father  are  rigidly  devout,  and 
rigidly  vain  and  poor :  the  poor  girl,  sad-heroic,  is  probably 
a  kind  of  freethinker.  And  now,  old  President  Monnier 
'quarrelling  with  his  daughter;*  and  then  coming  over  to 
Pontarlier  with  gold-bags,  marriage-settlements,  and  the  pros- 
pect of  dying  soon  ?  It  is  that  same  miserable  tale,  oflen 
sung  against,  oflen  spoken  against ;  very  miserable  indeed ! — 
Bat  fancy  what  an  effect  the  fiery  eloquence  of  a  Mirabean 
produced  in  this  sombre  Household :  one's  young  girl-dreams 
incarnated,  most  unexpectedly,  in  this  wild-glowing  mass  of 
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manhood,  though  rather  ugly ;  old  Monnier  himself  gleam- 
ing-up  into  a  kind  of  vitality  to  hear  him  I  Or  fancy  whether 
a  sad-heroic  face,  glancing  on  you  with  a  thankfulness  like 

to  become  glad-heroic,  were  not ?    Mirabeau  felt,  by 

known  symptoms,  that  the  sweetest,  fatallest  incantation  was 
stealing  over  him,  which  could  lead  only  to  the  devil,  for  all 
parties  interested.  He  wrote  to  his  wife,  entreating  in  the 
name  of  Heaven,  that  she  would  come  to  him:  thereby 
might  the  'sight  of  his  duties'  fortify  him;  he  meanwhile 
would  at  least  forbear  Pontarlier.  The  wife  *  answered  by  a 
*  few  icy  lines,  indicating,  in  a  covert  way,  that  she  thought 
'  me  not  in  my  wits.'  He  ceases  forbearing  Pontarlier ; 
sweeter  is  it  than  the  owl's  nest:  he  returns  thither,  with 
sweeter  and  ever  sweeter  welcome;  and  so  — !  — 

Old  Monnier  saw  nothing,  or  winked  hard ;  —  not  so  our 
old  foolish  Commandant  of  the  Castle  of  Joux.  He,  though 
kind  to  his  prisoner  formerly,  '  had  been  making  some  pre- 
'  tensions  to  Sophie  himself;  he  was  but  forty  or  five-and- 
<  forty  years  older  than  I ;  my  ugliness  was  not  greater  than 
^his;  and  I  had  the  advantage  of  being  an  honest  man." 
Green-eyed  Jealousy,  in  the  shape  of  this  old  ugly  Com- 
mandant, warns  Monnier  by  letter ;  also,  on  some  thin  pre- 
text, restricts  Mirabeau  henceforth  to  the  four  walls  of  Joux. 
Mirabeau  flings  back  such  restriction,  in  an  indignant  Letter 
to  this  green-eyed  Commandant ;  indignantly  steps  over  into 
Switzerland,  which  is  but  a  few  miles  off;  —  returns,  how- 
ever, in  a  day  or  two  (it  is  dark  January  1776),  covertly  to 
Pontarlier.  There  is  an  explosion,  what  they  call  ictoL 
Sophie  Monnier,  sharply  dealt  with,  resists ;  avows  her  love 
for  Gabriel  Honor^ ;  asserts  her  right  to  love  him,  her  pur- 
pose to  continue  doing  it.  She  is  sent  home  to  Dijon  ;  Ga- 
briel Honor^  covertly  follows  her  thither. 

Explosions  :  what  a  continued  series  of  explosions,  — 
through  winter,  spring,  summer!  There  are  tears,  devo- 
tional exercises,  threatenings  to  commit  suicide;  there  are 
stolen  interviews,  perils,  proud  avowals  and  lowly  conceal- 
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ments.  He  on  his  part  'voluntarilj  constitutes  himself 
prisoner ; '  and  does  other  haughtj,  vehement  things ;  some 
Commandants  behaving  honourably,  and  some  not :  one 
Commandant  (old  Marquis  Mirabeau  of  the  Ch&teau  of 
Bignon)  getting  ready  his  thunderbolts  in  the  distance !  '  I 
'  have  been  lucky  enough  to  obtain  Mont  Saint-Michel,  in 
'Normandy/  says  the  old  Marquis:  <I  think  that  prison 
'  good,  because  there  is  first  the  Castle  itself,  then  a  ring- 
'  work  all  round  themountain ;  and,  after  that,  a  pretty  long 

*  passage  among  the  sands,  where  you  need  guides,  to  avoid 

*  being  drowned  in  the  quicksands.'  Yes,  it  rises  there^  that 
Mountain  of  Saint-Michel,  and  Mountain  of  Misery ;  tower- 
ing sheer  up,  like  a  bleak  Pisgah  with  outlooks  only  into 
desolation,  sand,  salt-water  and  despair.^  Fly,  thou  poor 
Crabriel  Honor^  I  Thou  poor  Sophie,  return  to  Pontarlier ; 
for  Convent-walls  too  are  cruel  I 

Gabriel  flies ;  and  indeed  there  fly  with  him  Sister  Cabris 
and  her  pretemuptial  epauletted  Brianson,  who  are  already 
in  flight  for  their  own  behoof:  into  deep  thickets  and  cov* 
ered  ways,  wide  over  the  South-west  of  France.  Marquis 
MirabeaUf  thinking  with  a  fond  sorrow  of  Mont  SaintrMichel 
and  its  quicksands,  chooses  the  two  best  bloodhounds  the 
Police  of  Paris  has  (Inspector  Brugni^re  and  another); 
and,  unmuzzling  them,  cries  :  Hunt !  —  Man  being  a  vena- 
tory  creature,  and  the  Chase  perennially  interesting  to  him, 
we  have  thought  it  might  be  good  to  present  certain  broken 
glimpses  of  this  man-hunt  through  the  South-west  of  France ; 
of  which,  by  a  singular  felicity,  some  Narrative  exists,  in  the 
shape  of  official  repoits,  very  ill-spelt  and  otherwise  curious, 
written  down  sectionally  by  the  chief  slot-hound  himself,  for 
transmittal  to  the  chief  huntsman  eyeing  it  intently  from  the 
distance.  It  is  not  every  day  that  there  is  such  game  afield 
as  a  Gabriel  Honor^,  such  a  huntsman  tallyhoing  in  the 
distance  as  old  Marquis  Mirabeau  ;   or  that  you  have  a 

1  8m  M4nioinid€Madam4  de  OMfit,  111.  201. 
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hound  who  can,  in  never  so  bad  speUing,  tdl  you  what  his 
notions  of  the  business  are : 

'  On  arriving  at  D\jon,  I  went  to  see  Madame  la  Pr&idente  Rufiey, 
to  gather  new  informations  from  her.  Madame  informed  me  that 
there  was  in  the  town  a  certain  ClievaUer  de  Macon,  a  half-pay  offi- 
cer, who  was  the  Sieur  Mirabeau's  friend,  his  companion  and  con- 
fidant, and  that  if  any  one  could  get  acquainted  with  Aim' — . — 
'The  Sieur  Brugni^re  went  therefore  to  lodge  at  this  Maoon'e 
inn ;  finds  means  to  get  acquainted  with  him,  afiecting  the  same 
tastes,  following  him  to  fencing-rooms,  billiard-tables  and  other  such 
places.'  — 

*  Accordingly,  on  reaching  Geneva,  we  learn  that  the  Sieur  Mira^ 
beau  did  arrive  there  on  the  fifth  of  June.  He  left  it  for  Thonon  in 
Savoy ;  two  women  in  men's-clothes  came  asking  for  him,  and  they 
all  went  away  together,  by  Chamb^ry,  and  thence  by  Turin.  At 
Thonon  we  could  not  learn  what  road  they  had  taken ;  so  secret  are 
they,  and  involve  themselves  in  all  manner  of  detours.  After  three 
days  of  incredible  fatigue,  we  discover  the  man  that  had  driven 
them :  it  is  back  to  Geneva  that  they  are  gone ;  we  hasten  hither 
again,  and  have  good  hope  of  finding  them  now.'  —  Hope  &llacious 
as  before  I 

'  However,  what  helps  Brugni^re  and  me  a  little  is  this,  tiiat  the 
Sieur  Mirabeau  and  his  train,  though  already  armed  like  smugglers, 
bought  yet  other  pistols,  and  likewise  sabres,  even  a  hunting-knif^ 
with  a  secret  pistol  for  handle ;  we  learned  this  at  Geneva.  They 
take  remote  diabolic  roads  to  avoid  entering  France.'  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 
'  Following  on  foot  the  trace  of  them,  it  brings  us  to  Lyons,  where 
they  seem  to  have  taken  the  most  obscure  methods,  accompanied 
with  impenetrable  cunning,  to  enter  the  town  :  we  lost  all  track  of 
them  ;  our  researches  were  most  painful.  At  length  we  have  come 
upon  a  man  named  Saint-Jean,  confidential  servant  of  Madame  de 
Cabris.'  —  *  On  quitting  this,  along  with  Brianson,  who  I  think  is  a 
bad  subject,  M.  de  Mirabeau  signified  to  Saint-Jean  that  they  were 
going  to  Lorgue  in  Provence,  which  is  Brianson's  country;  that 
Brianson  was  then  to  accompany  him  as  far  as  Nice,  where  he  would 
embark  for  Geneva  and  pass  a  month  there.'  — 

'  Following  this  trace  of  M.  de  Mirabeau,  who  had  embarked  on 
the  Rhone  at  Lyons,  we  came  to  Avignon :  here  we  find  he  took 
post-horses,  having  sent  for  them  half  a  league  from  the  town ;  he 
had  another  pair  of  pistols  bought  for  him  here ;  and  then,  being 
well  hidden  in  the  cabriolet,  drove  through  Avignon,  put  letters  in 
the  post-office ;  it  was  about  the  dusk  of  the  evening.    But  now  at 
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that  time  vas  the  chief  tumult  of  the  Beaucaire  Fair,i  and  this  cab- 
riolet was  so  lost  in  the  crowd  that  it  was  impossible  for  us  to  track 
it  farther.  However,  the  domestic  Saint-Jean  '  — .  ♦  *  — *a 
M.  Marsaut,  Advocate,  an  honourable  man,  who  gave  us  all  possible 
directions.'  '  He  introduced  us  to  this  Brianson,  with  whom  we  con- 
trived to  sup.  We  gave  ourselves  out  for  travellers,  Lyons  mer- 
chants, who  were  going,  the  one  of  us  to  Geneva  and  Italy,  the  other 
to  Geneva  only :  it  was  the  way  to  make  this  Brianson  speak.'  *   *  * 

*  When  you  leave  Provence  to  pass  into  the  Country  of  Nice,  you 
have  to  wade  across  the  Var;  a  torrent  which  is  almost  always  dan- 
gerous, and  is  often  impracticable:  it  sometimes  spreads  out  to  a 
quarter  of  a  league  in  breadth,  and  has  an  astonishing  rapidity  at  all 
times :  its  reputation  is  greater  still ;  and  travellers  who  have  to 
cross  speak  of  it  with  terror.  On  each  bank  there  are  strong  men 
who  make  a  trade  of  passing  travellers  across ;  going  before  them 
and  around  them,  with  strong  poles,  to  sound  the  bottom,  which  will 
change  several  times  in  a  day :  they  take  great  pains  to  increase 
your  fear,  even  when  there  is  not  danger.  Those  people,  by  whose 
means  we  passed,  told  us  that  they  had  offered  to  pass  a  gentleman 
having  the  same  description  as  he  we  seek;  that  this  gentleman 
would  have  nobody,  but  crossed  with  some  women  of  the  country, 
who  were  wading  without  guide ;  that  he  seemed  to  dislike  being 
looked  at  too  close:  we  made  the  utmost  researches  there.  We 
found  that,  at  some  distance,  this  person  had  entered  a  hedge-tavern 
for  some  refreshment ;  that  he  had  a  gold  box  with  a  lady's  portrait 
in  it,  and  in  a  word  the  same  description  everyway ;  tliat  he  asked 
if  they  did  not  know  of  any  ship  at  Nice  for  Italy,  and  that  they 
told  him  of  one  for  England.  He  had  crossed  the  Var,  as  I  had  the 
honour  of  informing  you,  Monsieur,  above :  I  have  the  honour  of 
observing  that  there  is  no  Police  at  Nice.'    *        * 

"*  *  *  Found  that  there  had  embarked,  at  Yillefranche,  which 
is  another  little  haven  near  to  Nice,  a  private  person  unknown,  an- 
swering still  to  the  same  description  (except  that  he  wore  a  red  coat, 
whereas  M.  de  Mirabeau  has  been  followed  hitherto  under  a  green 
coat,  a  red-brown  one  {mordori),  and  a  gray  ribbed  one)  ;  and  em- 
barked for  England.  In  spite  of  this  we  sent  persons  into  the 
Heights  to  get  information,  who  know  the  secret  passages ;  the 
Sieur  Brugni^re  mounted  a  mule  accustomed  to  those  horrific  and 
terrifying  Mountains,  took  a  guide,  and  made  all  possible  researches 
too :  in  a  word.  Monsieur,  we  have  done  all  tliat  the  human  mind 
(VegprU  humain)  can  imagine,  and  this  when  the  heats  are  so  exces- 
sive ;  and  we  are  worn-out  with  fetigue,  and  our  limbs  swoln.' 

^  Napoleon*  B  Sovptr  de  Btavcaire  I 
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No :  all  that  the  human  mind  can  imagine  is  ineffectual. 
On  the  twenty-third  night  of  August  (1776),  Sophie  de  Mon* 
nier,  in  man's  clothes,  is  scaling  the  Monnier  garden-wall  at 
Pontarlier ;  is  crossing  the  Swiss  marches,  wrapped  in  a 
cloak  of  darkness,  borne  on  the  wings  of  love  and  despair. 
Gabriel  Honor^,  wrapped  in  the  like  doak,  borne  on  the 
like  vehicle,  is  gone  with  her  to  Holland,  —  thenceforth  a 
broken  man. 

<  Crime  forever  lamentable,'  ejaculates  the  JF^  Adoptif; 
'  of  which  the  world  has  so  spc^en,  and  must  forever  speak  ! ' 
There  are,  indeed,  many  things  easy  to  be  spoken  of  it ;  and 
also  some  things  not  easy  to  be  spoken.  Why,  for .  example, 
thou  virtuous  Fits  Adoptif^  was  that  of  the  Canteen-keeper's 
wife  at  If  such  a  peccadillo,  and  this  of  the  legal  President's 
wife  such  a  crime,  lamentable  to  that  late  date  of  '  forever  ?  * 
The  present  reviewer  fancies  them  to  be  the  same  crime. 
Again,  might  not  the  first  grand  criminal  and  sinner  in  this 
business  be  legal  President  Monnier,  the  distracted,  spleen- 
stricken,  moon-stricken  old  man;  —  liable  to  trial,  with  non* 
acquittal  or  difficult  acquittal,  at  the  great  Bar  of  Nature 
herself?  And  then  the  second  sinner  in  it?  and  the  third 
and  the  fouilh  ?  '  He  that  is  withotU  sin  among  you  I '  — > 
One  thing,  therefore,  the  present  reviewer  will  speak,  in  tha 
words  of  old  Samuel  Johnson :  My  dear  FiU  Adoptif^  my 
dear  brethren  of  Mankind,  *  endeavour  to  clear  your  mind  of 
Cant ! '  It  is  positively  the  prime  necessity  for  all  men,  and 
all  women  and  children,  in  these  days,  who  would  have  their 
souls  live,  were  it  even  feebly,  and  not  die  of  the  detest»- 
blest  asphyxia,  —  as  in  carbonic  vapour,  the  more  horrible, 
for  breathing  of,  the  more  clean  it  looks. 

That  the  ParlemerU  of  Besan90n  indicted  Mirabeau  for 
rc^t  et  voly  abduction  and  robbery;  that  they  condemned 
him  '  in  contumacious  absence,'  and  went  the  length  of  be- 
heading a  Paper  Effigy  of  him,  ^as  perhaps  extremely 
suitable ;  —  but  not  to  be  dwelt  on  here.  Neither  do  we 
pry  curiously  into  the  garret-life  in  Holland  and  Amstei^ 
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dam ;  being  straitened  for  room.  The  wild  man  and  hid 
beautiful  sad-heroic  woman  lived  out  their  romance  of 
realitj,  as  well  as  was  to  be  expected.  Hot  tempers  go 
not  always  soflly  together;  neither  did  the  course  of  true 
love,  either  in  wedlock  or  in  elopement,  ever  run  smooth* 
Tet  it  did  run,  in  this  instance,  copious,  if  not  smooth  ;  with 
quarrel  and  reconcilement,  tears  and  heart-effusion  ;  sharp 
tropical  squalls,  and  also  the  gorgeous  effulgence  and  ex- 
uberance of  general  tropical  weather.  It  was  like  a  little 
Paphos  islet  in  the  middle  of  blackness ;  the  very  danger 
and  despair  that  environed  it  made  the  islet  blissful ;  —  even 
as  in  virtue  of  death,  life  to  the  fretfullest  becomes  tolerable, 
beeomes  sweet,  death  being  so  nigh.  At  any  hour,  might 
not  king's  exempt  or  other  dread  alguazil  knock  at  our 
garret  establishment,  here  '  in  the  Kalbestrcmdj  at  Lequesne 
the  tailor's,'  and  dissolve  it  ?  Gabriel  toils  for  Dutch  book- 
sellers ;  bearing  their  heavy  load ;  translating  WdUon^s  Philip 
Second;  doing  endless  Gibeonite  work:  earning,  however, 
his  gold  louis  a-daj.  Sophie  sews  and  scours  beside  him, 
with  her  soft  fingers,  not  grudging  it:  in  hard  toils,  in 
trembling  joys  begirt  with  terrors,  with  one  terror,  that  of 
being  parted,  —  their  days  roll  swiftly  on.  For  eight  tropi- 
cal months  I  — Ah,  at  the  end  of  some  eight  months  (14th 
May  1777)  enter  the  alguazil!  He  is  in  the  shape  of 
Bnigniere,  our  old  slot-hound  of  the  South-west ;  the  swell- 
ing of  his  legs  is  fallen  now ;  this  time  the  human  mind  has 
been  able  to  manage  it  He  carries  King's  orders,  High 
Mightiness's  sanctions ;  sealed  parchments.  Gabriel  Honor^ 
shall  be  carried  this  way,  Sophie  that;  Sophie,  like  to  be 
a  mother,  shall  behold  him  no  more.  Desperation,  even  in 
the  female  character,  can  go  no  farther :  she  will  kill  herself 
that  hour,  as  even  the  slot-hound  believes,  —  had  not  the 
▼ery  slot-honnd,  in  mercy,  undertaken  that  they  should  have 
some  means  of  correspondence  ;  that  hope  should  not  utterly 
be  cot  away.  With  embracings  and  interjections,  sobbings 
that  cannot  be  uttered,  they  tear  themselves  asunder,  stony 
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Paris  now  nigh :  Mirabeau  towards  his  prison  of  Vincennes ; 
Sophie  to  some  milder  Convent-parlour  relegation,  there  to 
await  what  Fate,  very  minatory  at  this  time,  will  see  good 
to  bring. 

Conceive  the  giant  Mirabeau  locked  fast,  then,  in  Doubt- 
ing-castle of  Vincennes ;  his  hot  soul  surging-up,  wildly 
breaking  itself  against  cold  obstruction ;  the  voice  of  his 
despair  reverberated  on  him  by  dead  stone-walls.  Fallen 
in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  the  ambitious  haughty  man ;  his 
fair  life-hopes  from  without  all  spoiled  and  become  foul 
ashes :  and  from  within,  —  what  he  has  done,  what  he  had 
parted  with  and  undone !  Deaf  as  Destiny  is  a  Rhadaman- 
thine  father ;  inaccessible  even  to  the  attempt  at  pleading. 
Heavy  doors  have  slammed-to ;  their  bolts  growling  Woe  to 
thee!  Great  Paris  sends  eastward  its  daily  multitudinous 
hum  ;  in  the  evening  sun  thou  seest  its  weathercocks  glitter, 
its  old  grim  towers  and  fuliginous  life-breath  all  gilded :  and 
thou  ?  —  Neither  evening  nor  morning,  nor  change  of  day 
nor  season,  brings  deliverance.  Forgotten  of  Earth;  not 
too  hopefully  remembered  of  Heaven !  No  passionate  Pater- 
Peccavi  can  move  an  old  Marquis ;  deaf  he  as  Destiny. 
Thou  must  sit  there.  —  For  forty-two  months,  by  the  great 
Zodiacal  Horologe !  The  heir  of  the  Riquettis,  sinful,  and 
yet  more  sinned  against,  has  worn-out  his  wardrobe ;  com- 
plains that  his  clothes  get  looped  and  windowed,  insufficient 
against  the  weather.  His  eye-sight  is  failing;  the  family 
disorder,  nephritis,  afflicts  him ;  the  doctors  declare  horse- 
exercise  essential  to  preserve  life.  Within  the  walls,  then  ! 
answers  the  old  Marquis.  Count  de  Mirabeau  ^  rides  in  the 
garden  of  forty  paces ; '  with  quick  turns,  hamperedly,  over- 
looked by  donjons  and  high  stone-barriers. 

And  yet  fancy  not  Mirabeau  spent  his  time  in  mere  wail- 
ing and  raging.     Far  from  that !  — 

To  whine,  put  finger  i'  the  eye,  and  sob, 
Because  he  had  ne'er  another  tub, 

was  in  no  case  Mirabeau's  method,  more  than  Diogenes's. 
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Other  such  wild-glowing  mass  of  life,  which  you  might  beat 
with  Cyclops'  hammers  (and,  alas,  not  beat  the  dross  out  o()y 
was  not  in  Europe  at  that  time.  Call  him  not  the  strongest 
man  then  living ;  for  light,  as  we  said,  and  not  fire,  is  the 
strong  thing :  yet  call  him  strong  too,  very  strong ;  and  for 
toughness,  tenacity,  vivaciousness  and  a  fond  gaiUard,  call 
him  toughest  of  all.  Raging  passions,  ill-governed  ;  reckless 
tumult  from  within,  merciless  oppression  from  without ;  ten 
men  might  have  died  of  what  this  Gabriel  Honore  did  not 
yet  die  of.  Police-captain  Lenoir  allowed  him,  in  mercy 
and  according  to  engagement,  to  correspond  with  Sophie; 
the  condition  was,  that  the  letters  should  be  seen  by  Lenoir, 
and  be  returned  into  his  keeping.  Mirabeau  corresponded ; 
in  fire  and  tears,  copiously,  not  Werter-like,  but  Mirabeau- 
like.  Then  he  had  penitential  petitions,  Pater-Peccams  to 
write,  to  get  presented  and  enforced ;  for  which  end  all  man- 
ner of  friends  must  be  urged :  correspondence  enough.  Be- 
sides, he  could  read,  though  very  limitedly :  he  could  even 
compose  or  compile;  extracting  not  in  the  manner  of  the 
bee,  from  the  very  Bible  and  Dom  Calmet,  a  ^  BilUon 
Eroticonj  which  can  be  recommended  to  no  woman  or  man. 
The  pious  F^  Adoptif  drops  a  veil  over  his  face  at  this 
scandal ;  and  says  lamentably  that  there  is  nothing  to  be 
said.  As  for  the  Correspondence  with  Sophie,  it  lay  in 
Lenoir's  desk,  forgotten ;  but  was  found  there  by  Manuel, 
Procureur  of  the  Commune  in  1792,  when  so  many  desks 
flew  open,  and  by  him  given  to  the  world.  A  book  which 
fair  sensibility  (rather  in  a  private  way)  loves  to  weep  over : 
not  this  reviewer,  to  any  considerable  extent;  not  at  all 
here,  in  his  present  strait  for  room.  Good  love-Jetters  of 
their  kind  notwithstanding.  But  if  anything  can  swell  far- 
ther the  tears  of  fair  sensibility  over  Mirabeau's  Correspond-' 
ence  of  Vtncennes^  it  must  be  this :  the  issue  it  ended  in. 
After  a  space  of  years,  these  two  lovers,  wrenched  asunder 
in  Holland,  and  allowed  to  correspond  that  they  might  not 
poison  themselves,  met  again  :  it  was  under  cloud  of  night ; 
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in  Sophie's  apartment,  in  the  country ;  Mirabeau, '  disguised 
as  a  porter/  had  oome  thither  from  a  considerable  distance. 
And  thej  flew  into  each  other's  arms ;  to  weep  their  child 
dead,  their  long  unspeakable  woes  ?  Not  at  all.  Thej  stood, 
arms  stretched  oratoricallj,  calling  one  another  to  account  for 
causes  of  jealousy ;  grew  always  louder,  arms  set  a-kimbo ; 
and  parted  quite  loud,  never  to  meet  more  on  earth.  In 
September  1789,  Mirabeau  had  risen  to  be  a  world's  won- 
der :  and  Sophie,  far  from  him,  had  sunk  out  of  the  world's 
sight,  respected  only  in  the  little  town  of  Gien.  On  the  9th 
night  of  September,  Mirabeau  might  be  thundering  in  the 
Versailles  SaUe  des  MentUj  to  be  reported  of  all  Journals 
on  the  morrow  ;  and  Sophie,  twice  disappointed  of  new  mar- 
riage, the  sad-heroic  temper  darkened  now  into  perfect  black, 
was  reclining,  self-tied  to  her  sofa,  with  a  pan  of  charcoal 
burning  near ;  to  die  as  the  unhappy  die.  Said  we  not, 
*  the  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth  ? ' 

However,  after  two-and-forty  months,  and  negotiations, 
and  more  intercessions  than  in  Catholic  countries  will  free  a 
soul  out  of  Purgatory,  Mirabeau  is  once  more  delivered  from 
the  strong  place:  not  into  his  own  home  (home,  wife  and 
the  whole  Past  are  far  parted  from  him) ;  not  into  his  fa- 
ther's home  ;  but  forth  ;  —  hurled  forth,  to  seek  his  fortune 
Ishmael-like  in  the  wide  hunting-field  of  the  world.  Con- 
sider him,  O  reader;  thou  wilt  find  him  very  notable.  A 
disgraced  man,  not  a  broken  one;  ruined  outwardly,  not 
ruined  inwardly ;  not  yet,  for  there  is  no  ruining  of  him  on 
that  side.  Such  a  buoyancy  of  radical  fire  Bndfond  gcdHard 
he  has  ;  with  his  dignity  and  vanity,  levity,  solidity,  with  his 
virtues  and  his  vices,  what  a  front  he  shows  I  You  would 
say,  he  bates  not  a  jot,  in  these  sad  circumstances,  of  what 
he  claimed  from  Fortune,  but  rather  enlarges  it :  his  proud 
soul,  so  galled,  deformed  by  manacles  and  bondage,  flings 
away  its  prison-gear,  bounds-forth  to  the  fight  again,  as  if 
victory,  after  all,  were  certain.  Post-horses  to  Pontarlier 
and  the  Besan9on  Parlement ;  that  that  <  sentence  by  contu- 
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macj '  be  annalled,  and  the  Paper  Eifigj  have  its  Head  stuck 
on  again !  The  wild  gian^  said  to  be  '  absent  by  contumacy/ 
sits  Toluntarilj  in  the  Pontarlier  Jail ;  thunders  in  pleadings 
which  make  Parlementeers  quake,  and  all  France  listen; 
and  the  Head  reunites  itself  to  the  Paper  Efhgy  with  apolo- 
gies. Monnier  and  the  De  Ruffejs  know  who  is  the  most 
impudent  man  alive:  the  world,  with  astonishment,  who  is 
one  of  the  ablest.  Even  the  old  Marquis  snuffles  approval, 
though  with  qualification.  Tough  old  man,  he  has  lost  his 
own  world-famous  Lawsuit  and  other  lawsuits,  with  ruinous 
expenses ;  has  seen  his  fortune  and  projects  fail,  and  even 
lettres  de  cachet  turn-out  not  always  satisfactory  or  sanatory : 
wherefore  he  summons  his  children  about  him ;  and,  really 
in  a  very  serene  way,  declares  himself  invalided,  fit  only  for 
the  chimney-nook  now ;  to  sit  patching  his  old  mind  together 
again  (d  rebouter  sa  tete,  a  se  recaudre  pihce  a  piece)  :  advice 
and  countenance  they,  the  deserving  part  of  them,  shall  al- 
ways enjoy ;  but  lettree  de  cachet,  or  other  the  like  benefit 
and  guidance,  not  any  more.  Right  so,  thou  best  o{  old 
Marquises !  There  he  rests  then,  like  the  still  evening  of 
a  thundery  day ;  thunders  no  more ;  but  rays-forth  many  a 
curiously-tinted  lightrbeam  and  remark  on  life ;  serene  to  the 
last.  Among  Mirabeau's  small  catalogue  of  virtues,  very 
small  of  formulary  and  conventional  virtues,  let  it  not  be 
forgotten  that  he  loved  this  old  father  warmly  to  the  end ; 
and  forgave  his  cruelties,  or  forgot  them  in  kind  interpreta- 
tion of  them. 

For  the  Pontarlier  Paper  Effigy,  therefore,  it  is  well :  and 
yet  a  man  lives  not  comfortably  without  money.  Ah,  were 
one's  marriage  not  disrupted ;  for  the  old  father-in-law  will 
soon  die ;  those  rich  expectations  were  then  fruitions !  The 
ablest,  not  the  most  shamefaced  man  in  France,  is  off,  next 
spring  (1783),  to  Aix ;  stirring  Parlement  and  Heaven  and 
Earth  there,  to  have  his  wife  back.  How  he  worked ;  with 
what  nobleness  and  courage  (according  to  the  File  Adoptif)  ; 
giant's  work !    The  sound  of  him  is  spread  over  France  and 
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over  the  world;  English  travellers,  high  foreign  lordships, 
turnlDg  aside  to  A\x ;  and  ^  multitudes  gathered  even  on  the 
roofs '  to  hear  him,  the  Court-house  being  crammed  to  burst- 
ing !  Demosthenic  fire  and  pathos ;  penitent  husband  calling 
for  forgiveness  and  restitution  :  —  ^  ce  n*est  qu*un  claquedenU 
ei  unfol,'  rajs-forth  the  old  Marquis  from  the  chimnej-nook ; 
^  a  clatter-teeth  and  madman  ! '  The  world  and  Parlement 
thought  not  that ;  knew  not  what  to  think,  if  not  that  this 
was  the  questionablest  able  man  they  had  ever  heard ;  and, 
alas,  still  farther,  —  that  his  cause  was  untenaUe.  No  wife, 
then  ;  and  no  money  !  From  this  second  attack  on  Fortune, 
Mirabeau  returns  foiled,  and  worse  than  before ;  resource- 
less,  for  now  the  old  Maitjuts  too  again  eyes  him  askance. 
He  must  hunt  Ishmael-like,  as  we  said.  Whatsoever  of 
wit  or  strength  he  has  within  himself  will  stand  true  to  him  ; 
on  that  he  can  count;  unfortunately  on  almost  nothing  but 
that. 

Mirabeau's  life  for  the  next  five  years,  which  creeps  troub- 
lous, obscure,  through  several  of  these  £ight  Volumes,  will 
probably,  in  the  One  right  Volume  whicb  they  hold  impris- 
oned, be  delineated  briefly.  It  is  the  long-drawn  practical 
improvement  of  the  sermon  already  preached  in  Rh^,  in  If, 
in  Joux,  in  Holland,  in  Vincennes  and  ebewhere.  A  giant 
man  in  the  flower  of  his  years,  in  the  winter  of  his  pros- 
pects, has  to  see  how  he  will  reconcile  these  two  oontradic- 
tions.  With  giant  energies  and  talents,  with  giant  virtues 
even,  he,  burning  to  unfold  himself,  has  got  put  into  his 
hands,  for  implements  and  means  to  do  it  with,  disgrace,  con- 
tumely, obstruction  ;  character  elevated  only  as  Haman  was ; 
purse  full  only  of  debt-summonses ;  household,  home  and 
possessions,  as  it  were,  sown  with  salt ;  Ruin's  ploughshare 
furrowing  too  deeply  himself  and  all  that  was  his.  Under 
these,  and  not  under  other  conditions,  shall  this  man  now 
live  and  struggle.  Well  might  he  *  weep '  long  afterwards 
(though  not  given  to  the  melting  mood),  thinking  over,  with 
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Dumont,  how  bis  life  had  been  blasted,  by  himself,  by  others ; 
and  was  now  so  defaced  and  thunder-riven,  no  glory  could 
make  it  whole  again.  Truly,  as  we  oflen  say,  a  weaker,  and 
yet  very  strong  man,  might  have  died,  —  by  hypochondria, 
by  brandy,  or  by  arsenic :  but  Mirabeau  did  not  die.  The 
world  is  not  his  friend,  nor  the  world's  law  and  formula  ?  It 
will  be  his  enemy,  then  ;  his  conqueror  and  master  not  alto- 
gether. There  are  strong  men  who  can,  in  case  of  necessity, 
make  away  with  formulas  (humer  les  far  mules),  and  yet  find 
a  habitation  behind  them :  these  are  the  very  strong ;  and 
Mirabeau  was  of  these.  The  world's  esteem  having  gone 
quite  against  him,  and  most  circles  of  society,  with  their 
codes  and  regulations,  pronouncing  little  but  anathema  on 
him,  he  is  nevertheless  not  lost ;  he  does  not  sink  to  despera- 
tion ;  not  to  dishonesty,  or  pusillanimity,  or  splenetic  aridity. 
Nowise !  In  spite  of  the  world,  he  is  a  living  strong  man 
there:  the  world  cannot  take  from  him  his  just  conscious- 
ness of  himself,  his  warm  open-hearted  feeling  towards  others ; 
there  are  still  limits,  on  all  sides,  to  which  the  world  and  the 
devil  cannot  drive  him.  The  giant,  we  say  !  How  he  stands, 
like  a  mountain ;  thunder-riven,  but  broad-based,  rooted  in 
the  Earth's  (in  Nature's)  own  rocks;  and  will  not  tumble 
prostrate !  So  true  is  it  what  a  moralist  has  said :  *  One 
'  could  not  wish  any  man  to  fall  into  a  fauh ;  yet  is  it  often 
'  precisely  after  a  fault,  or  a  crime  even,  that  the  morality 
<  which  is  in  a  man  first  unfolds  itself,  and  what  of  strength 
'he  as  a  man  possesses,  now  when  all  else  is  gone  from 
•  him.' 

Mirabeau,  through  these  dim  years,  is  seen  wandering  from 
place  to  place  ;  in  France,  Germany,  Holland,  England ;  find- 
ing no  rest  for  the  sole  of  his  foot  It  is  a  life  of  shifts  and 
expedients,  au  jour  le  jour*  Extravagant  in  his  expenses, 
thriftless,  swimming  in  a  welter  of  debts  and  difficulties ;  for 
which  he  has  to  provide  by  fierce  industry,  by  skill  in  finan- 
dership.  The  man's  revenue  is  his  wits ;  he  has  a  pen  and 
a  head ;  and,  happily  for  him,  ^  is  the  demon  of  the  impossi- 
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bie.'  At  no  time  is  he  without  some  blazing  project  or  other, 
which  shall  warm  and  illuminate  far  and  wide;  which  too 
often  blazes-out  ineffectual ;  which  in  that  case  he  replaces 
and  renews,  for  his  hope  is  inexhaustible.  He  writes  Pam* 
phlets  unweariedlj  as  a  steam-engine:  on  I%€  Opening  of 
the  Sehddty  and  Kaiser  Joseph ;  on  Hie  Order  of  ancinna- 
tus,  and  Washington ;  on  Count  Cagliostro,  and  the  Diamond 
Necklace.  Innumerable  are  the  helpers  and  joumeymen, 
respectable  Mauvillons,  respectable  Dumonts,  whom  he  can 
set  working  for  him  on  such  matters ;  it  is  a  gift  he  has. 
He  writes  Books,  in  as  many  as  eight  volumes,  which  are 
properly  only  a  larger  kind  of  Pamphlets.  He  has  polemics 
with  Caron  Beaumarchais  on  the  water-company  of  Paris ; 
lean  Caron  shooting  sharp  arrows  into  him,  which  he  re- 
sponds to  demoniacally,  *  flinging  hills  with  all  their  woods.*^ 
He  is  intimate  with  many  men ;  his  ^  terrible  gift  of  familiar-, 
ity,'  his  joyous  courtiership  and  faculty  of  pleasing,  do  not 
forsake  him :  but  it  is  a  questionable  intimacy,  granted  to  the 
man's  talents,  in  spite  of  his  character:  a  relation  which  the 
proud  Riquetti,  not  the  humbler  that  he  is  poor  and  ruined, 
correctly  feels.  With  still  more  women  is  he  intimate ;  girt 
with  a  whole  system  of  intrigues  in  that  sort,  wherever  he 
abide ;  seldom  travelling  without  a  —  wife  (let  us  call  her) 
engaged  by  the  year,  or  during  mutual  satisfaction.  On  this 
large  department  of  Mirabeau's  history,  what  can  you  say, 
except  that  his  incontinence  was  great,  enormous,  entirely 
indefensible  ?  If  any  one  please  (which  we  do  not)  to  be 
present,  with  the  File  Adc^if,  at  '  the  autqpne '  and  poH- 
mortem  examination,  he  will  see  curious  documents  on  this 
head ;  and  to  what  depths  of  penalty  Nature,  in  her  just 
self-vindication,  can  sometimes  doom  men.  The  J^  AdopHf 
is  very  sorry.  To  the  kind  called  unfortunate-females,  it 
would  seem  nevertheless,  this  unfortunate-male  had  an  aver^ 
sion  amounting  to  complete  noUhtangere, 

The  old  Marquis  sits  apart  in  the  chimney-nook,  observ- 
ant:  what  this  roaming,  unresting,  rebellious  Titan  of  a 
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Count  may  ever  prove  of  ase  for  ?  If  it  be  not,  O  Mar- 
quis, for  the  Greneral  Orertam,  Oidhute  Generals  f  He  ia 
swallowing  Formulas ;  getting  endless  acquaintance  with  the 
Bealitiea  of  things  and  men :  in  audacity,  in  recklessness, 
he  will  not,  it  is  like,  be  wanting.  The  old  Marquis  rays- 
out  curious  observations  on  life ;  —  yields  no  effectual  assist- 
ance of  money. 

Ministries  change  and  shift ;  but  never,  in  the  new  deal, 
does  there  tnm-np  a  good  card  for  Mirabeau.  Necker  he 
does  not  love,  nor  is  love  lost  between  them.  Plausible 
Calonne  hears  him  Stentor-like  denouncing  stock-jobbing 
{Denanciaium  de  V Agiotage)  ;  communes  with  him,  corre- 
sponds with  him ;  is  glad  to  get  him  sent,  in  some  semi-osten- 
»ble  or  spy-diplomatist  character,  to  Berlin ;  in  any  way  to 
have  him  stopped  and  quieted.  The  Great  Frederic  was 
sttU  on  the  scene,  though  now  very  near  the  side-scenes :  the 
wiry  thin  DriU-sergeant  of  the  World,  and  the  broad  burly 
Mutineer  of  the  World,  glanced  into  one  another  with  amaze- 
ment ;  the  one  making  entrance,  the  other  making  exit.  To 
this  Berlin  business  we  owe  pamphlets ;  we  owe  Correspondr 
ences  ('  surreptitiously  published '  —  with  consent)  :  we  owe 
(brave  Ms^or  Mauvillon  serving  as  hodman)  the  Monarehit 
Prutnennej  a  Pamphlet  in  some  eight  octavo  volumes,  por- 
tions of  which  are  still  well  worth  reading. 

Grenerally,  on  first  making  personal  acquaintance  with 
Mirabeau  as  a  writer  or  speaker,  one  is  not  a  little  surprised. 
Instead  of  Irish  oratory,  with  tropes  and  declamatory  fervid 
feeling,  such  as  the  rumour  one  has  heard  gives  prospect  of, 
you  are  astonished  to  meet  a  certain  hard  angular  distinct- 
ness, a  totally  unomamented  force  and  massiveness:  clear 
perspicuity,  strong  perspicacity,  conviction  that  wishes  to  con* 
vince,  —  this  beyond  all  things,  and  instead  of  all  things. 
Ton  would  say  the  primary  character  of  those  utterances, 
nay  of  the  man  himself,  is  sincerity  and  insight ;  strength 
and  the  honest  use  of  strength.  Which  indeed  it  is  O 
reader!     Mirabeau's  spiritual  gift  will  be  found  on  exam- 
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ination,  to  be  verily  an  honest  and  a  great  one ;  far  the 
strongest,  best  practical  intellect  of  that  time;  entitled  to 
rank  among  the  strong  of  all  times.  These  books  of  his 
ought  to  be  riddled,  like  this  book  of  the  J^  Adoptif. 
There  is  precious  matter  in  them ;  too  good  to  lie  hidden 
among  shot-rubbish.  Hear  this  man  on  any  subject,*  you 
will  find  him  worth  considering.  He  has  words  in  hini, 
rough  deliverances ;  such  as  men  do  not  forget.  As  thus : 
*•  I  know  but  three  ways  of  living  in  this  world :  by  wages 
^  for  work ;  by  begging ;  thirdly,  by  stealing  (so  named,  or 
'  not  so  named).'  Again  :  ^  Malebranche  saw  all  things  in 
'  God ;  and  M.  Necker  sees  all  things  in  Necker ! '  There 
are  nicknames  of  Mirabeau's  worth  whole  treatises.  *  Grand* 
ison-Cromwell  Lafayette:'  write  a  volume  on  the  man,  as 
many  volumes  have  been  written,  and  try  to  say  more !  It 
is  the  best  likeness  yet  drawn  of  him,  —  by  a  flourish  and 
two  dots.  Of  such  inexpressible  advantage  is  it  that  a  man 
have  ^  an  eye,  instead  of  a  pair  of  spectacles  merely ; '  that, 
seeing  through  the  formulas  of  things,  and  even  ^making 
'  away '  with  many  a  formula,  he  see  into  the  thing  itself,  and 
so  know  it  and  be  master  of  it ! 

As  the  years  roll  on,  and  that  portentous  decade  of  the 
Eighties,  or  ^  Era  of  Hope/  draws  towards  completion,  and 
it  becomes  ever  more  evident  to  Mirabeau  that  great  things 
are  in  the  wind,  we  find  his  wanderings,  as  it  were,  quicken. 
Suddenly  emerging  out  of  Night  and  Cimmeria,  he  dashes- 
down  on  the  Paris  world,  time  after  time ;  flashes  into  it 
with  that  fire-glance  of  his ;  discerns  that  the  time  is  not 
yet  come;  and  then  merges  back  again.  Occasionally  his 
pamphlets  provoke  a  fulmination  and  order  of  arrest,  where- 
fore he  must  merge  the  faster.  Nay,  your  Calonne  is  good 
enough  to  signify  it  beforehand  :  On  such  and  such  a  day  I 
shall  order  you  to  be  arrested ;  pray  make  speed  therefore. 
When  the  Notables  meet,  in  the  spring  of  1787,  Mirabeau 
spreads  his  pinions,  alights  on  Paris  and  Versailles  ;  it  seems 
to  him  he  ought  to  be  secretary  of  those  Notables.     No  ! 
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friend  Dupoiit  de  Nemours  gets  it :  the  time  is  not  jet  oome. 
It  is  still  but  the  time  of  ^  Crispin-Catiline '  d'E^pr^m^nil, 
and  other  such  animal-magnetic  persons.  Nevertheless,  the 
reverend  Talleyrand,  judicious  Dukes,  liberal  noble  friends 
not  a  few,  are  sure  that  the  time  will  come.  Abide  thy 
time. 

Hark!  On  the  27th  of  December  1788,  here  finally  is 
the  long-expected  announcing  itself:  royal  Proclamation 
definitively  convoking  the  States- Gkneral  for  May  next! 
Need  we  ask  whether  Mirabeau  bestirs  himself  now ;  whether 
or  not  he  is  oif  to  Provence,  to  the  Assembly  of  Noblesse 
there,  with  all  his  faculties  screwed  to  the  sticking-place  ? 
One  strong  dead-lifl  pull,  thou  Titan,  and  perhaps  thou  ear- 
nest it !  How  Mirabeau  wrestled  and  strove  under  these  au- 
spices ;  speaking  and  contending  all  day,  writing  pamphlets, 
paragraphs,  all  night;  also  suffering  much,  gathering  his 
wild  soul  together,  motionless  under  reproaches,  under  drawn 
Bwords  even,  lest  his  enemies  throw  him  off  his  guard  ;  how 
he  agitates  and  represses,  unerringly  dexterous,  sleeplessly 
unwearied,  and  is  a  very  *  demon  of  the  impossible,'  let  all 
readers  fancy.  With  *a  body  of  Noblesse  more  ignorant, 
greedier,  more  insolent  than  any  I  have  ever  seen,'  the  Swal- 
lower  of  Formulas  was  like  to  have  rough  work.  We  must 
give  his  celebrated  fiinging-up  of  the  handful  of  dust,  when 
they  drove  him  out  by  overwhelming  majority : 

*  What  have  I  done  that  was  so  criminal  ?  I  have  wished  that  my 
Order  were  wise  enough  to  give  to-day  what  will  infallibly  be  wrested 
from  it  to-morrow ;  that  it  should  receive  the  merit  and  glory  of  sanc- 
tioning the  assemblage  of  the  Three  Orders,  which  all  Provence 
loudly  demands.  This  is  the  crime  of  your  "  enemy  of  peace  I " 
Or  rather,  I  have  ventured  to  believe  that  the  people  might  be  in  the 
right.  Ah,  doubtless,  a  patrician  soiled  with  such  a  thought  deserves 
vengeance  I  But  I  am  still  guiltier  than  you  tliink ;  for  it  is  my  be- 
lief that  the  people  which  complains  is  always  in  the  right ;  that  its 
indefatigable  patience  invariably  waits  the  uttermost  excesses  of  op- 
pression, before  it  can  determine  on  resisting ;  that  it  never  resists 
long  enough  to  obtain  complete  redress ;  and  does  not  suflSciently 
know  that  to  strike  its  enemies  into  terror  and  submission,  it  has  only 
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to  stand  still ;  that  the  most  innocent  as  the  most  invincible  of  all 
powers  is  the  power  of  revising  to  do.  I  believe  after  tliis  manner : 
puiish  the  enemy  of  peace  I 

'  But  70a,  ministers  of  a  God  of  peace,  who  are  ordained  to  bless 
and  not  to  cmrse,  and  yet  have  launched  your  anathema  on  me,  with- 
out even  the  attempt  at  enlightening  me,  at  reasoning  with  me !  An4 
you,  "  fHends  of  peace/'  who  denounce  to  the  people,  with  all  vehe- 
mence of  hatred,  the  one  defender  it  has  yet  found,  out  of  its  own 
ranks; — who,  to  bring  about  concord,  are  filling  capital  and  prov- 
ince with  placards  calculated  to  arm  the  rural  districts  against  the 
towns,  if  your  deeds  did  not  refute  your  writings ;  —  who,  to  prepare 
ways  of  conciliation,  protest  against  the  royal  Regulation  for  convok* 
ing  the  States-General,  because  it  grants  the  people  as  many  dcputiea 
as  both  the  other  orders,  and  against  all  that  the  coming  National 
Assembly  shall  do,  unless  its  laws  secure  the  triumph  of  your  pre^ 
tensions,  the  eternity  of  your  privileges  I  Disinterested  "  friends  of 
peace !  **  I  have  appealed  to  your  honour,  and  summon  you  to  state 
what  expressions  of  mine  have  ofiended  against  either  the  respect 
we  owe  to  the  royal  authority  or  to  the  nation's  right  %  Nobles  of 
Provence,  Europe  is  attentive ;  weigh  well  your  answer.  Men  of 
God,  beware ;  God  hears  you ! 

*  And  if  you  do  not  answer,  but  keep  silence,  shutting  yourselves 
up  in  the  vague  declamations  you  have  hurled  at  me,  then  allow  me 
to  add  one  word. 

'  In  all  countries,  in  all  times,  aristocrats  have  implacably  perse- 
cuted the  people's  friends  ;  and  if,  by  some  singular  combination  of 
fortune,  there  chanced  to  arise  such  a  one  in  their  own  drde,  it  was 
he  above  all  whom  they  struck  at,  eager  to  inspire  wider  terror  by 
the  elevation  of  their  victim.  Thus  perished  the  last  of  the  Gracchi 
by  the  hands  of  the  patricians ;  but,  being  struck  with  the  mortal 
stab,  he  fiung  dust  towards  Heaven,  and  called  on  the  Avenging 
Deities  ;  and  from  this  dust  sprang  Marius,  —  Marius  not  so  illustri- 
ous for  exterminating  the  Cimbri  as  for  overturning  In  Borne  the 
tyranny  of  the  Noblesse  1 ' 

There  goes  some  foolish  story  of  Mtrabeau  haying  now 
opened  a  cloth-shop  in  Marseilles,  to  ingratiate  himself  with 
the  Third  Estate;  whereat  we  have  often  laughed.  The 
image  of  Mirabeau  measuring  out  drapery  to  mankind,  and 
deflly  snipping  at  tailors'  measures,  has  something  pleasant 
for  the  mind.  So  that,  though  there  is  not  a  shadow  of  truth 
«i  this  story,  the  very  lie  may  justly  sustain  itself  for  a  whiloi 
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In  the  character  of  lie.  Far  otherwise  was  the  reality  there : 
*  Toluntarj  guard  of  a  hundred  men ; '  Provence  crowding 
bj  the  ten-thousand  round  his  chariot-wheels ;  explosions 
of  rejoicing  musketrj,  heaven-rending  acclamation  ;  '  people 
pajing  two  louis  for  a  place  at  the  window  I '  Hunger  itself 
(very  considerable  in  those  days)  he  can  pacify  by  speech* 
Violent  meal-mobs  at  Marseilles  and  at  Aix,  unmanageable 
by  fire-arms  and  govemorsy  he  smooths-down  by  the  word 
of  bis  month ;  the  governor  soliciting  him,  though  unloved. 
It  is  as  a  Roman  Triumph,  and  more.  He  is  chosen  deputy 
for  two  places ;  has  to  decline  Marseilles,  and  honour  Aix. 
Let  his  enemies  look  and  wonder,  and  sigh  forgotten  by  him. 
For  this  Mirabeau  too  the  career  at  last  opens. 

At  last !  Does  not  the  benevolent  reader,  though  never 
so  nnambitious,  sympathise  a  little  with  this  poor  brother 
mortal  in  such  a  case  ?  Victory  is  always  joyful ;  but  to 
Uiink  of  such  a  man,  in  the  hour  when,  after  twelve  Her^ 
coles'  Labours,  he  does  finally  triumph !  So  long  he  fought 
with  the  many-headed  coil  of  Lemean  serpents ;  and,  pant- 
ing, wrestled  and  wrang  with  it  for  life  or  death,  —  forty  long 
stem  years ;  and  now  he  has  it  under  his  heel !  The  moun- 
tain-tops are  scaled,  are  scaled ;  where  the  man  climbed,  on 
sharp  fiinty  precipices,  slippery,  abysmal ;  in  darkness,  seen 
by  no  kind  eye,  —  amid  the  brood  of  dragons ;  and  the 
heart,  many  times,  was  like  to  fail  within  him,  in  his  loneli- 
ness, in  his  extreme  need  :  yet  he  climbed,  and  climbed,  glu- 
ing his  footsteps  in  his  blood ;  and  now,  behold,  Hyperion- 
like  he  has  scaled  it,  and  on  the  summit  shakes  his  glittering 
shafts  of  war  I  What  a  scene  and  new  kingdom  for  him ; 
all  bathed  in  auroral  radiance  of  Hope ;  fiir-stretching,  sol- 
emn, joyftil :  what  wild  Memnon's  music,  from  the  depths  of 
Nature,  comes  toning  through  the  soul  raised  soddenly  out  of 
strangling  death  into  victory  and  life  !  The  very  bystander, 
we  think,  might  weep,  with  this  Mirabeau,  tears  of  joy. 

Which,  alas,  will  become  tears  of  sorrow  !  For  know,  O 
Son  of  Adam  (and  Son  of  Lucifer,  with  that  accursed  ambi- 
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tion  of  thine),  that  thej  are  all  a  delusion  and  piece  of  de* 
monic  necromancy,  these  same  auroral  9plendourB,  enchant- 
ments and  Memnon's  tones  I  The  thing  thou  as  mortal 
wantest  is  equilibrium,  what  is  called  rut  or  peace  ;  which, 
God  knows,  thou  wilt  never  get  bo.  Happy  they  that  find 
it  without  such  searching.  But  in  some  twenty-three  months 
more,  of  blazing  solar  splendour  and  conflagration,  this  Mi- 
rabeau  will  be  ashes ;  and  lie  opaque,  in  the  Pantheon  of 
great  men  (or  say,  French  Pantheon  of  considerable,  or 
even  of  considered  and  small-noisy  men),  —  at  rest  nowhere, 
save  on  the  lap  of  his  mother  Earth.  There  are  to  whom 
the  gods,  in  their  bounty,  give  glory ;  but  far  oftener  is  it 
given  in  wrath,  as  a  curse  and  a  poison ;  disturbing  the 
whole  inner  health  and  industry  of  the  man  ;  leading  onward 
through  dizzy  staggerings  and  tarantula  jiggings,  —  towards 
no  saint's  shrine.  Truly,  if  Death  did  not  intervene ;  or 
still  more  happily,  if  Life  and  the  Public  were  not  a  block- 
head, and  sudden  unreasonable  oblivion  were  not  to  follow 
that  sudden  unreasonable  gloiy,  and  beneficently,  though 
most  painfully,  damp  it  down,  —  one  sees  not  where  many  a 
poor  glorious  man,  still  more  many  a  poor  glorious  woman 
could  terminate,  —  far  short  of  Bedlam. 

On  the  4th  day  of  May  1789,  Madame  de  Stael,  looking 
from  a  window  in  the  main  street  of  Versailles,  amid  an  as- 
sembled world,  as  the  Deputies  walked  in  procession  from 
the  church  of  Notre-Dame  to  that  of  Saint  Louis,  to  hear 
High  Mass,  and  be  constituted  StaJtes- General,  saw  this: 
*  Among  these  Nobles  who  had  been  deputed  to  the  Third 
'  Estate,  above  all  others  the  Gomte  de  Mirabeau.  The  opin- 
'  ion  men  had  of  his  genius  was  singularly  augmented  by  the 
'  fear  entertained  of  his  immorality  ;  and  yet  it  was  this  very 
'immorality  which  straitened  the  influence  his  astonishing 
'  faculties  were  to  secure  him.  You  could  not  but  look  long 
'  at  this  man,  when  once  you  had  noticed  him :  his  immense 
'  black  head  of  hair  distinguished  him  among  them  all ;  you 
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*  would  have  said  his  force  depended  on  it,  like  that  of  Sam- 
'  son :  his  face  borrowed  new  expression  from  its  verj  ugli- 

*  ness ;  his  whole  person  gave  jou  the  idea  of  an  irregular 

*  power,  hot  a  power  such  as  jou  would  figure  in  a  Tribune 

*  of  the  People.'  Mirabeau's  history  through  the  first  twentj- 
three  months  of  the  Revolution  falls  not  to  be  written  here : 
yet  it  b  well  worth  writing  somewhere.  The  Ck)nstituent 
Assembly,  when  his  name  was  first  read  out,  received  it  with 
murmurs;  not  knowing  what  they  murmured  at!  This 
honourable  member  they  were  murmuring  over  was  the 
member  of  aU  members ;  the  august  Ck)nstituent,  without 
him  were  no  Constituent  at  all.  Very  notable,  truly,  is  his 
procedure  in  this  section  of  world-history ;  by  far  Uie  nota* 
blest  single  element  there :  none  like  to  him,  or  second  to  him. 
Once  he  is  seen  visibly  to  have  saved,  as  with  his  own  force, 
the  existence  of  the  Constituent  Assembly ;  to  have  turned 
the  whole  tide  of  things :  in  one  of  those  moments  which 
are  cardinal ;  decisive  for  centuries.  The  royal  Declaration 
of  the  Twenty^hird  of  June  is  promulgated :  there  is  mili- 
tary  force  enough ;  there  is  then  the  King's  express  order  to 
disperse,  to  meet  as  separate  Third  Estate  on  the  morrow. 
Bastilles  and  scaffolds  may  be  the  penalty  of  disobeying. 
Mirabeau  disobeys ;  lifts  his  voice  to  encourage  others,  all 
pallid,  panic-stricken,  to  disobey.  Supreme  Usher  De  Br^zd 
enters,  with  the  King's  renewed  order  to  depart  "Mes- 
sieurs," said  De  Br^z^,  "you  heard  the  King's  order?" 
The  Swallower  of  Formulas  bellows-out  these  words,  that 
have  become  memorable :  "  Yes,  Monsieur,  we  heard  what 
the  King  was  advised  to  say ;  and  you,  who  cannot  be  inter- 
preter of  his  meaning  to  the  States- General ;  you,  who  have 
neither  vote,  nor  seat,  nor  right  of  speech  here,  you  are  not 
the  man  to  remind  us  of  it.  Go,  Monsieur,  teU  those  who 
sent  you,  that  we  are  here  by  will  of  the  Nation  ;  and  that 
nothing  but  the  force  of  bayonets  can  drive  us  hence!" 
And  poor  De  Br^z4  vanishes, —  back  foremost,  the  Fih 
AdopHf  says. 
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But  this,  cardinal  moment  though  it  be,  is  perhaps 'intriii- 
sicallj  among  his  smaller  feats.  In  general,  we  would  say 
once  more  with  emphasis,  He  has  ' kwni  toute$  let  farmtdes* 
He  goes  through  the  Revolution,  like  a  substance  and  a 
force,  not  like  a  formula  of  one.  While  innumerable  bar- 
ren Sieyeses  and  Constitution-pedants  are  building,  with  such 
hammering  and  trowelling,  their  august  Paper  Constitution 
(which  endured  eleven  months),  this  man  looks  not  at  cob- 
webs and  Social  OontracU^  but  at  things  and  men ;  discern- 
ing what  is  to  be  done,  —  proceeding  straight  to  do  it  He 
shivers-out  Usher  De  Brdz6,  back  foremost,  when  that  is  the 
problem.  '  Marie  Antoinette  is  charmed  with  him,'  when  it 
comes  to  that  He  is  the  man  of  the  Revolution,  while  he 
lives  ;  king  of  it ;  and  only  with  life,  as  we  compute,  would 
have  quitted  his  kingship  of  it  Alone  of  all  these  Twelve* 
hundred,  there  is  in  him  the  faculty  of  a  king.  For,  indeed, 
have  we  not  seen  how  assiduously  Destiny  had  shaped  him 
all  along,  as  with  an  express  eye  to  the  work  now  in  hand  ? 
O  crabbed  old  Friend  of  Men,  whilst  thou  wert  bolting  this 
man  into  Isles  of  Rh^,  Castles  of  If,  and  training  him  so 
sharply  to  be  fA^elf,  not  Atmself,  —  how  little  knewest  thoa 
what  thou  wert  doing  I  Let  us  add,  that  the  brave  old  Mar- 
quis lived  to  see  his  son's  victory  over  Fate  and  men,  and 
rejoiced  in  it ;  and  rebuked  Barrel  Mirabeau  for  controvert- 
ing such  a  Brother  Gabriel.  In  the  invalid  Chimney-nook 
at  Argenteuil,  near  Paris,  he  sat  raying-ont  curious  observa- 
tions to  the  last ;  and  died  three  days  before  the  Bastille  fell, 
precisely  when  the  Oulhuie  G^ndrcde  was  bursting  out 

But  finally,  the  twenty-three  allotted  months  are  over. 
Madame  de  Stael,  on  the  4th  of  May  1789,  saw  the  Roman 
Tribune  of  the  People,  and  Samson  with  his  long  black  hair : 
and  on  the  4th  of  April  1791,  there  is  a  Funeral  Procession 
extending  four  miles:  king's  ministers,  senators,  national 
guards,  and  all  Paris,  —  torchlight,  wail  of  trombones  and 
music,  and  the  tears  of  men ;  mourning  of  a  whole  people,  — 
such  mourning  as  no  modem  people  ever  saw  for  one  man. 
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This  Mirabeau's  work  then  is  done.  He  sleeps  with  the 
primeval  giants.  He  has  gone  over  to  the  majority :  Ahiii 
€td  piureM. 

In  the  way  of  eulogy  and  dyslogy,  and  summing-up  of 
character,  there  may  doubtless  be  a  great  many  things  set 
forth  concerning  this  Mirabeau ;  as  already  there  has  been 
much  discussion  and  arguing  about  him,  better  and  worse : 
which  is  proper  surely ;  as  about  all  manner  of  new  things, 
were  they  much  less  questionable  than  this  new  giant  is. 
The  present  reviewer,  meanwhile,  finds  it  suitabler  to  restrict 
himself  and  his  exhausted  readers  to  the  three  following 
moral  reflections. 

Moral  reflection  Jirst :  That,  in  these  centuries  men  are 
not  bom  demi-gods  and  perfect  characters,  but  imperfect 
ones,  and  mere  blamable  men  ;  men,  namely,  environed  with 
such  short-coming  and  confusion  of  their  own,  and  then  with 
such  adscititious  scandal  and  misjudgment  (got  in  the  work 
they  did),  that  they  resemble  less  demi-gods  than  a  sort  of 
god-devils,  —  very  imperfect  characters  indeed.  The  demi- 
god arrangement  were  the  one  which,  at  first  sight,  this  re- 
viewer might  be  inclined  to  prefer. 

Moral  reflection  seconds  however:  That  probably  men 
w^ere  never  bom  demi-gods  in  any  century,  but  precisely  god- 
devils  as  we  see ;  certain  of  whom  do  become  a  kind  of  demi- 
gods !  How  many  are  the  men,  not  censured,  misjudged, 
calumniated  only,  but  tortured,  crucified,  hung  on  gibbets,  — 
not  a.s  god-devils  even,  but  as  devils  proper;  who  have 
nevertheless  grown  to  seem  respectable,  or  infinitely  respect- 
able !  For  the  thing  which  was  not  they,  which  was  not 
anything,  has  fallen  away  piecemeal ;  and  become  avowedly 
babble  and  confused  shadow,  and  no-thing :  the  thing  which 
was  they,  remains.  Depend  on  it,  Harmodius  and  Aristo- 
giton,  as  clear  as  they  now  look,  had  illegal  plottings,  con- 
claves at  the  Jacobins'  Church  of  Athens ;  and  very  intem- 
perate things  were  spoken,  and  also  done.    Thus  too,  Marcus 

VOL.  IV.  H 
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Brutus  and  the  elder  Junius,  are  they  not  palpable  Heroes  ? 
Their  praise  is  in  all  Debating  Societies  ;  but  didst  thou  read 
what  the  Morning  Papers  said  of  those  transactions  of  theirs, 
the  week  after  ?  Nay,  Old  Noll,  whose  bones  were  dug-up 
and  hung  in  chains  here  at  home,  as  the  just  emblem  of  him- 
self and  his  deserts,  the  offal  of  creation  at  that  time,  —  has 
not  he  too  got  to  be  a  very  respectable  grim  bronze-figure, 
though  it  is  yet  only  a  century  and  half  since ;  of  whom 
England  seems  proud  i*ather  than  otherwise  ? 

Moral  reflection  third  and  last :  That  neither  thou  nor  I, 
good  reader,  had  any  hand  in  the  making  of  this  Mirabeau  ; 
—  else  who  knows  but  we  had  objected,  in  our  wisdom? 
But  it  was  the  Upper  Powers  that  made  him,  without  once 
consulting  us  ;  they  and  not  we,  so  and  not  otherwise  !  To 
endeavour  to  understand  a  little  what  manner  of  Mirabeau 
he,  so  made,  might  be:  this  we,  according  to  opportunity, 
have  done ;  and  therefore  do  now,  with  a  lively  satisfac- 
tion, take  farewell  of  him,  and  leave  him  to  prosper  bjs  he 
can. 
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It  appears  to  be,  if  not  stated  in  words,  yet  tacitlj  felt  and 
understood  everywhere,  that  the  event  of  these  modem  ages 
is  the  French  Revolution.  A  huge  explosion,  bursting 
through  all  formulas  and  customs ;  confounding  into  wreck 
and  chaos  the  ordered  arrangements  of  earthly  life ;  blotting- 
out,  one  may  say,  the  very  firmament  and  skyey  loadstars,  — 
though  only  for  a  season.  Once  in  the  fifteen-hundred  years 
such  a  thing  was  ordained  to  come.  To  those  who  stood 
present  in  the  actual  midst  of  that  smoke  and  thunder,  the 
effect  might  well  be  too  violent :  blinding  and  deafening,  into 
confused  exasperation,  almost  into  madness.  These  on- 
lookers have  played  their  part,  were  it  with  the  printing- 
press  or  with  the  battle-cannon,  and  are  departed;  their 
work,  such  as  it  was,  remaining  behind  them  ;  —  where  the 
French  Revolution  also  remains.    And  now,  for  us  who  have 

1  London  and  Westminster  Review,  No.  9.  —  Bistoire  ParUmentaire 
de  la  JRetoUaion  FranqaUe;  ou  Journal  de»  Assembleet  NaiioruUet  depuig 
17  S9  j'uaqu*  en  1815:  contenant  la  Narration  da  EvenemenSy  let  Debats^  ^c. 
^.  (Parliamentary  History  of  the  French  Revolution;  or  Journal  of  the 
National  Assemblies  from  1789  to  1815 :  containing  a  Narrative  of  the  Oc- 
cnrrenoes;  Debates  of  the  Assemblies;  Discussions  in  the  chief  Popular 
Societies,  especially  in  that  of  the  Jacobins;  Records  of  the  Commune  of 
Paris;  Sessions  of  the  Revolutionary  Tribunal;  Reports  of  the  leading 
Political  Trials;  Detail  of  the  Annual  Budgets;  Picture  of  the  Moral 
Movement,  eztiucted  from  the  Newspapers,  Pamphlets,  &c.  of  each 
Period:  preceded  by  an  Introduction  on  the  History  of  France  till  the 
Convocation  of  the  States-General.)  By  P.  J.  B.  Buchez  and  P.  G.  Rouz. 
Tomes  ia>23'"«  et  seq.    Paris,  1833-1836. 
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receded  to  the  distance  of  some  half-century,  the  explosion 
becomes  a  thing  visible,  surveyable:  we  see  its  flame  and 
sulphur-smoke  blend  with  the  clear  air  (far  under  the  stars)  ; 
and  hear  its  uproar  as  part  of  the  sick  noise  of  life,  —  loud, 
indeed,  yet  embosomed  too,  as  all  noise  is,  in  the  infinite  of 
silence.  It  is  an  event  which  can  be  looked  on  ;  which  may 
still  be  execrated,  still  be  celebrated  and  psalmodied ;  but 
which  it  were  better  now  to  begin  understanding.  Really 
there  are  innumerable  reasons  why  we  ought  to  know  this 
same  French  Revolution  as  it  was :  of  which  reasons  (apart 
altogether  from  that  of  *  Philosophy  teaching  by  Experience,' 
and  so  forth),  is  there  not  the  best  summary  in  this  one 
reason,  that  we  so  wish  to  know  it  ?  Considering  the  quali- 
ties of  the  matter,,  one  may  perhaps  reasonably  feel  that  since 
the  time  of  the  Crusades,  or  earlier,  there  is  no  chapter  of 
history  so  well  worth  studying. 

Stated  or  not,  we  say,  this  persuasion  is  tacitly  admitted, 
and  acted  upon.  In  these  days  everywhere  you  find  it  one 
of  the  most  pressing  duties  for  the  writing  guild,  to  produce 
history  on  history  of  the  French  Revolution.  In  France  it 
would  almost  seem  as  if  the  young  author  felt  that  he  must 
make  this  his  proof-shot,  and  evidence  of  craftsmanship: 
accordingly  they  do  fire-off  Bistotres,  Precis  of  Htstotresy 
Annales,  Fastes  (to  say  nothing  of  Historical  Novels,  Gii 
Biases,  Dantons,  Bamaves^  Grangeneuves)^  in  rapid  sucoes- 
sion,  with  or  without  effect.  At  all  events  it  is  curious  to 
look  upon  :  curious  to  contrast  the  picturing  of  the  same  fact 
by  the  men  of  this  generation  and  position  with  the  picturing 
of  it  by  the  men  of  the  last.  From  Barruel  and  Fantin 
Desodoards  to  Thiers  and  Mignet  there  is  a  dintance !  Each 
individual  takes  up  the  Phenomenon  according  to  his  own 
point  of  vision,  to  the  structure  of  his  optic  organs  ;  —  gives, 
consciously,  some  poor  crotchety  picture  of  several  things ; 
unconsciously  some  picture  of  himself  at  least.  And  the 
Phenomenon,  for  its  part,  subsists  there,  all  the  while,  un- 
altered ;  waiting  to  be  pictured  as  often  as  you  like,  its  entire 


fflSTOBY  OF  THE   FRENCH  BEVOLUTION.  165 

meaning  not  to  be  compressed  into  any  pictmre  drawn  bj 
man. 

Thiers's  JBiitaiy,  in  ten  volumes  foolscap-octavoi  contains, 
if  we  remember  rightly,  one  reference ;  and  that  to  a  book, 
not  to  the  page  or  chapter  of  a  book.  It  has,  for  these  last 
seven  or  eight  years,  a  wide  or  even  high  reputation ;  which 
latter  it  is  as  far  as  possible  from  meriting.  A  superficial  air 
of  order,  of  clearness,  calm  candour,  is  spread  over  the  work ; 
but  inwardly,  it  is  waste,  inorganic;  no  human  head  that 
honestly  tries  can  conceive  the  French  Revolution  90.  A 
(aitic  of  our  acquaintance  undertook,  by  way  of  bet,  to  find 
four  errors  per  hour  in  Thiers :  he  won  amply  on  the  first 
trial  or  two.^  And  yet  readers  (we  must  add)  taking  all  this 
along  with  them,  may  peruse  Thiers  with  fiifmfort  in  certain 
drcnmstances,  nay  even  with  profit ;  for  he  is  a  brisk  man 
of  his  sort ;  and  does  tell  you  much,  if  you  knew  nothing. 

Mignet's,  again,  is  a  much  more  honestly  written  book ; 
jet  also  an  eminently  unsatisfactory  one.  His  two  volumes 
contain  far  more  meditation  and  investigation  in  them  than 
Thiers's  ten :  their  degree  of  preferability  therefore  is  very 
high  ;  for  it  may  be  said :  Call  a  book  diffuse,  and  you  call  it 
in  all  senses  bad ;  the  writer  could  not  find  the  right  word  to 
say,  and  so  said  many  more  or  less  wrong  ones ;  did  not  hit 
the  nail  on  the  head,  only  smote  and  bungled  about  it  and 
about  it  Mignet's  book  has  a  compactness,  a  rigour,  as  of 
riveted  rods  of  iron :  this  also  is  an  image  of  what  symmetry 
it  has ;  —  symmetry,  if  not  of  a  living  earth-bom  Tree,  yet 
of  a  firm  well-manufactured  Gridiron.  Without  life,  without 
colour  or  verdure :  that  is  to  say,  Mignet  is  heartily  and  alto- 
gether a  prosaist ;  you  are  too  happy  that  he  is  not  a  quack 
as  well!     It  is  very  mortifying,   also,  to  study  his   phiio- 

1  Thiers  says,  '  Notables  coiuented  with  eagerness '  (vol.  i.  p.  10), 
whereas  thej  properly  did  not  consent  at  all;  *  Parlement  recalled  on  the 
10th  of  September'  (for  the  15tb);  and  then  '  Stance  Royale  took  place 
on  the  2Mh  of  the  same  month '  (19th  of  qnite  a  different  month,  not  the 
same,  nor  next  to  the  same) ;  *  D'Espremenil  a  young  Coansellor  *  (of  forty 
and  odd);  '  Dnport  a  young  man  '  (turned  of  sixty),  &c.  &c. 
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sophical  reflections ;  how  he  jingles  and  rumbles  a  quantity 
of  mere  abstractions  and  dead  logical  formulas,  and  calls  it 
Thinking ;  —  rumbles  and  rumbles,  till  he  judges  there  may 
be  enough ;  then  begins  again  narrating.     As  thus : 

*  The  Constitution  of  1791  was  made  on  such  principles  as  had 
resulted  from  the  ideas  and  the  situation  of  France.  It  was  the  work 
of  the  middle  class,  which  chanced  to  be  the  strongest  then  :  for,  as 
is  well  known,  whatever  force  has  the  lead  will  fashion  the  institu- 
tions according  to  its  own  aims.  Now  this  force,  when  it  belongs  to 
one,  is  despotism ;  when  to  several,  it  is  privilege ;  when  to  all,  it  is 
right :  which  latter  state  is  the  ultimatum  of  society,  as  it  was  its 
beginning.  France  had  finally  arrived  thither,  after  passing  through 
feudalism,  which  is  the  aristocratic  institution ;  and  then  through 
absolutism,  which  is  the  monarchic  one. ' 

'  The  work  of  the  Constituent  Assembly  perished,  not  so  much  by 
its  own  defects  as  by  the  assaults  of  factions.  Standing  between  the 
aristocracy  and  the  multitude,  it  was  attacked  by  the  former,  and 
stormed  and  won  by  the  latter.  The  multitude  would  never  have 
become  supreme,  had  not  civil  war  and  the  coalition  of  foreign  states 
rendered  its  intervention  and  help  indispensable.  To  defend  the 
country  the  multitude  required  to  have  the  governing  of  it :  there- 
upon {ahrs)  it  made  its  revolution,  as  the  middle  class  had  made  its. 
The  multitude  too  had  its  Fourteenth  ofJuly^  which  was  the  Tenth  of 
August ;  its  Constituent,  which  was  the  Convention ;  its  Government, 
which  was  the  Committee  of  Salut  Public;  but,  as  we  shall  see,'  &c.* 

Or  thus  ;  for  there  is  the  like  at  the  end  of  every  chapter : 

'  But  royalty  had  virtually  &llen,  on  the  Tenth  of  August ;  that 
day  was  the  insurrection  of  the  multitude  against  the  middle  class 
and  constitutional  throne,  as  the  Fourteenth  of  July  had  been  the 
insurrection  of  the  middle  classes  against  the  privileged  classes  and 
an  absolute  throne.  The  Tenth  of  August  witnessed  the  commence- 
ment of  the  dictatorial  and  arbitrary  epoch  of  the  Revolution.  Cir- 
cumstances becoming  more  and  more  difficult,  there  arose  a  vast 
war,  which  required  increased  energy ;  and  this  energy,  unregulated, 
inasmuch  as  it  was  popular,  rendered  the  sway  of  the  lower  class  an 
unquiet,  oppressive  and  cruel  sway.'  'It  was  not  any  way  possible 
that  the  Bourgeoisie  (middle  class),  which  had  been  strong  enough  to 
strike-down  the  old  government  and  the  privileged  classes,  but  which 
had  taken  to  repose  after  this  victory,  could  repulse  the  Emigration 

1  Chap.  iv.  vol,  I.  p.  271. 
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and  united  Europe.  There  was  needed  for  that  a  new  shock,  a  new 
fiiith  ;  there  was  needed  for  that  a  new  Class,  numerous,  ardent,  not 
yet  fatigued,  and  which  loved  its  Tenth  of  August,  as  the  Burgher- 
hood  lored  its  Fourteenth  of/  &c.  &cA 

So  unoommonly  lively  are  these  Abstractions  (at  bottom 
only  occurrences,  similitudes,  days  of  the  month,  and  such 
like),  which  rumble  here  in  the  historical  head !  Abstrac- 
tions really  of  the  most  lively,  insurrectionary  character; 
nay,  which  produce  offspring,  and  indeed  are  oflenest  par- 
ricidally  devoured  thereby  :  —  such  is  the  jingling  and  rum- 
bling which  calls  itself  Thinking.  Nearly  so,  though  with 
greater  effect,  might  algebraical  x^s  go  rumbling  in  some 
PascaFs  or  Babbage's  mill.  Just  so,  indeed,  do  the  Kalmuck 
people  pray :  quantities  of  written  prayers  are  put  in  some 
rotary  pipkin  or  calabash  (hung  on  a  tree,  or  going  like  the 
small  barrel-chum  of  agricultural  districts)  ;  this  the  devotee 
has  only  to  whirl  and  chum;  so  long  as  he  whirls,  it  is 
prayer ;  when  he  ceases  whirling,  the  prayer  is  done.  Alas ! 
this  is  a  sore  error,  very  generally,  among  French  thinkers 
of  the  present  time.  One  ought  to  add,  that  Mignet  takes 
bL^  place  at  the  head  of  that  brotherhood  of  his ;  that  his 
little  book,  though  abounding  too  in  errors  of  detail,  better 
deserves  what  place  it  has  than  any  other  of  recent  date. 

The  older  Desodoardses,  Barruels,  Lacretelles,  and  such 
like,  exist,  but  will  hardly  profit  much.  Toulongeon,  a  man 
of  talent  and  integrity,  is  very  vague ;  often  incorrect  for  an 
eye-witness ;  his  military  details  used  to  be  reckoned  valu- 
able ;  but,  we  suppose,  Jomini  has  eclipsed  them  now.  The 
Abbe  Montgaillard  has  shrewdness,  decision,  insight ;  abounds 
in  anecdotes,  strange  facts  and  reports  of  facts  :  his  book  be- 
ing written  in  the  form  of  Annals,  is  convenient  for  consult- 
ing. For  the  rest,  he  is  acrid,  exaggerated,  occasionally 
altogether  perverse;  and,  with  his  hastes  and  his  hatreds, 
falls  into  the  strangest  hallucination ;  —  as,  for  example,  when 
he  coolly  records  that  *  Madame  de  Stael,  Necker's  daughter, 
1  Chap.  ▼.  voL  i.  p.  871.* 
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*  was  seen  (on  vit)  distributing  brandy  to  the  Gardes  Fran- 

*  gaises  in  their  barraclss ; '  that  '  D*Orleans  Egalit^  had  a 

*  pair  of  man-skin  breeches,'  —  leather  breeches,  of  human 
skin,  such  as  they  did  prepare  in  the  tannery  of  Meudon, 
but  too  late  for  D*Orleans  !  The  history  hj  Deux  Amis  de 
Liherti,  if  the  reader  secure  the  original  edition,  is  perhaps 
worth  all  the  others;  and  offers  (at  least  till  1792,  after 
which  it  becomes  convulsive,  semi-fatuous,  here  and  there,  in 
the  remaining  dozen  volumes)  the  best,  oorrectest,  most  pic- 
turesque narrative  yet  published.  It  is  very  correct,  very 
picturesque  ;  wants  only  fore-shortening y  shadow  and  com- 
pression ;  a  work  of  decided  merit ;  the  authors  of  it,  what 
is  singular,  appear  not  to  be  known. 

Finally,  our  English  histories  do  likewise  abound :  copious 
if  not  in  facts,  yet  in  reflections  on  facts.  They  will  prove 
to  the  most  incredulous  that  this  French  Revolution  was,  as 
Ghamfort  said,  no  '  rose-water  Revolution ; '  that  the  universal 
insurrectionary  abrogation  of  law  and  custom  was  managed 
in  a  Inost  unlawful,  uncustomary  manner.  He  who  wishes 
to  know  how  a  solid  Custos  rotulorumy  speculating  over  his 
port  afler  dinner,  interprets  the  phenomena  of  contemporary 
Universal  History,  may  look  in  these  books :  he  who  does 
not  wish  that,  need  not  look. 

On  the  whole,  after  aU  these  writings  and  printings,  the 
weight  of  which  would  sink  an  Indiaman,  there  are,  perhaps, 
only  some  three  publications  hitherto  that  can  be  considered 
as  forwarding  essentially  a  right  knowledge  of  this  matter. 
The  Jirst  of  these  is  the  Afialyse  du  Moniteur,  complete  ex- 
pository Index,  and  Syllabus  of  the  Moniteur  Newspaper 
from  1789  to  1799  ;  a  work  carrying  its  significance  in  its 
title ;  —  provided  it  be  faithfully  executed ;  which  it  is  well 
known  to  be.  Along  with  this  we  may  mention  the  series 
of  Portraits,  a  hundred  in  number,  published  with  the  orig- 
inal edition  of  it :  many  of  them  understood  to  be  accurate 
likenesses.  The  natural  face  of  a  man  is  oflen  worth  more 
than  several  biographies  of  him,  as  biographies  are  written. 
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These  hundred  Portraits  have  been  copied  into  a  book  called 
Scenes  de  la  RevolnHony  which  contains  other  pictures,  of 
small  value,  and  some  not  useless  writing  by  Ghamfort ;  and 
are  often  to  be  found  in  libraries.  A  republication  of  Yer- 
net's  Caricatures  ^  would  be  a  most  acceptable  service,  but 
has  not  been  thought  of  hitherto.  The  second  work  to  be 
counted  here  is  the  Choix  des  Rapports^  Opinions  et  Dis' 
ccurSj  in  some  twenty  volumes,  with  an  excellent  index : 
parliamentary  speeches,  imports,  &c.  are  furnished  in  abun- 
dance ;  complete  illustration  of  all  that  this  Senatorial  prov- 
ince (rather  a  wearisome  one)  can  illustrate.  Thirdly^  we 
have  to  name  the  Collection  of  Memoirs^  completed  several 
years  ago,  in  above  a  hundred  volumes.  Booksellers  Bau- 
douin.  Editors  Berville  and  Barriere,  have  done  their  utmost ; 
adding  notes,  explanations,  rectifications,  with  portraits  also 
if  you  like :  Louvet^  Riouffe  and  the  two  volumes  of  Memoirs 
on  the  Prisons  are  the  most  attractive  pieces.  This  Baudouin 
Collection,  therefore,  joins  itself  to  that  of  Petitot,  as  a  nat- 
ural sequel. 

And  now  a  fourth  work,  which  follows  in  the  train  of 
these,  and  deserves  to  be  reckoned  along  with  them,  is  this 
Mistoire  Parlementaire  of  Messieurs  Buchez  and  Roux. 
The  Authors  are  men  of  ability  and  repute ;  Buchez,  if  we 
mistake  not,  is  Dr.  Buchez,  and  practises  medicine  with  ac- 
ceptance ;  Boux  is  known  as  an  essayist  and  journalist : 
they  once  listened  a  little  to  Saint-Simon,  but  it  was  before 
Saint-Simonism  called  itself  '  a  religion,'  and  vanished  in 
Bedlam.  We  have  understood  there  is  a  certain  biblioma- 
niac military  gentleman  in  Paris,  who  in  the  course  of  years 
has  amassed  the  most  astonishing  collection  of  revolutionary 
ware :  books,  pamphlets,  newspapers,  even  sheets  and  hand- 
bills, ephemeral  printings  and  paintings,  such  as  the  day 
brought  them  forth,  lie  there  without  end.'    Into  this  ware- 

1  See  Mercier*i  Nottveau  Paris,  vol.  ir.  p.  254. 

S  It  is  generally  known  that  a  similar  collection,  perhaps  still  larger  and 
more  curions,  lies  buried  in  the  British  Museom  here,  ^-  inaccessible  for 
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house,  as  indeed  into  all  manner  of  other  repositories,  Messrs. 
Buchez  and  Roux  have  happily  found  access :  the  Hiitoire 
Parlementaire  is  the  fruit  of  their  labours  there.  A  Num- 
ber, two  forming  a  Volume,  is  published  every  fortnight :  we 
have  the  first  Twenty-two  Volumes  before  us,  which  bring 
down  the  narrative  to  January  1793 ;  there  must  be  several 
other  Volumes  out,  which  we  have  not  yet  seen.  Conceive 
a  judicious  compilation  with  such  resources.  Parliamentary 
Debates,  in  summary,  or  (where  the  occasion  warrants  it) 
given  at  large ;  this  is  by  no  means  the  most  interesting  part 
of  the  matter :  we  have  excerpts,  notices,  hints  of  all  imag- 
inable sorts ;  of  Newspapers,  of  Pamphlets,  of  Sectionary 
and  Municipal  Records,  of  the  Jacobins'  Club,  of  Placard- 
journals,  nay  of  Placards  and  Caricatures.  No  livelier  em- 
blem of  the  time,  in  its  actual  movement  and  tumult,  could 
be  presented.  The  Editors  connect  these  fragments  by 
expositions  such  as  are  needful;  so  that  a  reader  coming 
unprepared  to  the  work  can  still  know  what  he  is  about. 
Their  expositions,  as  we  can  testify,  are  handsomely  done : 
but  altogether  apart  from  these,  the  excerpts  themselves  are 
the  valuable  thing.  The  scissors,  in  such  a  case,  are  inde- 
pendent of  the  pen.  One  of  the  most  interesting  English 
biographies  we  have  is  that  long  thin  Folio  on  Oliver  Crom- 
well, published  some  five-and-twenty  years  ago,  where  the 
editor  has  merely  clipt-out  from  the  contemporary  news- 
papers whatsoever  article,  paragraph,  or  sentence  he  found 
to  contain  the  name  of  Old  Noll,  and  printed  them  in  the 
order  of  their  dates.  It  is  surprising  that  the  like  has  not 
been  attempted  in  other  cases.     Had   seven  of  the  eight 

wnnt  of  a  proper  catalogue.  Some  eighteen  months  ago,  the  respectable 
sub-librarian  seemed  to  be  working  at  such  a  thing:  by  respectful  appli- 
cation to  him,  yon  could  gain  access  to  his  room,  and  have  the  satisfaction 
of  mounting  on  ladders,  and  reading  the  outside  titles  of  his  books,  which 
was  a  great  help.  Otherwise  you  could  not  in  many  weeks  ascertain  so 
much  as  the  table  of  contents  of  this  repository;  and,  after  days  of  wcar\' 
waiting,  dusty  rummaging,  and  sickness  of  hope  deferred,  gave-up  the 
enterprise  as  a  *  game  not  worth  the  candle.* 
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Translators  of  Faust,  and  seventy-times-seven  of  the  four- 
hundred-fourscore-and-ten  Imaginative  Authors,  but  thrown- 
down  the  writing-instrument,  and  turned  to  the  old  news- 
paper-files judiciously  with  the  cutting  one ! 

We  can  testify,  after  not  a  little  examination,  that  the 
Editors  of  the  Nistoire  ParlemeiUaire  are  men  of  fidelity,  of 
diligence ;  that  their  accuracy  in  regard  to  facts,  dates  and 
so  forth,  is  far  beyond  the  average.  Of  course  they  have 
their  own  opinions,  prepossessions  even ;  but  these  are  honest 
prepossessions,  which  they  do  not  hide  ;  which  one  can  esti- 
mate the  force  of,  allow  for  the  result  of.  Wilful  falsifica- 
tion, did  the  possibility  of  it  lie  in  their  character,  is  other- 
wise out  of  the  question.  But,  indeed,  our  Editors  are  men 
of  earnestness,  of  strict  principle ;  of  a  faith,  were  it  only  in 
the  republican  Tricolor.  Their  democratic  faith,  truly,  is 
palpable,  thorough-going;  as  it  has  a  right  to  be,  in  these 
days,  since  it  likes.  The  thing  you  have  to  praise,  however, 
is  that  it  is  a  quiet  faith,  never  an  hysterical  one ;  never  ex- 
presses itself  otherwise  than  with  a  becoming  calmness,  espe- 
cially with  a  becoming  brevity.  The  hoarse  deep  croak  of 
Marat,  the  brilliant  sharp-cutting  gaiety  of  Desmoulins,  the 
dull  bluster  of  Prudhomme,  the  cackling  garrulity  of  Brissot, 
ail  is  welcomed  with  a  cold  gravity  and  brevity ;  all  is  illus- 
trative, if  not  of  one  thing,  then  of  another.  Nor  are  the 
royalist  Royous,  Suleaus,  Peltiers  forgotten :  Acts  of  the 
Apostles,  King's  Friend,  nor  Crowing  of  the  Cock:  these, 
indeed,  are  more  sparingly  administered ;  but  at  the  right 
lime,  as  is  promised,  we  shall  have  more.  In  a  word,  it  may 
be  said  of  this  Histoire  Parlementaire,  that  the  wide  promise 
held-out  in  its  title-page  is  really  in  some  respectable  meas- 
ure fulfilled.  With  a  fit  Index  to  wind  it  up  (which  Index 
ought  to  be  not  good  only  but  excellent,  so  much  depends  on 
it  here),  this  Work  bids  fair  to  be  one  of  the  most  important 
yet  published  on  the  History  of  the  Revolution.  No  library, 
that  professes  to  have  a  collection  in  this  sort,  can  dispense 
with  it. 
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A  Histoire  Parletnentaire  is  precisely  the  house,  or  say 
rather,  the  unbuilt  city,  of  which  the  single  brick  can  form  a 
specimen.  In  so  rich  a  variety,  the  only  difficulty  is  where  to 
choose.  We  have  scenes  of  tragedy,  of  comedy,  of  farce,  of 
farce-tragedy  oftenest  of  all;  there  is  eloquence,  gravity; 
there  is  bluster,  bombast  and  absurdity :  scenes  tender,  scenes 
barbarous,  spirit-stirring,  and  then  flatly  wearisome :  a  thing 
waste,  incoherent,  wild  to  look  upon;  but  great  with  the 
greatness  of  reality  ;  for  the  thing  exhibited  is  no  vision,  but 
a  fact.  Let  us,  as  the  first  excerpt,  give  this  tragedy  of  old 
Foulon,  which  all  the  world  has  heard  of,  perhaps  not  very 
accurately.  Foulon's  life-drama,  with  its  hasty  cruel  sayings 
and  mean  doings,  with  its  thousandfold  intrigues,  and  '  the 
people  eating  grass  if  they  like,'  ends  in  this  miserable  man- 
ner. It  is  the  Editors  themselves  who  speak ;  compiling 
from  various  sources : 

*  Towards  five  in  the  morning  (Paris,  22d  July  1789),  M.  Foulon 
was  brought  in ;  he  had  been  arrested  at  Vitry,  near  Fontainebleau, 
by  the  peasants  of  the  place.  Doubtless  this  man  thought  himself 
very  guilty  towards  the  people*  (say,  very  hateAil) ;  'for  he  had 
spread-abroad  a  report  of  his  death ;  and  had  even  buried  one  of  his 
servants,  who  happened  to  die  tlien,  under  his  own  name.  He  had 
afterwards  hidden  himself  in  an  estate  of  M.  de  Sartines' ;  where  he 
was  detected  and  seized. 

'  M.  Foulon  was  taken  to  the  Hdtel-de-Ville,  where  they  made  him 
wait.  Towards  nine  o'clock,  the  assembled  Committee  had  decided 
that  he  should  be  sent  to  the  Abbaye  prison.  M.  de  Lafayette  was 
sent  for,  that  he  might  execute  this  order ;  he  was  abroad  over  the 
Districts :  he  conld  not  be  found.  During  this  time  a  crowd  col- 
lected in  the  square  ;  and  required  to  see  Foulon.  It  was  noon  :  M. 
Bailly  came  down ;  the  people  listened  to  him ;  but  still  persisted. 
In  the  end  they  penetrated  into  the  great  hall  of  the  Hotel-de-Ville ; 
would  see  Foulon,  "  whom,"  say  they,  "  you  are  wanting  to  smuggle- 
off  from  justice."  Foulon  was  presented  to  them.  Then  began  this 
remarkable  dialogue.  M.  de  la  Poize,  an  Elector:  ''Messieurs, 
every  guilty  person  should  be  judged."  "  Yes,  judged  directly,  and 
then  hanged."  —  M.  Osselin  :  "  To  judge,  one  must  have  judges ;  let 
us  send  M.  Foulon  to  the  tribunals."  "  No,  no,"  replied  the  people ; 
"judge  him  just  now."  —  "Since  you  will  not  have  the  common 
judges,"  said  M.  Osselin,  "  it  is  indispensable  to  appoint  others." 
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**  Well,  judge  him  yourselves."  —  "  We  have  no  right  either  to  judge 
or  to  create  judges ;  do  you  name  them."  "  Well,"  cried  the  people, 
"M.  le  Cur^  of  Saint-Etienne  then,  and  M.  le  Cure  of  Saint-Andr^." 
—  Osselin :  "  Two  judges  are  not  enough ;  there  needs  seven." 
Thereupon  the  people  named  Messrs.  Quatremere,  Yarang^ue,  &c. 
"  Here  are  seven  judges  indeed,"  said  Osselin ;  "  but  we  still  want  a 
derk."  "  Be  you  clerk."  —  "  A  king's  Attorney."  "  Let  it  be  M. 
Duveyrier."  —  "  Of  what  crime  is  M.  Foulon  accused  1 "  asked  Du- 
veyrier.  "  He  wished  to  harass  the  people  ;  he  said  he  would  make 
them  eat  grass ;  he  was  in  the  plot ;  he  was  for  national  bankruptcy  ; 
he  bought-up  com."  The  two  curates  then  rose,  and  declared  that 
they  refused  to  judge ;  the  Uws  of  the  church  not  permitting  them. 
"  They  are  right,"  said  some.  "  They  are  cozening  us,"  said  others ; 
"  and  the  prisoner  all  the  while  is  making  his  escape."  At  these 
words  there  rose  a  frightful  tumult  in  the  Hall.  '^  Messieurs,"  said 
an  Elector,  "  name  four  of  yourselves  to  guard  him."  Four  men 
accordingly  were  chosen ;  sent  into  the  neighbouring  apartment, 
where  Foulon  was.  "  But  will  you  judge,  then  ?  "  cried  the  crowd. 
"  Messieurs,  you  see  there  are  two  judges  wanting."  — "  We  name 
M.  Bailly  and  M.  La&yette."  "But  M.  Lafayette  is  absent;  one 
must  either  wait  for  him,  or  name  some  other."  —  "Well,  then, 
name  directly,  and  do  it  yourself." 

*  At  length  the  Electors  agreed  to  proceed  to  judgment ;  Foulon 
was  again  brought  in.  The  foremost  part  of  the  crowd  joined  hands, 
and  formed  a  chain  several  ranks  deep,  in  tlie  middle  of  which  he 
waa  received.  At  this  moment  M.  Lafayette  came  in ;  went  and 
took  his  place  at  the  board  among  the  Electors ;  and  then  addressed 
to  the  people  a  discourse,  of  which  the  Ami  du  Roi  and  the  Records 
of  the  Town-hall,  the  two  authorities  we  borrow  from  here,  give 
difibrent  reports.' 

Lafayette's  speech,  according  to  both  versions,  is  to  the 
effect  that  Foulon  is  guilty ;  but  that  he  doubtless  has  accom- 
plices; that  he  must  he  taken  to  the  Abbaye  prison,  and 
investigated  there.  "  Yes,  yes,  to  prison !  Off  with  him, 
off!"  cried  the  crowd.  The  Dettx  Amis  add  another  not 
insignificant  circumstance,  that  poor  Foulon  himself,  hearing 
this  conclusion  of  Lafayette's,  clapped  hands  ;  whereupon  the 
crowd  said,  "  See !  they  are  both  in  a  story  !  "  Our  Editors 
continue  and  conclude : 

'  At  this  moment  there  rose  a  great  clamour  in  the  square.  "  It 
is  the  Palais  Royal  coming,"  said  one.    "  It  is  the  Faubourg  Saint- 
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Antoine,"  said  another.  Then  a  well-dressed  person  {homme  bien  mit) 
advanced  towards  the  board ,  and  said,  "  Vous  vou8  moquez  !  What  is 
the  use  of  judging  a  man  who  has  been  judged  these  thirty  years  ?  " 
At  this  word,  Foulon  was  clutched ;  hurled-out  to  the  square ;  and 
finally  tied  to  the  fatal  rope,  which  hung  from  the  Lanteme  at  the 
comer  of  the  Rue  de  U  Vannerie.  The  rope  was  afterwards  cut ; 
the  head  was  put  on  a  pike,  and  paraded,'  —  with  '  grass '  in  tlie 
mouth  of  it,  they  might  have  added  I  ^ 

The  Revolutions  de  France  et  de  Brabant,  Camille  Des- 
moulins's  Newspaper,  furnishes  numerous  extracts,  in  the 
earlier  Volumes ;  always  of  a  remarkable  kind.  This  Pro- 
cureur  General  de  la  Lanteme  has  a  place  of  his  own  in 
the  history  of  the  Revolution ;  there  are  not  many  notabler 
persons  in  it  than  he.  A  light  harmless  creature ;  as  he 
says  of  himself,  *  a  man  born  to  write  verses ;  *  but  whom 
Destiny  directed  to  overthrow  Bastilles,  and  go  to  the  guillo- 
tine for  doing  that.  How  such  a  man  will  comport  himself 
in  a  French  Revolution,  as  he  from  time  to  time  tums-up 
there,  is  worth  seeing.  Of  loose  headlong  character ;  a  man 
stuttering  in  speech ;  stuttering,  infirm  in  conduct  too,  till  one 
huge  idea  laid  hold  of  him  :  a  man  for  whom  Art,  Fortune 
or  himself  would  never  do  much,  but  to  whom  Nature  had 
been  very  kind !  One  meets  him  always  with  a  sort  of  for- 
giveness, almost  of  underhand  love,  as  for  a  prodigal  son. 
He  has  good  gifts,  and  even  acquirements;  elegant  law- 
scholarship,  quick  sense,  the  freest  joyful  heart :  a  fellow  of 
endless  wit,  clearness,  sofl  lambent  brilliancy ;  on  any  sub- 
ject you  can  listen  to  him,  if  without  approving,  yet  without 
yawning.  As  a  writer,  in  fact,  there  is  nothing  French,  that 
we  have  heard  of,  superior  or  equal  to  him  for  these  fifty 
years.  Probably  some  French  editor,  some  day  or  other, 
will  9tfi  that  journalistic  rubbish,  and  produce  out  of  it,  in 
small  neat  compass,  a  Life  and  Remains  of  this  poor  Camille. 
We  pick-up  three  light  fractions,  illustrative  of  him  and  of 
the  things  he  moved  in ;  they  relate  to  the  famous  Fifth  of 
October  (1789),  when  the  women  rose  in  insurrection.  The 
1  Vol.  ii.  p.  148. 
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Palais  Royal  and  Marquis  Saint-Hiimge  have  been  busy  on 
the  King's  veto,  and  Lallj  TollendaFs  proposal  of  an  upper 
house : 

'  Was  the  Palais  Royal  so  far  wrong/  says  Camille,  '  to  cry  out 
against  such  things  ?  I  know  that  the  Palais-Royal  Promenade  is 
strangely  miscellaneous;  that  pickpockets  frequently  employ  the 
iffierty  of  the  press  there,  and  many  a  zealous  patriot  has  lost  his  hand- 
kerchief in  the  fire  of  debate.  But  for  all  that,  I  must  bear  honour- 
able testimony  to  the  promenaders  in  this  Lyceum  and  Stoa.  The 
Palais-Royal  Garden  is  the  focus  of  patriotism  :  there  do  tlie  chosen 
patriots  rendezvous,  who  have  left  their  hearths  and  their  provinces  to 
witness  this  magnificent  spectacle  of  the  Revolution  of  1789,  and  not 
to  witness  without  aiding  in  it  They  are  Frenchmen ;  they  have 
an  interest  in  the  Constitution,  and  a  right  to  concur  in  it  Ilow 
many  Parisians  too,  instead  of  going  to  their  Districts,  find  it  shorter 
to  come  at  once  to  the  Palais  Royal  ?  Here  you  have  not  to  ask  a 
President  if  you  may  speak,  and  wait  two  hours  till  your  turn  comes. 
Tou  propose  your  motion ;  if  it  find  supporters,  they  set  you  on  a 
chair ;  if  you  are  applauded,  you  proceed  to  the  redaction ;  if  you  are 
hissed,  you  go  your  ways.  It  is  very  much  the  mode  the  Romans 
followed  ;  their  Forum  and  our  Palais  Royal  resemble  one  another.'  ^ 

Then,  a  few  days  farther  on,  —  the  celebrated  military 
dinner  at  Versailles,  with  the  white  cockades,  black  cockades, 
and  *  O  Rickardf  0  mon  Roi  !  '  having  been  transacted : 

*  Paris,  Sunday  4ih  October.  The  King's  Wife  had  been  so  gratified 
with  it,  that  this  brotherly  repast  of  Thursday  must  needs  be  repeated. 
It  was  60  on  the  Saturday,  and  with  aggravations.  Our  patience 
was  worn  out :  you  may  suppose  whatever  patriot  observers  there 
were  at  Versailles  hastened  to  Paris  with  the  news,  or  at  least  sent- 
otr despatches  containing  them.  That  same  day  (Saturday  evening) 
all  Paris  set  itself  astir.  It  was  a  lady,  first,  who,  seeing  that  her 
husband  was  not  listened-to  at  his  District,  came  to  the  bar  of  the 
Caf^  de  Foi,  to  denounce  the  anti-national  cockades.  M.  Marat  flies 
to  Versailles ;  returns  like  lightning ;  makes  a  noise  like  the  four 
blasts  of  doom,  crying  to  us,  Awake,  ye  dead !  Danton,  on  his  side, 
sounds  the  alarm  in  the  Cordeliers.  On  Sunday  this  immortal  Cor- 
deliers District  posts  its  manifesto ;  and  that  very  day  they  would 
have  gone  to  Versailles,  had  not  M.  Crevecoeur,  their  commandant, 
stood  in  the  way.  People  seek-out  their  arms,  however ;  sally ^ut  to 
the  streets,  in  chase  of  anti-national  cockades.    The  law  of  reprisals 

1  Vol.  ii.  p.  414. 
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is  in  force;  these  cockades  are  torn  off,  trampled  under  foot,  with 
menace  of  the  Lanteme  in  case  of  relapse.  A  military  gentleman, 
picking-up  his  cockade,  is  for  fastening  it  on  again ;  a  hundred  canes 
start  into  the  air,  saying  Veto.  The  whole  Sunday  passes  in  hunting- 
down  tlie  white  and  the  black  cockades ;  in  holding  council  at  the 
Palais  Royal,  over  tlie  Faubourg  Saint- Antolne,  at  the  end  of  Bridges, 
on  the  Quais.  At  the  doors  of  the  coffee-houses,  there  arise  free  con- 
ferences between  the  Upper  House,  of  tlie  coats  that  are  within,  and 
the  Lower  House,  of  jackets  and  wool-caps,  assembled  extra  muros. 
It  is  agreed  upon  that  the  audacity  of  the  aristocrats  increases  rap- 
idly ;  tliat  Madame  Villepatoiu:  and  the  Queen's  women  are  distribut- 
ing enormous  white  cockades  to  all  comers  in  the  (Eil-de-Boeuf ;  thai 
M.  Lecointre,  haying  refused  to  take  one  from  their  hands,  has  all 
but  been  assassinated.  It  is  agreed  upon  that  we  have  not  a  mo- 
ment to  lose  ;  that  the  boat  which  used  to  bring  us  flour  from  Ck>rbeil 
morning  and  evening,  now  comes  only  once  in  two  days  :  —  do  they 
plan  to  make  their  attack  at  the  moment  when  they  have  kept  us  for 
eight-and-forty  hours  in  a  fiisting  state  ?    It  is  agreed  upon,'  &c.^ 

—  We  hapten  to  the  catastrophe,  which  arrives  on  the 
morrow.     It  is  related  elsewhere,  in  another  leading  article : 

'  At  break  of  day,  the  women  rush  towards  the  H6tel-de-Ville. 
AU  the  way,  they  recruit  fresh  hands,  among  their  own  sex,  to 
march  with  them ;  as  sailors  are  recruited  at  London :  there  is  an 
active  press  of  women.  The  Quai  de  la  Ferraille  is  covered  with 
female  crimps.  The  robust  kitchen-maid,  the  slim  mantua-maker, 
all  must  go  to  swell  the  phalanx;  the  ancient  devotee,  tripping  to 
mass  in  the  dawn,  sees  herself  for  the  first  time  carried  off,  and 
shrieks  Help  I  whilst  more  than  one  of  the  younger  sort  secretly 
is  not  so  sorry  at  going,  without  raotlicr  or  mistress,  to  Versailles  to 
pay  her  respects  to  the  august  Assembly.  At  the  same  time,  for  tlie 
accuracy  of  tliis  narrative,  I  must  remark  that  these  women,  at  least 
the  battalion  of  them  which  encamped  that  night  in  the  Assembly 
Hall,  and  had  marched  under  the  flag  of  M.  Maillard,  had  among 
themselves  a  Presidentess  and  Staff;  and  that  every  woman,  on  being 
borrowed  from  her  mother  or  husband,  was  presented  to  the  Presi- 
dentess or  some  of  her  aides-de-camp,  who  engaged  to  watch  over  her 
morality,  and  insure  her  honour  for  this  day. 

*  Once  arrived  on  the  Place  de  Greve,  these  women  piously  begin 
letting-down  the  Lanteme ;  as  in  great  calamities,  you  let  down  the 
shrine  of  Saint  Genevieve.  Next  they  are  for  mounting  into  the  H6tel- 

1  Vol.  iii.  p.  68. 
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de>  Ville.  The  Commandant  had  been  forewarned  of  this  movement ; 
he  knew  that  all  insurrections  have  began  by  women,  whose  mater- 
nal bosom  the  bayonet  of  the  satellites  of  despotism  respects.  Four 
thousand  soldiers  presented  a  front  bristling  with  bayonets;  kept 
them  back  from  the  step :  but  behind  these  women  there  rose  and 
grew  every  moment  a  nucleus  of  men,  armed  with  pikes,  axes,  bills ; 
blood  is  about  to  flow  on  the  pUce ;  the  presence  of  these  Sabine 
women  hindered  it.  The  National  Guard,  which  is  not  purely  a  ma- 
chine, as  the  Minister  of  War  would  have  the  soldier  be,  makes  use 
of  its  reason.  It  discerns  that  these  women,  now  for  Versailles,  are 
going  to  the  root  of  the  mischief.  The  four-thousand  Guards,  already 
getting  saluted  with  stones,  think  it  reasonablest  to  open  a  passage ; 
and,  like  waters  through  a  broken  dike,  the  floods  of  the  multitude 
inundate  the  Hotel-de-Ville. 

'  It  is  a  picture  interesting  to  paint,  and  one  of  the  greatest  in  the 
Revolution,  this  same  army  of  ten-thousand  Judiths  setting  forth  to 
cutoff  the  head  of  Holofernes ;  forcing  the  H6tel-de-Ville  ;  arming 
themselves  with  whatever  they  can  lay  hands  on;  some  tying 
ropes  to  the  cannon-trains,  arresting  carts,  loading  them  with  artil- 
lery, with  powder  and  baUs  for  the  Versailles  National  Guard,  which 
is  left  without  ammunition ;  others  driving-on  the  horses,  or  seated 
on  cannon,  holding  the  redoubtable  match ;  seeking  for  their  gen- 
eralissimo, not  aristocrats  with  epaulettes,  but  Conquerors  of  the 
Bastille  !'i 

So  far  Camille  on  veto,  scarcity  and  the  Insurrection  of 
Women,  in  the  end  of  1789.  As  it  is  not  fit  that  all  our 
scenes  should  be  of  tragedy  or  low-tragedy,  the  reader  will 
perhaps  consent  now  to  a  touch  of  the  moral-sublime.  Let 
him  enter  the  Hall  of  the  Jacobins  with  us.  All  men  have 
heard  of  the  Jacobins'  Club  ;  but  not  all  would  think  of  look- 
ing for  comedy  or  the  moral-sublime  there.  Nevertheless  so 
it  is.  Ah !  the  sublime  of  the  Jacobins  was  not  always  of  the 
bhie-Ught  pandemonial  sort ;  far  otherwise  once  !  We  will 
give  this  passage  from  the  Journal  of  the  Jacobin^  Debates  ; 
not  as  one  of  the  best,  but  as  one  of  the  pleasantest  for  Eng- 
lish readers.  Fancy  that  high  Hall,  with  its  seats  for  fifteen- 
hundred,  '  rising  in  amphitheatre  to  the  cornice  of  the  dome  ; ' 
its  Tribune  elevated  to  mid-air ;  Galleries  and  Ladies'  Gal- 
lery full ;  President  seated ;  shrill  Buissiers  perambulating 
1  Vol.  iii.  p.  110. 
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with  their  rods  and  liveries,  sounding  forth  ^^ Silence!  Si- 
lence/'' Consider  that  it  is  the  18th  of  December  1791 
(free  monarchic  constitution  solemnly  accepted  six  weeks 
ago)  ;  and  read: 

'  The  confluence  of  strangers  was  so  great  that  besides  the  new 
gallerj  erected  for  them,  the  old  ones  were  quite  full,  as  well  as  those 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  Hall  j  and  nevertheless  a  great  multitude 
of  citizens  who  could  not  find  room  or  admittance  on  any  terms. 

'The  reading  of  the  announcements  and  select  correspondence 
was  scarcely  begun,  when  the  Hall  resounded  with  applauses  at  tlie 
entrance  of  the  three  united  Flags,  of  the  English,  the  American 
and  French  Nation,  which  were  to  be  placed  in  the  Hall ;  as  the  So- 
ciety of  Friends  of  the  Revolution  in  London  had  placed  them  in  theirs. 

'  Cries  of  "  Liberty  forever  !  The  Nation  forever  I  The  three 
Free  Peoples  of  the  Universe  forever  ( Vioent  let  trois  peuples  libres  de 
Vuniven) ! "  are  re-echoed  with  enthusiasm  by  the  galleries  and  visit- 
ors :  the  expression,  no  less  sincere  than  lively,  of  that  ardour,  of 
that  love  for  Equality  and  Brotherhood,  which  Nature  has  en- 
graved in  the  hearts  of  all  men ;  and  which  nothing  but  the  con- 
tinued efforts  of  despots,  in  nil  classes,  have  managed  to  eflaoe 
more  or  less. 

'  A  Deputation  of  Ladies  is  introduced ;  Ladies  accustomed  to 
honour  the  galleries  with  their  presence  :  they  had  solicited  permis- 
sion to  offer  a  pledge  of  their  enthusiasm  for  Liberty  to  the  Constitn- 
tional  Whig,  who  came  lately  to  the  National  Assembly  with  the 
congratulation  of  this  class  of  free  Englishmen. 

'  The  Deputation  enters,  amid  the  applauses  of  the  meeting :  a 
young  Citizeness  carries  in  her  hand  the  Gift  of  these  Ladies,  lays  it 
on  the  President's  table,  while  the  Lady-Deputies  mount  to  the  Trib- 
une, to  pronounce  the  following  discourse. 

'  The  Lady-speaker.  We  are  not  Roman  Dames ;  we  bring  no 
jewels ;  but  a  tribute  of  gratitude  for  the  feelings  you  have  inspired 
us  with.  A  Constitutional  Whig  (  Wigh),  a  Brother,  an  Englishman, 
formed,  few  days  ago,  the  object  of  one  of  your  sweetest  unitings 
{€treintes).  What  a  charm  had  that  picture !  Souls  of  sensibility 
were  struck  with  it ;  our  hearts  are  yet  full  of  emotion  {Applause). 
This  day  you  afford  to  that  Brother,  and  to  yourselves,  a  new  enjoy- 
ment :  you  suspend  to  the  dome  of  our  temple  three  Flags,  Ameri- 
can, English,  French. 

'  From  all  sides.  The  Three  Nations,  Vivent  Us  trois  nations  I  Vive 
la  Libert^  1 

*  Lady-speaker.    The  union  of  the  Three  free  Peoples  is  to  be  ce- 
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mented:  forbid  not  us  also,  Messieuni  to  contribute  towards  that. 
Tour  pure  feelings  prescribe  it  for  us  as  a  duty.  Messieurs,  accept 
a  garland.  —  And  you,  English  Brother,  accept  another  from  the 
hands  of  innocence :  it  is  the  work  of  sisterhood ;  friendship  gives 
it  you.  Receive  also,  O  good  Patriot,  in  the  name  of  the  French 
(Xtajfennes  who  are  here,  this  Ark  of  Alliance,  which  we  have  brought 
for  our  brethren  the  Constitutional  Whigs  (  Wighs) :  within  it  are  en- 
closed the  Map  of  France,  divided  into  eighty-three  departments  *,  the 
Cap  of  laberty  {Apptause) ;  the  Book  of  the  French  Constitution ;  a 
Civic  Crown ;  some  Ears  of  Wheat  (Applause) ;  three  Flags ;  a  Na- 
tional Cockade ;  and  these  words  in  the  two  languages,  To  live  free 
or  die, 

*  The  whole  HalL    To  live  free  or  die ! 

'  Lady-gpeaker,  Let  this  immortal  homage  done  to  Liberty  be,  for 
the  English  and  the  French,  a  sacred  pledge  of  their  union.  Forget 
not  to  tell  our  brothers  how  you  have  received  it.  Let  it  be  deposited 
with  the  brotherliest  ceremonial !  Invite  ali  Englishmen  to  partici- 
pate in  this  fiunily  act  Let  it  be  precious  to  tliem  as  Nature  herself. 
—  Tell  your  wives,  repeat  to  your  children,  that  innocent  maids, 
&ithful  spouses,  tender  mothers,  after  having  done  their  household 
duties,  and  contributed  to  make  their  families  and  husbands  happy, 
came  and  made  this  offering  to  their  Country.  Let  one  cry  of  glad- 
ness peal  over  Europe*,  let  it  roll  across  the  waters  to  America. 
Hark!  Amid  the  echoes,  Philadelphia  and  the  Far  West  repeat 
like  us.  Liberty  forever  ! 

'  The  uMe  Hall.    Liberty  forever ! 

*  Lady-tpeaker,  Tyrants  I  your  enemies  declare  themselves.  Na- 
tions will  no  longer  battle  with  each  other ;  straitly  united,  they  will 
possess  all  Languages,  and  make  of  them  but  one  Language.  Strong 
in  their  Freedom  they  will  be  inseparable  forever.  — 

'  Universal  applauses  :  the  Hall  resounds  long  with  cries,  repeated 
by  the  Galleries  and  the  Society,  of  Vive  la  Nationr  Vive  la  LiberUl 
The  Three  Nations  !    The  Patriot  Women  1 

*M.dela  Source,  Vice-president.  Since  Nature  has  willed  that  the 
world  should  owe  to  ypu  its  sweetest  moments,  this  enthusiasm  of 
yours  with  which  you  fill  all  hearts  shall  never  be  lost,  never  forgot- 
ten in  the  flight  of  ages  :  it  stands  engraved  on  our  hearts  in  indeli- 
\Ae  characters.  —  (Then  turning  to  the  Deputies  of  the  Whips.)  As  for 
yoa«  Brothers,  tell  your  countrymen  what  we  are ;  tell  them  that 
in  France  the  women  too  can  love  their  country  and  show  them- 
•elres  worthy  of  Liberty ;  tell  them  that  the  union,  of  which  you 
see  the  emblems,  shall  be  imperisliable  as  the  Free  Peoples  are; 
that  we  have  henceforth  only  one  sort  of  bonds,  the  bonds  which 
miite  us  to  the  Free,  and  that  these  shall  be  eternal  as  virtue. 
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'  The  Whig  Deputy.  Mesdames  and  M.  le  Prudent,  I  really  am 
not  prepared  to  make  a  speech '  (how  true  to  the  "  leg-of-mutton  or 
postprandial  style  1 ")  —  '  for  really  I  did  not  expect  such  a  recep- 
tion ;  but  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me.  I  have  written  to  England,  I 
have  described  the  reception  I  met  with  here :  I  have  had  answers, 
but  not  from  our  Society,  because  that  requires  time ;  the  Society 
must  meet  first  and  then  answer.  ~  I  wish  it  were  in  my  power ' 
(postprandlally !)  'to  express  what  my  heart  feels.  This  feeling 
towards  you  is  not  the  work  of  a  day,  but  indeed  that  of  a  year  (!), 
for  in  August  last,  our  Society  wrote  to  M.  Potion,  who,  however, 
assures  me  that  the  Letter  never  reached  him ;  and  therefore  —  *  ^ 

—  and  80  on,  in  the  postprandial  style  ;  bringing  down  mat- 
ters to  the  solid  business-level  again.  Few  readers,  it  is  to 
be  expected,  have  witnessed  on  the  unelastic  stage  of  mere 
£arth  anything  so  dramatic  as  this. 

We  terminate  with  a  scene  of  a  very  different  complexion, 
though  but  some  few  months  farther  on,  that  is  to  say  in  Sep- 
(ember  1792 !  F^ldmhesi  (anagram  for  Afehie  F^),  in  his 
VeritS  totUe  entiere^  a  Pamphlet  really  more  veracious  than 
most,  thus  testifies,  afler  a  good  deal  of  preambling : 

'  I  was  going  to  my  post  about  half-past  two'  (Sunday  the  2d  of 
September,  tocsins  all  ringing,  and  Brunswick  just  at  hand) ;  '  I  was 
passing  along  the  Rue  Dauphine ;  suddenly  I  hear  hisses.  I  look,  I 
observe  four  hackney-coaches,  coming  in  a  train,  escorted  by  the 
Fed^r^  of  the  Departments. 

'  Each  of  these  coaches  contained  four  persons :  they  were  indi- 
viduals '  (priests)  '  arrested  in  the  preceding  domiciliary  visits.  Bil- 
laud-Varennes,  Procureur-Substitute  of  the  Commune,  had  just  been 
interrogating  them  at  the  H6tel-de-Ville ;  and  now  they  were  pro- 
ceeding towards  the  Abbaye,  to  be  provisionally  detained  there.  A 
crowd  is  gathering ;  the  cries  and  hisses  redouble :  one  of  the  prison- 
ers, doubtless  out  of  his  senses,  takes  fire  at  these  murmurs,  puts  his 
arm  over  the  coach-door,  gives  one  of  the  F^d^n^s  a  stroke  over  the 
head  with  his  cane.  The  F^d^r^,  in  a  rage,  draws  his  sabre,  springs 
on  the  carriage-steps,  and  plunges  it  thrice-over  into  the  heart  of  his 
aggressor.  I  saw  the  blood  come  out  in  great  jets.  "  Kill  every  one 
of  them ;  they  are  scoundrels,  aristocrats  1 "  ciy  the  people.  The 
V6d4T4B  all  draw  their  sabres,  and  instantly  kill  the  three  com- 
panions of  the  one  who  had  just  perished.    I  saw,  at  this  moment, 

1  Tome  zii.  879. 
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a  young  man  in  a  white  nightgown  stretch  himself  out  of  that  same 
carriage :  his  countenance,  expressive  but  pale  and  worn,  indicated 
that  he  was  very  sick;  he  had  gathered  his  staggering  strength, 
and,  though  already  wounded,  was  crying  still,  "  Grace,  grace, 
Mercy,  pardon  ! "  but  in  vain ;  —  a  mortal  stroke  united  him  to  the 
lot  of  the  others. 

'  This  coach,  which  was  the  hindmost,  now  held  nothing  but 
corpses ;  it  had  not  stopped  during  the  carnage,  which  lasted  about 
the  space  of  two  minutes.  The  crowd  increases,  crescit  eundo ;  the 
yells  redouble.  The  coaches  are  at  the  Abbaye.  The  corpses  are 
hurled  into  the  court ;  the  twelve  living  prisoners  dismount  to  enter 
the  committee-room.  Two  are  sacrificed  on  alighting  ;  ten  succeed 
in  entering.  The  committee  had  not  had  time  to  put  the  slightest 
question,  when  a  multitude,  armed  with  pikes,  sabres,  swords  and 
bayonets,  dashes  in,  seizes  the  accused,  and  kills  them.  One  prisoner, 
already  much  wounded,  kept  hanging  by  the  skirts  of  a  Committee- 
member,  and  still  struggled  against  death. 

'  Three  yet  remained  ;  one  of  whom  was  the  Abb<^  Sicard,  Teacher 
of  the  Deaf  and  Dumb.  The  sabres  were  already  over  his  head, 
when  Monnot,  the  watchmaker,  flung  himself  before  them,  crying, 
'*  Kill  me  rather,  and  not  this  man,  who  is  useful  to  our  country  ! " 
These  words,  uttered  with  the  fire  and  impetuosity  of  a  generous 
soul,  suspended  death.  Profiting  by  this  moment  of  calm,  Abb^ 
Sicard  and  the  other  two  were  got  conveyed  into  the  back  part 
of  the  room.' 
i 

Abb4  Sicard,  as  is  well  known,  survived ;  and  the  narra- 
tive which  he  also  published  exists,  —  suflScient  to  prove, 
among  other  things,  that  '  Fel^mhesi '  had  but  two  eyes,  and 
his  own  share  of  sagacity  and  heart ;  that  he  has  mtVseen, 
miscounted,  and,  knowingly  or  unknowingly,  misstated  not 
a  little,  —  as  one  poor  man,  in  these  circumstances,  might 
F4temhesi  continues,  we  only  inverting  his  arrangement 
somewhat : 

'  Twelve  scoundrels,  presided  by  Maillard,  with  whom  they  had 
probably  combined  this  project  beforehand,  find  themselves  "by 
chance  "  among  the  crowd ;  and  now,  being  well-known  one  to  an- 
other, they  unite  themselves  "  in  the  name  of  the  sovereign  people," 
whether  it  were  of  their  own  private  audacity,  or  that  they  had 
secretly  received  superior  orders.  They  lay  hold  of  the  prison- 
registers,  and  turn  them  over;  the  turnkeys  fall  a-trembling;  the 
jailor's  wife  and  the  jailor  faint }  the  prison  is  surrounded  by  furious 
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men ;  there  u  shouting,  clamouring :  the  door  is  assaulted,  like  to 
be  forced ;  when  one  of  the  Committee-members  presents  himself  at 
the  outer  gate,  and  begs  audience :  his  signs  obtain  a  moment  of 
silence ;  the  doors  open,  he  advances,  gets  a  chair,  mounts  on  it,  and 
speaks  :  "  Comrades,  friends,"  said  he,  *'you  are  good  patriots;  your 
resentment  is  just.  Open  war  to  the  enemies  of  the  common  good  ; 
neither  truce  nor  mercy ;  it  is  a  war  to  the  death !  I  feel,  like  you, 
that  they  must  all  perish.  And  yet,  if  you  are  good  citizens,  you 
must  love  justice.  There  is  not  one  of  you  but  would  shudder  at 
the  notion  of  shedding  innocent  blood."  "  Yes,  yes ! "  reply  the 
people.  —  "  Well,  then,  I  ask  of  you  if,  without  inquiry  or  investiga- 
tion, you  fling  yourselves  like  mad  tigers  on  your  fellowmen ? " 

Here  the  speaker  is  interrupted  by  one  of  the  crowd,  who,  with  a 
bloody  sabre  in  his  hand,  his  eyes  glancing  with  rage,  cleaves  the 
press,  and  refutes  him  in  these  terms :  "  Tell  us,  Monsieur  le 
Citoyen,  explain  to  us  then,  would  the  sacris  gueux  of  Prussians 
and  Austrians,  if  they  were  at  Paris,  investigate  for  the  guilty  ?  * 
Would  they  not  cut  to  the  right  and  left,  as  the  Swiss  on  the  Tenth 
of  August  did  ?  Well !  I  am  no  speaker,  I  cannot  stuff  the  ears  of 
any  one :  but  I  tell  you,  I  have  a  wife  and  five  children,  whom  I 
leave  with  my  Section  here,  while  I  go  and  fight  the  enemy  :  and  it 
is  not  my  bargain  that  the  villains  in  this  Prison,  whom  other  vil- 
lains outside  will  open  the  door  to,  shall  go  and  kill  my  wife  and 
children  in  the  mean  while !  I  have  three  boys,  who  I  hope  will  be 
usefuller  to  their  country  one  day  than  these  rascals  you  want  to 
save.  Any  way,  you  have  but  to  send  them  out ;  we  will  give  them 
arms,  and  fight  them  number  for  number.  Die  here,  or  die  on  the 
frontiers,  I  am  sure  enough  to  be  killed  by  these  villains,  one  day ; 
but  I  mean  to  sell  them  my  life ;  and,  be  it  I,  be  it  others,  the  Prison 
shall  be  purged  of  these  8acr^.8  yueux  Id."  "  He  is  right !  "  responds 
the  general  cry.' —  And  so  the  frightful  *  purgation '  proceeds. 

*  At  five  in  the  afternoon,  Billaud-Varennes,  Procureur-Substitute, 
arrives ;  he  had  on  his  sash,  and  the  small  puce  coat  and  black  wig 
we  are  used  to  see  on  him  :  walking  over  carcasses,  he  makes  a  short 
harangue  to  the  people,  and  ends  thus  :  '*  People,  thou  art  sacrificing 
thy  enemies ;  thou  art  in  thy  duty."  This  cannibal  speech  lends 
them  new  animation.  The  killers  blaze-up,  cry  louder  than  ever 
ibr  new  victims :  —  how  to  stanch  this  new  thirst  of  blood  ?  A 
voice  speaks  from  beside  Billaud ;  it  was  Maillard's  voice  :  "  There 
is  nothing  more  to  do  here  ;  let  us  to  the  Carmes ! "  They  run 
thither :  in  five  minutes  more,  I  saw  them  trailing  corpses  by  the 
heels.  A  killer  (I  cannot  say  a  man),  in  very  coarse  clothes,  had, 
as  it  would  seem,  been  specially  commissioned  to  despatch  tlie  Abb^ 
Lenfimt }  for,  apprehensive  lest  the  prey  might  be  missed,  he  takes 
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water,  flings  it  on  the  corpses,  waahes  their  blood-smeared  faces, 
turns  them  over,  and  seems  at  last  to  ascertain  that  the  Abb^  Leniant 
is  among  them.'  ^ 

This  is  the  September  Massacre,  the  last  Scene  we  can 
give  as  a  specimen.  Thus,  in  these  curious  records  of  the 
HUtoire  Parlemeniaire,  as  in  some  Ezekiel  Vision  become 
real,  does  Scene  after  Scene  disclose  itself,  now  in  rose-light, 
now  in  sulphurous  black,  and  grow  ever  inore  fitful,  dream- 
like, —  tiU  the  Yendemiaire  Scene  come,  and  Napoleon  blow- 
forth  his  grape-shot,  and  Sansculottism  be  no  more ! 

Touching  the  political  and  metaphysical  speculations  of  our 
two  Editors,  we  shall  say  little.  They  are  of  the  sort  we 
lamented  in  Mignef,  and  generally  in  Frenchmen  of  this 
day:  a  jingling  of  formulas;  —  unftniitful  as  that  Kalmuck 
prayer!  Perhaps  the  strangest-looking  particular  doctrine 
we  have  noticed  is  this :  that  the  French  Revolution  was  at 
bottom  an  attempt  to  realise  Christianity,  and  fairly  put  it  in 
action,  in  our  world.  For  eighteen  centuries  (it  is  not  de- 
nied) men  had  been  doing  more  or  less  that  way ;  but  they 
set  their  shoulder  rightly  to  the  wheel,  and  gave  a  dead-lift, 
foi"  the  first  time  tJien.  Good  M.  Boux  !  And  yet  the  good 
Boux  does  mean  something  by  this ;  and  even  something 
true.  But  a  marginal  annotator  has  written  on  our  copy, 
'  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Messieurs,  humez  vos  forrmdes :  * 
make  away  with  your  formulas;  take  off  your  facetted 
spectacles ;  open  your  eyes  a  little,  and  look  I  There  is, 
indeed,  here  and  there,  considerable  rumbling  of  the  rota- 
tory calabash,  which  rattles  and  rumbles,  concerning  Prog- 
ress of  the  Species,  Doctrine  du  Progres,  JSxploitattons,  le 
Christy  le  Verhe,  and  what  not ;  written  in  a  vein  of  deep, 
even  of  intense  seriousness ;  but  profitable,  one  would  think, 
to  no  man  or  woman.  In  this  style  M.  Boux  (for  it  is  he, 
we  understand)  painfully  composes  a  Preface  to  each  Vol- 
ume, and  has  even  given  a  whole  introductory  History  of 
France :  we  read  some  seven  or  eight  of  his  first  Prefaces, 
1  Vol.  xviU.  p.  169. 
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hoping  always  to  get  some  noarishment ;  but  seldom  or 
never  cut  him  open  now.  Fighting,  in  that  way,  behind 
cover,  he  is  comparatively  harmless;  merely  wasting  you 
60  many  pence  per  number :  happily  the  space  he  takes  is 
small.  Whoever  wants  to  form  for  himself  an  image  of  the 
actual  state  of  French  Meditation,  and  under  what  surpris- 
ing shackles  a  French  thinking  man  of  these  days  finds  him- 
self gyved,  and  mechanised,  and  reduced  to  the  verge  of 
zero,  may  open  M.  Boux's  Prefaces,  and  see  it  as  in  an  ex- 
pressive summary. 

We  wish  our  two  French  friends  all  speed  in  their  busi- 
ness ;  and  do  again  honestly  recommend  this  ffistaire  Parle^ 
mentaire  to  any  and  all  of  our  English  friends  who  take  in- 
terest in  that  subject. 
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American  Ckx>per  asserts,  in  one  of  his  books,  that  there 
is  *  an  instinctive  tendency  in  men  to  look  at  any  man  who 
has  beoome  distinguished.'  True,  surely :  as  all  observation 
and  survey  of  mankind,  from  China  to  Peru,  from  Nebu- 
chadnezzar to  Old  Hickory,  will  testify !  Why  do  men 
crowd  towards  the  improved-drop  at  Newgate,  eager  to 
catch  a  sight  ?  The  man  about  to  be  hanged  is  in  a  dis- 
tinguished situation.  Men  crowd  to  such  extent,  that  Green- 
acre's  is  not  the  only  life  choked-out  there.  Again,  ask  of 
these  leathern  vehicles,  cabriolets,  neat-flies,  with  blue  men 
and  women  in  them,  that  scour  all  thoroughfares.  Whither 
so  fast?  To  see  dear  Mrs.  Rigmarole,  the  distinguished 
female  ;  great  Mr.  Rigmarole,  the  distinguished  male  !  Or, 
consider  that  crowning  phenomenon,  and  summary  of  mod- 
em civilisation,  a  soiree  of  lions.  Glittering  are  the  rooms, 
well-lighted,  thronged;  bright  flows  their  undulatory  flood 
of  blonde-gowns  and  dress-coats,  a  soft  smile  dwelling  on  all 
faces ;  for  behold  there  also  flow  the  lions,  hovering  distin- 
guished :  oracles  of  the  age,  of  one  sort  or  another.  Ora- 
cles really  pleasant  to  see  ;  whom  it  is  worth  while  to  go  and 
see :  look  at  them,  but  inquire  not  of  them,  depart  rather 
and  be  thankful.  For  your  Won-soiree  admits  not  of  speech  ; 
there  lies  the  specialty  of  it.  A  meeting  together  of  hu- 
man creatures;  and  yet  (so  high  has  civilisation  gone)  the 
primary  aim  of  human  meeting,  that  soul  might   in   some 

1  London  and  Westminster  Review,  No.  12.  —  Memoirs  of  the  Life 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Baronet    Vols,  i.-vi.     Edinburgh,  1887. 
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articulate  utterance  unfold  itself  to  eoul,  can  be  dispensed 
with  in  it.  Utterance  there  is  not ;  nay  there  is  a  certain 
grinning  play  of  tongue-fence,  and  make-believe  of  utterance, 
considerably  woree  than  none.  For  which  reason  it  has 
been  suggested,  with  an  eye  to  sincerity  and  silence  in  such 
lion-soirees,  Might  not  each  lion  be,  for  example,  ticketed,  as 
wine-decanters  are?  Let  him  carry,  slung  round  him,  in 
such  ornamental  manner  as  seemed  good,  his  silver  label 
with  name  engraved ;  you  llfl  his  label,  and  read  it,  with 
what  farther  ocular  survey  you  find  useful,  and  speech  is  not 
needed  at  all.  O  Fenimore  Cooper,  it  is  most  true  there  is 
^  an  instinctive  tendency  in  men  to  look  at  any  man  that  has 
become  distinguished ;  *  and,  moreover,  an  instinctive  desire 
in  men  to  become  distinguished  and  be  looked  at ! 

For  the  rest,  we  will  call  it  a  most  valuable  tendency  this ; 
indispensable  to  mankind.  Without  it,  where  were  star-and- 
garter,  and  significance  of  rank ;  where  were  all  ambition, 
money-getting,  respectability  of  gig  or  no  gig;  and,  in  a 
word,  the  main  impetus  by  which  society  moves,  the  main 
force  by  which  it  hangs  together  ?  A  tendency,  we  say,  of 
manifold  results ;  of  manifold  origin,  not  ridiculous  only,  bat 
sublime;  —  which  some  incline  to  deduce  from  the  mere 
gregarious  purblind  nature  of  man,  prompting  him  to  run, 
'  as  dim-eyed  animals  do,  towards  any  glittering  object,  were 
it  but  a  scoured  tankard,  and  mistake  it  for  a  solar  luminary,' 
or  even  'sheep-like,  to  run  and  crowd  because  many  k<we 
already  run !  *  It  is,  indeed,  curious  to  consider  how  men 
do  make  the  gods  that  themselves  worship.  For  the  most 
famed  man,  round  whom  all  the  world  rapturously  huzzahs 
and  venerates,  as  if  his  like  were  not,  is  the  same  man  whom 
all  the  world  was  wont  to  jostle  into  the  kennels;  not  a 
changed  man,  but  in  every  fibre  of  him  the  same  man. 
Foolish  world,  what  went  ye  out  to  see  ?  A  tankard  scoured 
bright :  and  do  there  not  lie,  of  the  self-same  pewter,  whole 
barrowfuls  of  tankards,  though  by  worse  fortune  all  still  in 
the  dim  state  ? 


SIB  WALTER   SCOTT.  187 

And  yet,  at  bottom,  it  Is  not  merely  our  gregarious  sheep- 
like quality,  but  something  better,  and  indeed  best:  what 
has  been  called  '  the  perpetual  fact  of  hero-worship ; '  our 
inborn  sincere  love  of  great  men !  Not  the  gilt  farthing, 
ibr  its  own  sake,  do  even  fools  oovet ;  but  the  gold  guinea 
which  they  mistake  it  for.  Veneration  of  great  men  is  per- 
ennial in  the  nature  of  man ;  this,  in  all  times,  especially  in 
these,  is  one  of  the  blessedest  facts  predicable  of  him.  In 
all  times,  even  in  these  seemingly  so  disobedient  times, '  it 

*  remains  a  blessed  fact,  so  cunningly  has  Nature  ordered  it, 
*•  thai  whatsoever  man  ought  to  ohetf,  he  cannot  but  obey.    Show 

*  the  dullest  dodpole,  show  the  haughtiest  featherhead,  that 
*a  soul  higher  than  himself  is  actually  here  ;  were  his  knees 
'  stiffened  into  brass,  he  must  down  and  worship/  So  it  has 
been  written ;  and  may  be  cited  and  repeated  till  known  to 
alL  Understand  it  well,  this  of  '  hero-worship '  was  the  pri- 
mary creed,  and  has  intrinsically  been  the  secondary  and 
ternary,  and  will  be  the  ultimate  and  final  creed  of  mankind ; 
indestructible,  changing  in  shape,  but  in  essence  unchange- 
able; whereon  polities,  religions,  loyalties,  and  all  highest 
haman  interests  have  been  and  can  be  built,  as  on  a  rock 
that  will  endure  while  man  endures.  Such  is  hero-worship ; 
so  much  lies  in  that  our  inborn  sincere  love  of  great  men ! 
—  In  favour  of  which  unspeakable  benefits  of  the  reality, 
what  can  we  do  but  cheerfully  pardon  the  multiplex  inepti- 
tudes of  the  semblance ;  cheerfully  wish  even  Wonsoirees, 
with  labels  for  their  lions  or  without  that  improvement,  all 
manner  of  prosperity  ?  Let  hero-worship  flourish,  say  we ; 
and  the  more  and  more  assiduous  chase  after  gilt  farthings 
while  guineas  are  not  yet  forthcoming.  Herein,  at  lowest, 
is  proof  that  guineas  exist,  that  they  are  believed  to  exist, 
and  valued.  Find  great  men  if  you  can;  if  you  cannot, 
still  quit  not  the  search  ;  in  defect  of  great  men,  let  there  be 
noted  men,  in  such  number,  to  such  degree  of  intensity  as 
the  public  appetite  can  tolerate. 
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Whether  Sir  Walter  Scott  was  a  great  man,  is  still  a  ques- 
tion with  some ;  but  there  can  be  no  question  with  any  one 
that  be  was  a  most  noted  and  even  notable  man.  In  this 
generation  there  was  no  literary  man  with  such  a  popularity 
in  any  country ;  there  have  only  been  a  few  with  such, 
taking-in  all  generations  and  all  countries.  Nay,  it  is  farther 
to  be  admitted  that  Sir  Walter  Scott's  popularity  was  of  a 
select  sort  rather;  not  a  popularity  of  the  populace.  His 
admirers  were  at  one  time  almost  all  the  intelligent  of  civil- 
ised countries  ;  and  to  the  last,  included  and  do  still  include 
a  great  portion  of  that  sort.  Such  fortune  he  had,  and  has 
contfnued  to  maintain  for  a  space  of  some  twenty  or  thirty 
years.  So  long  the  observed  of  all  observers ;  a  great  man, 
or  only  a  considerable  man  ;  here  surely,  if  ever,  is  a  singu- 
larly circumstanced,  is  a  *  distinguished '  man  !  In  regard 
to  whom,  therefore,  the  '  instinctive  tendency '  on  other 
men's  part  cannot  be  wanting.  Let  men  look,  where  the 
world  has  already  so  long  looked.  And  now,  while  the  new, 
earnestly  expected  Life  *  by  his  son-in-law  and  literary  exec- 
utor '  again  summons  the  whole  world's  attention  round  him, 
probably  for  the  last  time  it  will  ever  be  so  summoned ;  and 
men  are  in  some  sort  taking  leave  of  a  notability,  and  about 
to  go  their  way,  and  commit  him  to  his  fortune  on  the  flood 
of  things,  —  why  should  not  this  Periodical  Publication  like- 
wise publish  its  thought  about  him  ?  Readers  of  miscellane- 
ous aspect,  of  unknown  quantity  and  quality,  are  waiting  to 
hear  it  done.  With  small  inward  vocation,  but  cheerfully 
obedient  to  destiny  and  necessity,  the  present  reviewer  will 
follow  a  multitude :  to  do  evil  or  to  do  no  evil,  will  depend 
not  on  the  multitude  but  on  himself.  One'  thing  he  did  de- 
cidedly wish ;  at  least  to  wait  till  the  Work  were  finished : 
for  the  Six  promised  Volumes,  as  the  world  knows,  have 
flowed  over  into  a  Seventh,  which  will  not  for  some  weeks 
yet  see  the  light.  But  the  editorial  powers,  wearied  with 
waiting,  have  become  peremptoiy  ;  and  declare  that,  finished 
or  not  finished,  they  will  have  their  hands  washed  of  it  at 
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this  opening  of  the  year.  Perhaps  it  is  best.  The  phys- 
iognomy of  Soott  will  not  be  mach  altered  for  us  by  that 
Seventh  Volame ;  the  prior  Six  have  altered  it  but  little ; 
—  as,  indeed,  a  man  who  has  written  some  two-hundred 
volumes  of  his  own,  and  lived  for  thirty  years  amid  the 
universal  speech  of  friends,  must  have  already  left  some 
likeness  of  himself.  Be  it  as  the  peremptory  editorial  pow- 
ers require. 

First,  therefore,  a  word  on  the  lAfr  itself.  Mr.  Lockhart's 
known  powers  justify  strict  requisition  in  his  case.  Our  ver- 
dict in  general  would  be,  that  he  has  accomplished  the  work 
he  schemed  for  himself  in  a  creditable  workmanlike  manner. 
It  is  true,  his  notion  of  what  the  work  was,  does  not  seem  to 
have  been  very  elevated.  To  picture-forth  the  life  of  Scott 
according  to  any  rules  of  art  or  composition,  so  that  a  reader, 
on  adequately  examining  it,  might  say  to  himself,  '^  There  is 
Scott,  there  is  the  physiognomy  and  meaning  of  Scott's  ap- 
pearance and  transit  on  this  earth  \  such  was  he  by  nature, 
so  did  the  world  act  on  him,  so  he  on  the  world,  with  such 
result  and  significance  for  himself  and  us : "  this  was  by  no 
manner  of  means  Mr.  Lockhart's  plan.  A  plan  which,  it  is 
rashly  said,  should  preside  over  every  biography !  It  might 
have  been  fulfilled  with  all  degrees  of  perfection,  from  that 
of  the  Odyssey  down  to  Thomas  EUwood  or  lower.  For 
there  is  no  heroic  poem  in  the  world  but  is  at  bottom  a  biog- 
raphy, the  life  of  a  man :  also,  it  may  be  Faid,  there  is  no 
life  of  a  man,  faithftiUy  recorded,  but  is  a  heroic  poem  of  its 
sort,  rhymed  or  unrhymed.  It  is  a  plan  one  would  prefer, 
did  it  otherwise  suit ;  which  it  docs  not,  in  these  days.  Seven 
volumes  sell  so  much  dearer  than  one ;  are  so  much  easier 
to  write  than  one.  The  Odyssey,  for  instance,  what  were  the 
value  of  the  Odyssey  sold  per  sheet  ?  One  paper  of  Pickwick  ; 
or  say,  the  inconsiderable  fraction  of  one.  This,  in  commer- 
cial algebra,  were  the  equation :  Odyssey  equal  to  Pickwick 
divided  by  an  unknown  integer. 

There  is  a  great  discovery  still  to  be  made  in  Literature, 
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that  of  paying  literary  men  by  the  quantity  they  do  not 
write.  Nay,  in  sober  truth,  is  not  this  actuidly  the  rule  in 
all  writing ;  and,  moreover,  in  all  conduct  and  acting  ?  Not 
what  stands  aboveground,  but  what  lies  unseen  under  it,  as 
the  root  and  subterrene  element  it  sprang  from  and  emblemed 
forth,  determines  the  value.  Under  all  speech  that  is  good 
for  anything  there  lies  a  silence  that  is  better.  Silence  is 
deep  as  Eternity  ;  speech  is  shallow  as  Time.  Paradoxical 
does  it  seem  ?  Woe  for  the  age,  woe  for  the  man,  quack- 
ridden,  bespeeched,  bespouted,  blown  about  like  barren  Sa- 
hara, to  whom  this  world-old  truth  were  altogether  strange  ! 
—  Such  we  say  is  the  rule,  acted  on  or  not,  recognised  or 
not ;  and  he  who  departs  from  it,  what  can  he  do  but  spread 
himself  into  breadth  and  length,  into  superficiality  and  sala- 
bility ;  and,  except  as  filigree,  become  comparatively  useless  ? 
One  thinks,  Had  but  the  hogshead  of  thin  wash,  which  sours 
in  a  week  ready  for  tlie  kennels,  been  distilled,  been  concen- 
trated I  Our  dear  Fenimore  Cooper,  whom  we  started  with, 
might,  in  that  way,  have  given  us  one  Natty  Leathentockingy 
one  melodious  synopsis  of  Man  and  Nature  in  the  West  (for 
it  lay  in  him  to  do  it),  almost  as  a  Saint-Pierre  did  for  the 
Islands  of  the  East ;  and  the  hundred  Incoherences,  cob- 
bled hastily  together  by  order  of  Golbum  and  Company,  had 
slumbered  in  Chaos,  as  all  incoherences  ought  if  possible  to 
do.  Verily  this  same  genius  of  diffuse-writing,  of  diffuse- 
acting,  is  a  Moloch ;  and  souls  pass  through  the  fire  to  him, 
more  than  enough.  Surely,  if  ever  discovery  was  valuable 
and  needful,  it  were  that  above  indicated,  of  paying  by  the 
work  not  visibly  done  !  —  Which  needful  discovery  we  will 
give  the  whole  projecting,  railwaying,  knowledge-diffusing, 
march-of-intellect  and  otherwise  promotive  and  locomotive 
societies  in  the  Old  and  New  World,  any  required  length  of 
centuries  to  make.  Once  made,  such  discovery  once  made, 
we  too  will  fling  cap  into  the  air,  and  shout,  "/o  P«on  /  the 
Devil  it  conquered;"  —  and,  in  the  mean  while,  study  to 
think  it  nothing  miraculous  that  seven  biographical  volumes 


SIB  WALTER  SCOTT.  191 

are  given  where  one  had  been  better ;  and  that  several  other 
tilings  happen,  very  much  as  they  from  of  old  were  known  to 
do,  and  are  like  to  continue  doing. 

Mr.  Lockhart*8  aim,  we  take  it,  was  not  that  of  producing 
any  such  highflown  work  of  art  as  we  hint  at :  or  indeed  to 
do  much  other  than  to  print,  intelligibly  bound  together  by 
order  of  time,  and  by  some  requisite  intercalary  exposition, 
all  such  letters,  documents  and  notices  about  Scott  as  he  found 
lying  suitable,  and  as  it  seemed  likely  the  world  would  under- 
take to  read.  His  Work,  accordingly,  is  not  so  much  a  com- 
position, as  what  we  may  call  a  compilation  well  done. 
Neither  is  this  a  task  of  no  difficulty ;  this  too  is  a  task  that 
may  be  performed  with  extremely  various  degrees  of  talent : 
from  the  Life  and  Correspondence  of  Hannah  More,  for  in- 
stance, up  to  this  Life  of  Scott,  there  is  a  wide  range  indeed ! 
Let  us  take  the  Seven  Volumes,  and  be  thankful  that  they 
are  genuine  in  their  kind.  Nay,  as  to  that  of  their  being 
seven  and  not  one,  it  is  right  to  say  tiiat  the  public  so  required 
it.  To  have  done  other,  would  have  shown  little  policy  in 
an  author.  Had  Mr.  Lockhart  laboriously  compressed  him- 
self, and  instead  of  well-done  compilation,  brought  out  the 
well-done  composition,  in  one  volume  instead  of  seven,  which 
not  many  men  in  England  are  better  qualified  to  do,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  but  his  readers  for  the  time  had  been  im- 
measurably fewer.  If  the  praise  of  magnanimity  be  denied 
him,  that  of  prudence  must  be  conceded,  which  perhaps  he 
values  more. 

The  truth  is,  the  work,  done  in  this  manner  too,  was  good 
to  have :  Scott's  Biography,  if  uncomposed,  lies  printed  and 
indestructible  here,  in  the  elementary  state,  and  can  at  any 
time  be  composed,  if  necessary,  by  whosoever  has  a  call  to 
that.  As  it  is,  as  it  was  meant  to  be,  we  repeat,  the  work  is 
rigorously  done.  Sagacity,  decision,  candour,  diligence,  good 
manners,  good  sense  :  these  qualities  are  throughout  observ- 
able. The  dates,  calculations,  statements,  we  suppose  to  be 
all  accurate ;  much  laborious  inquiry,  some  of  it  impossible 
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for  another  man,  has  been  gone  into,  the  results  of  which 
are  imparted  with  due  brevity.  Scott's  letters,  not  interesting 
generally,  yet  never  absolutely  without  interest,  are  copi- 
ously given ;  copiously,  but  with  selection ;  the  answers  to 
them  still  more  select.  Narrative,  delineation,  and  at  length 
personal  reminiscences,  occasionally  of  much  merit,  of  a 
certain  rough  force,  sincerity  and  picturesqueness,  duly  in- 
tervene. The  scattered  members  of  Scott's  Life  do  lie  here, 
and  could  be  disentangled.  In  a  word,  this  compilation  is 
the  work  of  a  manful,  clear-seeing,  conclusive  man,  and  has 
been  executed  with  the  faculty  and  combination  of  facul- 
ties the  public  had  a  right  to  expect  from  the  name  attached 
to  it. 

One  thing  we  hear  greatly  blamed  in  Mr.  Lockhart :  tliat 
he  has  been  too  communicative,  indiscreet,  and  has  recorded 
much  that  ought  to  have  lain  suppressed.  Persons  are  men- 
tioned, and  circumstances,  not  always  of  an  ornamental  sort 
It  would  appear  there  is.  far  less  reticence  than  was  looked 
for!  Various  persons,  name  and  surname,  have  'received 
pain  : '  nay  the  very  Hero  of  the  Biography  is  rendered  un- 
heroic ;  unomamental  facts  of  htm,  and  of  those  he  had  to 
do  with,  being  set  forth  in  plain  English :  hence  ^  personality,' 
'  indiscretion,'  or  worse,  '  sanctities  of  private  life,'  Ac  &c. 
How  delicate,  decent  is  English  Biography,  bless  its  mealy 
mouth  !  A  Damocles'  sword  of  Respectability  hangs  forever 
over  the  poor  Englbh  Life-writer  (as  it  does  over  poor 
English  Life  in  general),  and  reduces  him  to  the  verge  of 
paralysis.  Thus  it  has  been  said, '  there  are  no  English  lives 
*  worth  reading  except  those  of  Players,  who  by  the  nature 
'of  the  case  have  bidden  Hespectability  good-day.'  The 
English  biographer  has  long  felt  that  if  in  writing  his  Man's 
Biography,  he  wrote  down  anything  that  could  by  possibility 
offend  any  man,  he  had  written  wrong.  The  plain  conse- 
quence was,  that,  properly  speaking,  no  biography  whatever 
could  be  produced.  The  poor  biographer,  having  the  fear 
not  of  God  before  his  eyes,  was  obliged  to  retire  as  it  were 
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into  vacuum ;  and  write  in  the  most  melancholy,  straitened 
manner,  with  only  vacuum  for  a  result.  Vain  that  he  wrote, 
and  that  we  kept  reading  volume  on  volume :  there  was  no 
biography,  but  some  vague  ghost  of  a  biography,  white, 
stainless ;  without  feature  or  substance  ;  vcuntum,  as  we  say, 
and  wind  and  shadow,  —  which  indeed  the  material  of  it 
was. 

No  man  lives  without  jostling  and  being  jostled ;  in  all 
ways  he  has  to  elbow  himself  through  the  world,  giving  and 
receiving  offence.  His  life  is  a  battle,  in  so  far  as  it  is  an 
entity  at  all.  The  very  oyster,  we  suppose,  comes  in  colli- 
sion with  oysters :  undoubtedly  enough  it  does  come  in  col- 
lision with  Necessity  and  Difficulty ;  and  helps  itself  through, 
not  as  a  perfect  ideal  oyster,  but  as  an  imperfect  real  one. 
Some  kind  of  remorse  must  be  known  to  the  oyster ;  certain 
hatreds,  certain  pusillanimities.  But  as  for  man,  his  conflict 
is  continual  with  the  spirit  of  contradiction,  that  is  without 
and  within ;  with  the  evil  spirit  (or  call  it,  with  the  weak, 
most  necessitous,  pitiable  spirit),  that  is  in  others  and  in  him- 
self. His  walk,  like  all  walking  (say  the  mechanicians),  is 
a  series  of /oZb.  To  paint  man's  life  is  to  represent  these 
things.  Let  them  be  represented,  fitly,  with  dignity  and 
measure  ;  but  above  all,  let  them  be  represented.  No  trag- 
edy of  Hamlet  with  the  part  of  Hamlet  omitted  by  particular 
desire  !  No  ghost  of  a  biography,  let  the  Damocles'  sword 
of  Respectability  (which,  after  all,  is  but  a  pasteboard  one) 
threaten  as  it  will !  One  hopes  that  the  public  taste  is  much 
mended  in  this  matter ;  that  vacuum-biographies,  with  a  good 
many  other  vacuities  related  to  them,  are  withdrawn  or  with- 
drawing into  vacuum.  Probably  it  was  Mr.  Lockhart's  feel- 
ing of  what  the  great  public  would  approve,  that  led  him, 
open-eyed,  into  this  offence  against  the  small  criticising  pub- 
lic :  we  jojrfuUy  accept  the  omen. 

Perhaps  then,  of  all  the  praises  copiously  bestowed  on  his 
Work,  there  is  none  in  reality  so  creditable  to  him  as  this 
same  censure,  which  has  also  been  pretty  copious.  It  is  a 
VOL.  iv.  18 
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censure  better  than  a  good  manj  praises.  He  is  found  guiltj 
of  having  said  this  and  that,  calculated  not  to  be  entirely 
pleasant  to  this  man  and  that ;  in  other  words,  calculated  to 
give  him  and  the  thing  he  worked  in  a  living  set  of  features, 
not  leave  him  vague,  in  the  white  beatified-ghost  condition. 
Several  men,  as  we  hear,  crj  out,  '*  See,  there  is  something 
written  not  entirely  pleasant  to  me ! "  Good  ifriend,  it  is 
pitj;  but  who  can  help  it?  Thej  that  will  crowd  about 
bonfires  may,  sometimes  very  fairly,  get  their  beards  singed  ; 
it  is  the  price  they  pay  for  such  illumination ;  natural  twilight 
is  safe  and  free  to  all.  For  our  part,  we  hope  all  manner  of 
biographies  that  are  written  in  England  will  henceforth  be 
written  so.  If  it  is  fit  that  they  be  written  otherwi^ie,  then  it 
is  still  fitter  that  they  be  not  written  at  all :  to  produce  not 
things  but  ghosts  of  things  can  never  be  the  duty  of  man. 
The  biographer  has  this  problem  set  before  him :  to  delineate 
a  likeness  of  the  earthly  pilgrimage  of  a  man.  He  will  com- 
pute well  what  profit  is  in  it,  and  what  disprofit ;  under  which 
latter  head  thia  of  ofiending  any  of  bis  fellow-creatures  will 
surely  not  be  forgotten.  Nay,  this  may  so  swell  the  disprofit 
side  of  his  account,  that  many  an  enterprise  of  biography, 
otherwise  promising,  shall  require  to  be  renounced.  But 
once  taken  up,  the  rule  before  all  rules  is  to  do  ity  not  to  do 
the  ghost  of  it.  In  speaking  of  the  man  and  men  he  has  to 
deal  with,  he  will  of  course  keep  all  his  charities  about  him  ; 
but  all  his  eyes  open.  Far  be  it  from  him  to  set  down  aught 
untrtie ;  nay,  not  to  abstain  from,  and  leave  in  oblivion,  much 
that  is  true.  But  having  found  a  thing  or  things  essential 
for  his  subject,  and  well  computed  the  for  and  against,  he 
will  in  very  deed  set  down  such  thing  or  things,  nothing 
doubting,  —  having,  we  may  say,  the  fear  of  God  before  his 
eyes,  and  no  other  fear  whatever.  Censure  the  biographer's 
prudence ;  dissent  from  the  computation  he  made,  or  agree 
with  it ;  be  all  malice  of  his,  be  all  falsehood,  nay  be  all 
offensive  avoidable  inaccuracy,  condemned  and  consumed; 
but  know  that  by  this  plan  only,  executed  as  was  possible. 
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coald  the  biographer  hope  to  make  a  biography  ;  and  blame 
him  not  that  he  did  what  it  had  been  the  worst  fault  not 
to  do. 

As  to  the  accuracy  or  error  of  these  statements  about  the 
Ballantynes  and  other  persons  aggrieved,  which  are  questions 
much  mooted  at  present  in  some  places,  we  know  nothing  at 
all.  If  they  are  inaccurate,  let  them  be  corrected ;  if  the 
inaccuracy  was  avoidable,  let  the  author  bear  rebuke  and 
punishment  for  it  We  can  only  say,  these  things  carry  no 
look  of  inaccuracy  on  the  face  of  them  ;  neither  is  anywhere 
the  smallest  trace  of  ill-will  or  unjust  feeling  discernible. 
Decidedly  the  probabilities  are,  and  till  better  evidence  arise, 
the  fair  conclusion  is,  that  this  matter  stands  very  much  as 
it  ought  to  do.  Let  the  clatter  of  censure,  therefore,  propa- 
gate itself  as  far  as  it  can.  For  Mr.  Lockhart  it  virtually 
amounts  to  this  very  considerable  praise,  that,  standing  full 
in  (he  face  of  the  public,  he  has  set  at  naught,  and  been 
among  the  first  to  do  it,  a  public  piece  of  cant ;  one  of  the 
commonest  we  have,  and  closely  allied  to  many  others  of 
the  fellest  sort,  as  smooth  as  it  looks. 

The  other  censure,  of  Scott  being  made  unheroic,  springs 
from  the  same  stem ;  and  is,  perhaps,  a  still  more  wonderful 
flower  of  it.  Your  true  hero  must  have  no  features,  but  be 
white,  stainless,  an  impersonal  ghost-hero !  But  connected 
with  this,  there  is  a  hypothesis  now  current,  due,  probably  to 
some  man  of  name,  for  its  own  force  would  not  carry  it  far : 
That  Mr.  Lockhart  at  heart  has  a  dislike  to  Scott,  and  has 
done  his  best  in  an  underhand  treacherous  mannet*  to  dishero 
him  !  Such  hypothesis  is  actually  current :  he  that  has  ears 
may  hear  it  now  and  then.  On  which  astonishing  hypothesis, 
if  a  word  must  be  said,  it  can  only  be  an  apology  for  silence, 
—  '*  That  there  are  things  at  which  one  stands  struck  silent, 
as  at  first  sight  of  the  Infinite."  For  if  Mr.  Lockhart  is 
fairly  chargeable  with  any  radical  defect,  if  on  any  side  his 
insight  entirely  fails  him,  it  seems  even  to  be  in  this,  that 
Scott  is  altogether  lovely  to   him;  that   Scott's  greatness 
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Spreads  out  for  him  on  all  hands  beyond  reach  of  eye ;  that 
his  very  faults  become  beautiful,  his  vulgar  worldlinesses  are 
solid  prudences,  proprieties;  and  of  his  worth  there  is  no 
measure.  Does  not  the  patient  Biographer  dwell  on  his 
AlbotSy  Pirates,  and  hasty  theatrical  scene-paintings ;  affec- 
tionately analysing  them,  as  if  they  were  Raphael  pictures, 
time-defying  Hamlets,  Othellosf  The  Novel-manufactory, 
with  its  15,000/.  a-year,  is  sacred  to  him  as  creation  of  a 
genius,  which  carries  the  noble  victor  up  to  Heaven.  Scott  is 
to  Lockhart  the  unparalleled  of  the  time  ;  an  object  spreading- 
out  before  him  like  a  sea  without  shore.  Of  that  astonishing 
hypothesis,  let  expressive  silence  be  the  only  answer. 

And  so  in  sum,  with  regard  to  Lockharfs  Life  of  Scotij 
readers  that  believe  in  us  shall  read  it  with  the  feeling  that  a 
man  of  talent,  decision  and  insight  wrote  it ;  wrote  it  in  seven 
volumes,  not  in  one,  because  the  public  would  pay  for  it 
better  in  that  state ;  but  wrote  it  with  courage,  with  frank- 
ness, sincerity ;  on  the  whole,  in  a  very  readable,  reoommend- 
able  manner,  as  things  go.  Whosoever  needs  it  can  purchase 
it,  or  purchase  the  loan  of  it,  with  assurance  more  than  usual 
that  he  has  ware  for  his  money.  And  now  enough  of  the 
written  Life;  we  will  glance  a  little  at  the  man  and  his 
acted  life. 

Into  the  question  whether  Scott  was  a  great  man  or  not, 
we  do  not  propose  to  enter  deeply.  It  is,  as  too  usual,  a 
question  about  words.  There  can  be  no  doubt  but  many  men 
have  been  named  and  printed  ^eat  who  were  vastly  smaller 
than  he :  as  little  doubt  moreover  that  of  the  specially  goody 
a  very  large  portion,  according  to  any  genuine  standard  of 
man's  worth,  were  worthless  in  comparison  to  him.  He  for 
whom  Scott  is  great  may  most  innocently  name  him  so ;  may 
with  advantage  admire  his  great  qualities,  and  ought  with  sin- 
cere heart  to  emulate  them.  At  the  same  time,  it  is  good 
that  there  be  a  certain  degree  of  precision  in  our  epithets. 
It  is  good  to  understand,  for  one  thing,  that  no  popularity, 
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and  open-mouthed  wonder  of  all  the  world,  continued  even 
for  a  long  series  of  years,  can  make  a  man  great.  Such 
popnlaritj  is  a  remarkable  fortune ;  indicates  a  great  adapta- 
tion of  the  man  to  his  element  of  circumstances ;  but  may  or 
may  not  indicate  anything  great  in  the  man.  To  our  imagi- 
nation, as  above  hinted,  there  is  a  certain  apotheosis  in  it ;  but 
in  the  reality  no  apotheosis  at  all.  Popularity  is  as  a  blaze 
of  illumination,  or  alas,  of  conflagration,  kindled  round  a 
man ;  $hamng  what  is  in  him  ;  not  putting  the  smallest  item 
more  into  him ;  often  abstracting  much  from  him ;  confla- 
grating the  poor  man  himself  into  ashes  and  caput  moriuum  / 
And  then,  by  the  nature  of  it,  such  popularity  is  transient ; 
your  '  series  of  years,'  quite  unexpectedly,  sometimes  almost 
all  on  a  sudden,  terminates!  For  the  stupidity  of  men, 
especially  of  men  congregated  in  masses  round  any  object,  is 
extreme.  What  illuminations  and  conflagrations  have  kindled 
themselves,  as  if  new  heavenly  suns  had  risen,  which  proved 
only  to  be  tar-barrels,  and  terrestrial  locks  of  straw !  Pro- 
fane Princesses  cried  out,  "  One  God,  one  Farinelli ! "  —  and 
whither  now  have  they  and  Farinelli  danced  ?  In  Literature 
too,  there  have  been  seen  popularities  greater  even  than 
Scott's,  and  nothing  perennial  in  the  interior  of  them.  Lope 
de  Vega,  whom  all  the  world  swore  by,  and  made  a  proverb 
of;  who  could  make  an  acceptable  five-act  tragedy  in  almost 
as  many  hours ;  the  greatest  of  all  popularities  past  or  pres- 
ent, and  perhaps  one  of  the  greatest  men  that  ever  ranked 
among  popularities :  Lope  himself,  so  radiant,  far-shining,  has 
not  proved  to  be  a  sun  or  star  of  the  firmament ;  but  is  as 
good  as  lost  and  gone  out ;  or  plays  at  best,  in  the  eyes  of 
some  few,  as  a  vague  aurora-borealis,  and  brilliant  ineffectu- 
ality.  The  great  man  of  Spain  sat  obscure  at  the  time,  all 
dark  and  poor,  a  maimed  soldier ;  writing  his  Don  Quixote 
in  prison.  And  Lope's  fate  withal  was  sad,  hb  popularity 
periiaps  a  curse  to  him  ;  for  in  this  man  there  was  something 
ethereal  too,  a  divine  particle  traceable  in  few  other  popular 
men  ;  and  such  far-shining  diffusion  of  himself,  though  all  the 
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world  swore  by  it,  would  do  nothing  for  the  true  life  of  him 
even  while  he  lived :  he  had  to  creep  into  a  convent,  into  a 
monk's  cowl,  and  learn,  with  infinite  sorrow,  that  his  blessed- 
ness had  Iain  elsewhere ;  that  when  a  man's  life  feels  itself  to 
be  sick  and  an  error,  no  voting  of  bj-standers  can  make  it 
well  and  a  truth  again.  Or  coming  down  to  our  own  times, 
was  not  August  Kotzebue  popular  ?  Kotzebue,  not  so  manj 
years  since,  saw  himself,  if  rumour  and  hand-clapping  oould 
be  credited,  the  greatest  man  going ;  saw  visibly  his  Thoughts, 
dressed-out  in  plush  and  pasteboard,  permeating  and  peram- 
bulating civilised  £urope ;  the  most  iron  visages  weeping 
with  him,  in  all  theatres  from  Cadiz  to  Eamtschatka ;  his  own 
*  astonishing  genius,'  meanwhile,  producing  two  tragedies  or 
80  per  month :  he,  on  the  whole,  blazed  high  enough  :  he  too 
has  gone  out  into  Night  and  Orcus,  and  already  is  not.  We 
will  omit  this  of  popularity  altogether;  and  account  it  as 
making  simply  nothing  towards  Scott's  greatness  or  non- 
greatness,  as  an  accident,  not  a  quality. 

Shorn  of  this  falsifying  nimhuSj  and  reduced  to  his  own 
natural  dimensions,  there  remains  the  reality,  Walter  Scott, 
and  what  we  can  find  in  him :  to  be  accounted  great,  or  not 
great,  according  to  the  dialects  of  men.  Friends  to  precision 
.  of  epithet  will  probably  deny  his  title  to  the  name  '  great.' 
It  seems  to  us  there  goes  other  stuff  to  the  making  of  great 
men  than  can  be  detected  here.  One  knows  not  what  idea 
worthy  of  the  name  of  great,  what  purpose,  instinct  or  ten- 
dency, that  could  be  called  great,  Scott  ever  was  inspired 
with.  His  life  was  worldly;  his  ambitions  were  worldly. 
There  is  nothing  spiritual  in  him ;  all  is  economical,  material, 
of  the  earth  earthy.  A  love  of  picturesque,  of  beautiful,  vigor- 
ous and  graceful  things ;  a  genuine  love,  yet  not  more  gen- 
uine than  has  dwelt  in  hundreds  of  men  named  minor  poets : 
this  is  the  highest  quality  to  be  discerned  in  him.  His  power 
of  representing  these  things  too,  his  poetic  power,  like  his 
moral  power,  was  a  genius  in  extensOj  as  we  may  say,  not  en 
intense.     In  action,  in  speculation,  broad  as  he  was,  he  rose 
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nowhere  high ;  productive  without  measure  as  to  quantity,  in 
qoalitj  he  for  the  most  part  transcended  but  a  little  way  the 
region  of  commonplace.  It  has  been  said,  'no  man  has 
written  as  many  volumes  with  so  few  sentences  that  can  be 
quoted.'  Winged  words  were  not  his  vocation;  nothing 
urged  him  that  way :  the  great  Mystery  of  Existence  was 
not  great  to  him ;  did  not  drive  him  into  rocky  solitudes  to 
wrestle  with  it  for  an  answer,  to  be  answered  or  to  perish. 
He  liad  nothing  of  the  martyr ;  into  no  '  dark  region  to  slay 
monsters  for  us,'  did  he,  either  led  or  driven,  venture  down : 
his  conquests  were  for  his  own  behoof  mainly,  conquests  over 
common  market-labour,  and  reckonable  in  good  metallic  coin 
of  the  realm.  The  thing  he  had  faith  in,  except  power, 
power  of  what  sort  soever,  and  even  of  the  rudest  sort,  would 
be  difficult  to  point  out  One  sees  not  that  he  believed  in 
anything ;  nay,  he  did  not  even  disbelieve ;  but  quietly  ac- 
quiesced, and  made  himself  at  home  in  a  world  of  conven- 
tionalities ;  the  false,  the  semi-false  and  the  true  were  alike 
true  in  this,  that  they  were  there,  and  had  power  in  their 
hands  more  or  less.  It  was  well  to  feel  so ;  and  yet  not 
well !  We  find  it  written,  '  Woe  to  them  that  are  at  ease  in 
Zion ; '  but  surely  it  is  a  double  woe  to  them  that  are  at  ease 
in  Babel,  in  Domdaniel.  On  the  other  hand,  he  wrote  many 
volumes,  amusing  many  thousands  of  men.  Shall  we  call 
this  great?  It  seems  to  us  there  dwells  and  struggles  another 
sort  of  spirit  in  the  inward  parts  of  great  men  ! 

Brother  Bingletub,  the  missionary,  inquired  of  Ram-Dass, 
a  Hindoo  man-god,  who  had  set  up  for  godhood  lately,  What 
he  meant  to  do,  then,  with  the  sins  of  mankind  ?  To  which 
Ram-Dass  at  once  answered,  He  had^re  enough  in  his  heOy 
to  burn-up  all  the  sins  in  the  world.  Ram-Dass  was  right  so 
far,  and  had  a  spice  of  sense  in  him  ;  for  surely  it  is  the  test 
of  every  divine  man  this  same,  and  without  it  he  is  not 
divine  or  great,  —  that  he  have  fire  in  him  to  bum-up  some- 
what of  the  sins  of  the  world,  of  the  miseries  and  errors  of 
the  world :  why  else  is  he  there  ?     Far  be  it  from  us  to  say 


200  MISCELLANIES. 

that  a  great  man  must  needs,  with  benevolence  prepense, 
become  a  '  friend  of  humanity ; '  nay,  that  such  professional 
self-conscious  friends  of  humanity  are  not  the  fatallest  kind 
of  persons  to  be  met  with  in  our  day.  All  greatness  is  un- 
conscious, or  it  is  little  and  naught  And  yet  a  great  man 
without  such  fire  in  him,  burning  dim  or  developed,  as  a 
divine  behest  in  his  heart  of  hearts,  never  resting  till  it  be 
fulfilled,  were  a  solecism  in  Nature.  A  great  man  is  ever, 
as  the  Transcendentalists  speak,  possessed  with  an  idea. 
Napoleon  himself,  not  the  superfinest  of  great  men,  and  bal- 
lasted sufficiently  with  prudences  and  egoisms,  had  neverthe- 
less, as  is  clear  enough,  an  idea  to  start  with :  the  idea  that 
Democracy  was  the  Cause  of  Man,  the  right  and  infinite 
Cause.  Accordingly  he  made  himself  'the  armed  Soldier 
of  Democracy  ; '  and  did  vindicate  it  in  a  rather  great  man- 
ner. Nay,  to  the  very  last,  he  had  a  kind  of  idea ;  that, 
namely,  of  ^La  carriere  auverte  aux  ialens,  The  tools  to  him 
that  can  handle  them  ; '  really  one  of  the  best  ideas  yet  pro- 
mulgated on  that  matter,  or  rather  the  one  true  central  idea, 
towards  which  all  the  others,  if  they  tend  anywhither,  must 
tend.  Unhappily  it  was  in  the  military  province  only  that 
Napoleon  could  realise  this  idea  of  his,  being  forced  to  fight 
for  himself  the  while :  before  he  got  it  tried  to  any  extent  in 
the  civil  province  of  things,  his  head  by  much  victory  grew 
light  (no  head  can  stand  more  than  its  quantity)  ;  and  he  lost 
head,  as  they  say,  and  became  a  selfish  ambitionist  and  quack, 
and  was  hurled  out ;  leaving  his  idea  to  be  realised,  in  the 
civil  province  of  things,  by  others !  Thus  was  Napoleon ; 
thus  are  all  great  men :  children  of  the  idea ;  or,  in  Ram- 
Dass*s  phraseology,  furnished  with  fire  to  bum-up  the  mis- 
eries of  men.  Conscious  or  unconscious,  latent  or  unfolded, 
there  is  small  vestige  of  any  such  fire  being  extant  in  the 
inner-man  of  Scott. 

Yet  on  the  other  hand,  the  surliest  critic  must  allow  that 
Scott  was  a  genuine  man,  which  itself  is  a  great  matter.  No 
afiTectation,  fantasticality,  or  distortion,  dwelt   in    him ;   no 
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shadow  of  cant.  Nay  withal,  was  he  not  a  right  brave  and 
strong  man,  according  to  his  kind  ?  What  a  load  of  toil, 
what  a  measure  of  felicity,  he  quietly  bore  along  with  him ; 
with  what  quiet  strength  he  both  worked  on  this  earth,  and 
enjoyed  in  it ;  invincible  to  evil  fortune  and  to  good  I  A 
most  composed  invincible  man  ;  in  difficulty  and  distress 
knowing  no  discouragement,  Samson-like  carrying  off  on  his 
strong  Samson-shoulders  the  gates  that  would  imprison  him ; 
in  danger  and  menace  laughing  at  the  whisper  of  fear.  And 
then,  with  such  a  sunny  current  of  true  humour  and  human* 
ity,  a  free  joyful  sympathy  with  so  many  things ;  what  of 
fire  he  had  all  lying  so  beautifully  latent,  as  radical  latent 
heat,  as  fruitful  internal  warmth  of  life;  a  most  robust, 
healthy  man!  The  truth  is,  our  best  definition  of  Scott 
were  perhaps  even  this,  that  he  was,  if  no  great  man,  then 
something  much  pleasanter  to  be,  a  robust,  thoroughly  healthy 
and  withal  very  prosperous  and  victorious  man.  An  emi- 
nently well-conditioned  man,  healthy  in  body,  healthy  in  soul ; 
we  will  call  him  one  of  the  healthiest  of  men.  Neither  is 
this  a  small  matter :  health  is  a  great  matter,  both  to  the  pos- 
sessor of  it  and  to  others.  On  the  whole,  that  humorist  in 
the  Moral  Essay  was  not  so  far  out,  who  determined  on  hon- 
ouring health  only ;  and  so  instead  of  humbling  himself  to 
the  highborn,  to  the  rich  and  well-dressed,  insisted  on  doffing 
hat  to  the  healthy:  coroneted  carriages  with  pale  faces  in 
them  passed  by  as  failures,  miserable  and  lamentable  ;  trucks 
with  ruddy-cheeked  strength  dragging  at  them  were  greeted 
as  successful  and  venerable.  For  does  not  health  mean  har- 
mony, the  synonym  of  all  that  is  true,  justly-ordered,  good  ; 
is  it  not,  in  some  sense,  the  net  total,  as  shown  by  experiment, 
of  whatever  worth  b  in  us  ?  The  healthy  man  is  a  most 
meritorious  product  of  Nature  so  far  as  he  goes.  A  healthy 
body  is  good ;  but  a  soul  in  right  health,  —  it  is  the  thing 
beyond  all  others  to  be  prayed  for ;  tlie  blessedest  thing  this 
earth  receives  of  Heaven.  Without  artificial  medicament 
of  philosophy,  or  tight-lacing  of  creeds  (always  very  que&- 
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tionable),  the  healthj  soul  discerns  what  is  good,  and  adheres 
to  it,  and  retains  it ;  discerns  what  is  bad,  and  spontaneously 
casts  it  off.  An  instinct  from  Nature  herself,  like  that  whidi 
guides  the  wild  animals  of  the  forest  to  their  food,  shows  him 
what  he  shall  do,  what  he  shall  abstain  from.  The  false  and 
foreign  will  not  adhere  to  him ;  cant  and  all  fantastic  diseased 
incrustations  are  impossible; — as  Walker  the  Original,  in 
6uch  eminence  of  health  was  he  for  his  part,  could  not,  bj 
much  abstinence  from  soap-and- water,  attain  to  a  dirty  face ! 
This  thing  thou  canst  work  with  and  profit  bj,  this  thing  is 
substantial  and  worthy ;  that  other  thing  thou  canst  not  work 
with,  it  is  trivial  and  inapt :  so  speaks  unerringly  the  inward 
monition  of  the  man's  whole  nature.  No  need  of  logic  to 
prove  the  most  argumentative  absurdity  absurd ;  as  Groetbe 
says  of  himself,  *  all  this  ran  down  from  me  like  water  from 
a  man  in  wax-cloth  dress.'  Blessed  is  the  healthy  nature ;  it 
is  the  coherent,  sweetly  cooperative,  not  incoherent,  self- 
distracting,  self-destructive  one !  In  the  harmonious  adjust* 
ment  and  play  of  all  the  faculties,  the  just  balance  of  oneself 
gives  a  just  feeling  towards  all  men  and  all  things.  Glad 
light  from  within  radiates  outwards,  and  enlightens  and  em- 
bellishes. 

Now  all  this  can  be  predicated  of  Walter  Scott,  and  of  no 
British  literary  man  that  we  remember  in  these  days,  to  any 
such  extent,  —  if  it  be  not  perhaps  of  one,  the  most  opposite 
imaginable  to  Scott,  but  his  equal  in  this  quality  and  what 
holds  of  it :  William  Cobbett  I  Nay,  there  are  other  similar- 
ities, widely  different  as  they  two  look ;  nor  be  the  compari- 
son disparaging  to  Scott:  for  Cobbett  also,  as  the  pattern 
John  Bull  of  his  century,  strong  as  the  rhinoceros,  and  with 
singular  humanities  and  genialities  shining  through  his  thick 
skin,  is  a  most  brave  phenomenon.  So  bounteous  was  Na- 
ture to  us ;  in  the  sickliest  of  recorded  ages,  when  British 
Literature  lay  all  puking  and  sprawling  in  Werterism, 
Byronism,  and  other  Sentimentalism  tearful  or  spasmodic 
(fruit  of  internal  wind)y  Nature  was  kind  enough  to  send  us 
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two  healthj  Men,  of  whom  she  might  still  say,  not  without 
pride,  ^  These  also  were  made  in  England ;  such  limbs  do  I 
atill  make  there ! "  It  is  one  of  the  cbeerfullest  sights,  let 
the  question  of  its  greatness  be  settled  as  jou  will.  A 
bealthj  nature  may  or  may  not  be  great;  but  there  is  no 
great  nature  that  is  not  healthy. 

Or,  on  the  whole,  might  we  not  say,  Soott,  in  the  new  vest- 
ure of  the  nineteenth  century,  was  intrinsically  very  much 
the  old  fighting  Borderer  of  prior  centuries ;  the  kind  of  man 
l^ature  did  of  old  make  in  that  birthland  of  his  ?  In  the 
saddle,  with  the  foray-spear,  he  would  have  acquitted  himself 
as  he  did  at  the  desk  with  his  pen.  One  fancies  bow,  in  stout 
BeardU  of  Harden's  time,  he  could  have  played  Beardie's 
part ;  and  been  the  stalwart  buff-belted  ternB  JUium  he  in  this 
late  time  could  only  delight  to  draw.  The  same  stout  self- 
help  was  in  him ;  the  same  oak  and  triple  brass  round  his 
heart.  He  too  could  have  fought  at  Redswire,  cracking 
crowns  with  the  fiercest,  if  that  had  been  the  task ;  could 
have  harried  cattle  in  Tynedale,  repaying  injury  with  com- 
pound interest ;  a  right  sufficient  captain  of  men.  A  man 
without  quahns  or  fantasticalities ;  a  hard-headed,  sound-heart- 
ed man,  of  joyous  robust  temper,  looking  to  the  main  chance, 
and  fighting  direct  thitherward  ;  vcdde  italwartiu  homo  !  — 
How  much  in  that  case  had  slumbered  in  him,  and  passed 
away  without  sign !  But  indeed,  who  knows  how  much 
slumbers  in  many  men  ?  Perhaps  our  greatest  poets  are  the 
mute  Miltons ;  the  vocals  are  those  whom  by  happy  accident 
we  lay  hold  of,  one  here,  one  thei-e,  as  it  chances,  and  make 
vocal.  It  is  even  a  question,  whether,  had  not  want,  discom- 
fort and  distress-warrants  been  busy  at  Stratford-on-Avon, 
Shakspeare  himself  had  not  lived  killing  calves  or  combing 
wool  1  Had  the  Edial  Boarding-school  turned  out  well,  we 
had  never  heard  of  Samuel  Johnson ;  Samuel  Johnson  had 
been  a  fat  schoolmaster  and  dogmatic  gerundgrinder,  and 
never  known  that  he  was  more.  Nature  is  rich :  those  two 
eggs  thou  art  eating  carelessly  to  breakfast,  could  they  not 
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have  been  hatched  into  a  pair  of  fowls,  and  have  covered  the 
whole  world  with  poultry  ? 

But  it  was  not  harrymg  of  cattle  in  Tynedale,  or  crack- 
ing of  crowns  at  Redswire,  that  this  stout  Border-chief  was 
appointed  to  perform.  Far  other  work.  To  be  the  song- 
singer  and  pleasant  tale-teller  to  Britain  and  Europe,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  artificial  nineteenth  century  ;  here,  and  not 
there,  lay  his  business.  Beardie  of  Harden  would  have 
found  it  very  amazing.  How  he  shapes  himself  to  this  new 
element ;  how  he  helps  himself  along  in  it,  makes  it  too  do 
for  htm,  lives  sound  and  victorious  in  it,  and  leads  over  the 
marches  such  a  spoil  as  all  the  cattle-droves  the  Hardens 
ever  took  were  poor  in  comparison  to ;  this  is  the  history  of 
the  life  and  achievements  of  <mr  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Baronet ; 
—  whereat  we  are  now  to  glance  for  a  little  I  It  is  a  thing 
remarkable ;  a  thing  substantial ;  of  joyful,  victorious  sort ; 
not  unworthy  to  be  glanced  at  Withal,  however,  a  glance 
here  and  there  will  suffice.  Our  limits  are  narrow;  the 
thing,  were  it  never  so  victorious,  is  not  of  the  sublime  sort, 
nor  extremely  edifying;  there  is  nothing  in  it  to  censure 
vehemently,  nor  love  vehemently ;  there  is  more  to  wonder 
at  than  admire ;  and  the  whole  secret  is  not  an  abstruse  one. 

Till  towards  the  age  of  thirty,  Scott's  life  has  nothing  in 
it  decisively  pointing  towards  Literature,  or  indeed  towards 
distinction  of  any  kind ;  he  is  wedded,  settled,  and  has  gone 
through  all  his  preliminary  steps,  without  symptom  of  renown 
as  yet  It  is  the  life  of  every  other  Edinburgh  youth  of  hie 
station  and  time.  Fortunate  we  must  name  it,  in  many  ways. 
Parents  in  easy  or  wealthy  circumstances,  yet  unencumbered 
with  the  cares  and  perversions  of  aristocracy ;  nothing  emi- 
nent in  place,  in  faculty  or  culture,  yet  nothing  deficient ;  all 
around  is  methodic  regulation,  prudence,  prosperity,  kind- 
heartedness  ;  an  element  of  warmth  and  light,  of  affection, 
industry  and  burgherly  comfort,  heightened  into  elegance  ;  in 
wliich  the  young  heart  can  wholesomely  grow.     A  vigorous 
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health  seems  to  have  been  given  hj  Nature ;  yet,  as  if  Na- 
ture had  said  withal,  "  Let  it  be  a  health  to  express  itself  bj 
mind,  not  by  body,"  a  lameness  is  added  in  childhood ;  the 
brave  little  boy,  instead  of  romping  and  bickering,  must 
learn  to  think ;  or  at  lowest,  what  is  a  great  matter,  to  sit 
Btill.  No  rackets  and  trundling-hoops  for  this  young  Walter; 
but  ballads,  history-books  and  a  world  of  legendary  stuff, 
which  his  mother  and  those  near  him  are  copiously  able  to 
famish.  Disease,  which  is  but  superficial,  and  issues  in  out- 
ward lameness,  does  not  doud  the  young  existence ;  rather 
forwards  it  towards  the  expansion  it  is  fitted  for.  The  mis- 
erable disease  had  been  one  of  the  internal  nobler  parts, 
marring  the  general  organisation;  under  which  no  Walter 
Scott  could  have  been  forwarded,  or  with  all  his  other  endow- 
ments could  have  been  producible  or  possible.  '  Nature  gives 
'  healthy  children  much ;  how  much !  Wise  education  is  a 
*  wise  unfolding  of  this ;  often  it  unfolds  itself  better  of  its 
•own  accord.' 

Add  one  other  circumstance:  the  place  where;  namely, 
Presbyterian  Scotland.  The  influences  of  this  are  felt  inces- 
santly, they  stream-in  at  every  pore.  *  There  is  a  country 
accent,'  says  La  Rochofoucault,  '  not  in  speech  only,  but  in 
thought,  conduct,  character  and  manner  of  existing,  which 
never  forsakes  a  man.'  Scott,  we  believe,  was  all  his  days 
an  Episcopalian  Dissenter  in  Scotland ;  but  that  makes  little 
to  the  matter.  Nobody  who  knows  Scotland  and  Scott  can 
doubt  but  Presbyterianism  too  had  a  vast  share  in  the  form- 
ing of  him.  A  country  where  the  entire  people  is,  or  even 
once  has  been,  laid  hold  of,  filled  to  the  heart  with  an  infinite 
religious  idea,  has  ^  made  a  step  from  which  it  cannot  retro" 
grade.'  Thought,  conscience,  the  sense  that  man  is  denizen 
of  a  Universe,  creature  of  an  Eternity,  has  penetrated  to  the 
remotest  cottage,  to  the  simplest  heart.  Beautiful  and  awful, 
the  feeling  of  a  Heavenly  Behest,  of  Duty  god-commanded, 
over-canopies  all  life.  There  is  an  inspiration  in  such  a  peo- 
ple :  one  may  say  in  a  more  special  sense, '  the  inspiration  of 
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the  Almightj  giveth  them  understanding/  Honoar  to  all  the 
brave  and  true;  everlasting  honour  to  brave  old  Knox,  one 
of  the  truest  of  the  true  I  That,  in  the  moment  while  he 
and  hid  cause,  amid  civil  broils,  in  convulsion  and  confusion, 
were  still  but  struggling  for  life,  he  sent  the  schoolmaster 
forth  to  all  comers,  and  said,  ^  Let  the  people  be  taught : " 
this  is  but  one,  and  indeed  an  inevitable  and  comparatively 
inconsiderable  item  in  his  great  message  to  men.  His  mes- 
sage, in  its  true  compass,  was,  *^  Let  men  know  that  they  are 
men ;  created  by  Grod,  responsible  to  God  ;  who  work  in  any 
meanest  moment  of  time  what  will  last  through  eternity."  It 
is  verily  a  great  message.  Not  ploughing  and  hammering 
machines,  not  patent-digesters  (never  so  ornamental)  to  digest 
the  produce  of  these :  no,  in  no  wise ;  born  slaves  neither  of 
their  fellow-men,  nor  of  their  own  appetites ;  but  men !  This 
great  message  Knox  did  deliver,  with  a  man's  voice  and 
strength;  and  found  a  people  to  believe  him. 

Of  such  an  achievement,  we  say,  were  it  to  be  made  once 
only,  the  results  are  immense.  Thought,  in  such  a  country, 
may  change  its  form,  but  cannot  go  out;  the  country  has  at- 
tained majority;  thought,  and  a  certain  spiritual  manhood, 
ready  for  all  work  that  man  can  do,  endures  there.  It  may 
take  many  forms:  the  form  of  hard-fisted  money-getting 
industry,  as  in  Ihe  vulgar  Scotchman,  in  the  vulgar  New 
Englander;  but  as  compact  developed  force  and  alertness 
of  faculty,  it  is  still  there ;  it  may  utter  itself,  one  day,  as  the 
colossal  Scepticism  of  a  Hume  (beneficent  this  too  though 
painful,  wrestling  Titan-like  through  doubt  and  inquiry  tow- 
ards new  belief) ;  and  again,  some  better  day,  it  may  utter 
itself  as  the  inspired  Melody  of  a  Bums :  in  a  word,  it  is 
there,  and  continues  to  manifest  itself,  in  the  Voice  and  the 
Work  of  a  Nation  of  hardy  endeavouring  considering  men, 
with  whatever  that  may  bear  in  it,  or  unfold  from  it.  The 
Scotch  national  character  originates  in  many  circumstances ; 
first  of  all,  in  the  Saxon  stuff  there  was  to  work  on ;  but  next, 
and  beyond  all  else  except  that,  in  the  Presbyterian  Gkispel 
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of  John  Knox.  It  seems  a  good  national  character ;  and,  on 
some  sides,  not  so  good.  Let  Scott  thank  John  Knox,  for  he 
owed  him  much,  little  as  he  dreamed  of  debt  in  that  quarter! 
No  Scotchman  of  his  time  was  more  entirely  Scotch  than 
Walter  Scott:  the  good  and  the  not  so  good,  which  all 
Scotchmen  inherit,  ran  through  every  fibre  of  him. 

Scott's  childhood,  school-days,  college-days,  are  pleasant 
to  read  of,  though  they  differ  not  from  those  of  others  in  his 
place  and  time.  The  memory  of  him  may  probably  enough 
last  till  this  record  of  them  become  far  more  curious  than  it 
now  is.  "  So  lived  an  Edinburgh  Writer  to  the  Signet's 
son  in  the  end  of  the  eighteenth  century,**  may  some  future 
Scotch  novelist  say  to  himself  in  the  end  of  the  twenty-first ! 
The  following  little  fragment  of  infancy  is  all  we  can  extract. 
It  is  from  an  Autobiography  which  he  had  begun,  which 
one  cannot  but  regret  he  did  not  finish.  Scott's  best  qualities 
never  shone-out  more  freely  than  when  he  went  upon  anec- 
dote and  reminiscence.  Such  a  master  of  narrative  and  of 
himself  could  have  done  personal  narrative  well.  Here,  if 
anywhere,  his  knowledge  was  complete,  and  all  his  humour 
and  good'humour  had  free  scope  : 

'  An  odd  incident  is  worth  recording.  It  seems,  my  mother  liad 
sent  a  maid  to  take  charge  of  me,  at  this  farm  of  Sandy-Knowe, 
that  I  might  be  no  inconvenience  to  the  family.  But  the  damsel 
sent  on  that  important  mission  had  left  her  heart  behind  her,  in  the 
keeping  of  some  wild  fellow,  it  is  likely,  who  had  done  and  said  more 
to  her  than  he  was  like  to  make  good.  She  became  extremely  desir- 
ous to  return  to  Edinburgh  ;  and,  as  my  mother  made  a  point  of  her 
remaining  where  she  was,  she  contracted  a  sort  of  hatred  at  poor 
me,  as  the  cause  of  her  being  detained  at  Sandy-Ejiowe.  This  rose, 
I  suppose,  to  a  sort  of  delirious  affection ;  for  she  confessed  to  old 
Alison  Wilson,  the  housekeeper,  that  she  had  carried  me  up  to  the 
craigs  under  a  strong  temptation  of  the  Devil  to  cut  my  tliroat  with 
her  scissors,  and  bury  me  in  the  moss.  Alison  instantly  took  posses- 
sion of  my  person,  and  took  care  that  her  confidant  should  not  be 
subject  to  any  farther  temptation,  at  least  so  far  as  I  was  concerned. 
She  was  dismissed  of  course,  and  I  liave  heard  afterwards  became  a 
lunatic. 
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'It  is  here,  at  Sandy-Knowe,  in  the  residence  of  my  paternal 
grandfather,  already  mentioned,  that  I  have  the  first  consciousness 
of  existence  ;  and  I  recollect  distinctly  that  my  situation  and  appear- 
ance were  a  little  whimsical.  Among  the  odd  remedies  recurred  to, 
to  aid  my  lameness,  some  one  had  recommended  that  so  often  as  a 
sheep  was  killed  for  the  use  of  the  fiimily,  I  should  be  stripped,  and 
swathcd-up  in  the  skin  warm  as  it  was  flayed  from  the  carcass  of  the 
animal.  In  this  Tartar-like  habiliment  I  well  remember  lying  upon 
the  floor  of  the  little  parlour  in  the  farm-house,  while  my  grandfother, 
a  venerable  old  man  with  white  hair,  used  every  excitement  to  make 
me  try  to  crawl.  I  also  distinctly  remember  the  late  Sir  Greorge 
M'Dougal  of  Mackerstown,  father  of  the  present  Sir  Henry  Hay 
M'Dougal,  joining  in  the  attempt.  He  was,  God  knows  how,  a  rela- 
tion of  ours ;  and  I  still  recollect  him,  in  his  old-fiishioned  military 
habit  (he  had  been  Colonel  of  the  Greys),  with  a  small  cocked-hat 
deeply  laced,  an  embroidered  scarlet  waistcoat,  and  a  light-coloured 
coat,  with  milk-white  locks  tied  in  a  military  fashion,  kneeling  on  the 
ground  before  me,  and  dragging  his  watch  along  the  carpet  to  induce 
me  to  follow  it.  The  benevolent  old  soldier,  and  the  infant  wrapped 
in  his  sheepskin,  would  have  afforded  an  odd  group  to  uninterested 
spectators.  This  must  have  happened  about  my  third  year  (1774), 
for  Sir  George  M'Dougal  and  my  grandfather  both  died  shortly  after 
that  period.'  i 

We  will  glance  next  into  the  ' Liddesdale  Raids'  Scott 
has  grown-up  to  be  a  brisk-hearted  jovial  young  man  and 
Advocate:  in  vacation-time  he  makeR  excursions  to  the 
Highlands,  to  the  Border  Cheviots  and  Northumberland; 
rides  free  and  far,  on  his  stout  galloway,  through  bog  and 
brake,  over  the  dim  moory  Debatable  Land,  —  over  Flodden 
and  other  fields  and  places,  where,  though  he  yet  knew  it  not, 
his  work  lay.  No  land,  however  dim  and  moory,  but  either 
has  had  or  will  have  its  poet,  and  so  become  not  unknown  in 
song.  Liddesdale,  which  was  once  as  prosaic  as  most  dales, 
having  now  attained  illustration,  let  us  glance  thitherward : 
Liddesdale  too  is  on  this  ancient  Earth  of  ours,  under  this 
eternal  Sky ;  and  gives  and  takes,  in  the  most  incalculable 
manner,  with  the  Universe  at  large!  Scott's  experiences 
there  are  rather  of  the  rustic  Arcadian  sort ;  the  element  of 
1  Vol.  i.  pp.  16-17. 
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-whisky  not  wanting.    We  should  premise  that  here  and  there 
a  feature  has,  perhaps,  been  aggravated  for  effect's  sake : 

'During  seven  successive  years/  writes  Mr.  Lockhart  (for  the 
Autobiography  has  long  since  left  us),  '  Scott  made  a  raid,  as  he 
called  it,  into  Liddesdale  with  Mr.  Shortreed,  sheriff-substitute  of 
Roxburgh,  for  his  guide  ;  exploring  every  rivulet  to  its  source,  and 
every  ruined  ped  irom  foundation  to  battlement  At  this  time  no 
wheeled  carriage  had  ever  been  seen  in  the  district;  —  the  first, 
indeed,  was  a  gig,  driven  by  Scott  himself  for  a  part  of  his  way, 
when  on  the  last  of  these  seven  excursions.  There  was  no  inn  nor 
public-house  of  any  kind  in  the  whole  valley  ;  the  travellers  passed 
from  the  shepherd's  hut  to  the  minister's  manse,  and  again  from  the 
cheerful  hospitality  of  the  manse  to  the  rough  and  jolly  welcome  of 
the  homestead;  gathering,  wherever  they. went,  songs  and  tunes, 
and  occasionally  more  tangible  relics  of  antiquity,  —  even  such  a 
"  rowth  of  auld  knick-nackets  "  as  Bums  ascribes  to  Captain  Grose. 
To  these  rambles  Scott  owed  much  of  the  materials  of  his  Minstrelsy 
of  the  Scottish  Border;  and  not  less  of  that  intimate  acquaintance 
with  the  living  manners  of  these  unsophisticated  regions,  which 
constitutes  the  chief  charm  of  one  of  the  most  charming  of  his  prose 
works.  But  how  soon  he  had  any  definite  object  before  him  in  his 
researches,  seems  very  doubtful.  "  He  was  makin'  himsell  a'  the 
time,"  said  Mr.  Shortreed ;  "  but  he  didna  ken  maybe  what  he  was 
about  till  years  had  passed :  at  first  he  thought  o'  little,  I  daresay, 
but  the  queerness  and  the  fun." 

*  *'  In  those  days,"  says  the  Memorandum  before  me,  "  advocates 
were  not  so  plenty  —  at  least  about  Liddesdale;"  and  the  worthy 
Sherifi*-substitute  goes  on  to  describe  the  sort  of  bustle,  not  unmixed 
with  alarm,  produced  at  the  first  farm-house  they  visited  (Willie 
Elliot's  at  Milbumholm),  when  the  honest  man  was  informed  of  the 
quality  of  one  of  his  guests.  When  they  dismounted,  accordingly, 
he  received  Mr.  Scott  with  great  ceremony,  and  insisted  upon  him- 
self leading  his  horse  to  the  stable.  Shortreed  accompanied  Willie, 
however;  and  the  latter,  after  taking  a  deliberate  peep  at  Scott, 
'*  out-by  the  edge  of  the  door-cheek,"  whispered,  "  Weel,  Robin,  I 
say,  de'il  hae  me  if  I's  be  a  bit  feared  for  him  now ;  he's  just  a  chield 
like  ourselves,  I  think."  Half-a-dozen  dogs  of  all  degrees  had  already 
gathered  round  "  the  advocate,"  and  his  way  of  returning  their  com- 
pliments had  set  Willie  Elliot  at  once  at  his  ease. 

'  According  to  Mr.  Shortreed,  this  good  man  of  Milbumholm  was 
the  great  original  of  Dandie  Dinmont.'  *  *  ♦  *  They  dined  at 
Milbumholm ;  and,  after  having  lingered  over  Willie  Elliot's  punch- 
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bowl,  until,  in  Mr.  Shortreed's  phrase,  they  were  "  half-glowrin," 
mounted  their  steeds  again,  and  proceeded  to  Dr.  Elliot's  at  Cleugh- 
head,  where  ("for,"  says  my  Memorandum,  "folk  werena  Tery  nice 
in  those  days  ")  the  two  travellers  slept  in  one  and  the  same  bed, — 
as,  indeed,  seems  to  have  been  the  case  with  them  throughout  most 
of  their  excursions  in  this  primitive  district.  Dr.  Elliot  (a  clergy- 
man) had  already  a  large  Ms.  collection  of  the  ballads  Scott  was  in 
quest  of.'  *  #  «  <  Next  morning  they  seem  to  hare  ridden  a 
long  way  for  the  express  purpose  of  risiting  one  "  auld  Thomas  o' 
Tuzzilehope,"  another  Elliot,  I  suppose,  who  was  celebrated  for  his 
skill  on  the  Border  pipe,  and  in  particular  for  being  in  possession  of 
the  real  lilt  ^  of  Dick  o*  the  Cow.  Before  starting,  that  is,  at  six 
o'clock,  the  ballad-^iunters  had,  "just  to  lay  the  stomach,  a  devilled 
duck  or  twae,  and  some  London  porter."  Auld  Thomas  found  them, 
nevertheless,  well  disposed  for  *'  breakfiist"  on  their  arrival  at  Tux- 
zilehope ;  and  this  being  over,  he  delighted  them  with  one  of  the 
most  hideous  and  unearthly  of  all  specimens  of  "  riding  music,"  and, 
moreover,  with  considerable  libations  of  whisky-punch,  manufactured 
in  a  certain  wooden  vessel,  resembling  a  very  small  milkpail,  which 
he  called  "  Wisdom,"  because  it  "  made  "  only  a  few  spoonsful  of 
spirits,  —  though  he  had  the  art  of  replenishing  it  so  adroitly,  that  it 
luid  been  celebrated  for  fifty  yeara  as  more  fatal  to  sobriety  than  any 
bowl  in  the  parish.  Having  done  due  honour  to  "  Wisdom,"  they 
again  mounted,  and  proceeded  over  moss  and  moor  to  some  other 
equally  hospitable  master  of  the  pipe.  "  Ah  me,"  says  Shortreed, 
"  sic  an  endless  fund  o'  humour  and  drollery  as  he  then  had  wi'  him ! 
Never  ten  yards  but  we  were  either  laughing  or  roaring  and  singing. 
Wherever  we  stopped,  how  brawlie  he  suited  himsell  to  everybody  1 
He  aye  did  as  the  lave  did  ;  never  made  himsell  tlie  great  man,  or 
took  ony  aira  in  the  company.  I've  seen  him  in  a*  moods  in  these 
jaunts,  grave  and  gay,  daft  and  serious,  sober  and  drunk — (this, 
however,  even  in  our  wildest  rambles,  was  rare)  —  but,  drunk  or 
sober,  he  was  aye  the  gentleman.  He  lookit  excessively  heavy  and 
stupid  when  he  was  fou,  but  he  was  never  out  o'  gude-humour." ' 

These  are  questionable  doings,  questionably  narrated ;  but 
what  shall  we  say  of  the  following,  wherein  the  element  of 
whisky  plays  an  extremely  prominent  part  ?  We  will  say 
that  it  is  questionable,  and  not  exemplary,  whisky  mounting 
clearly  beyond  its  level ;  that  indeed  charity  hopes  and  con- 
jectures, here   may  be   some   aggravating  of  features  for 

effect's  sake  I 

1  Loud  tune :  German,  laUtn, 
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'  On  reaching,  one  evening,  some  Charfieahope  or  other  (I  forget  the 
name)  among  those  wildernesses,  they  found  a  kindly  reception,  as 
usual ;  but,  to  their  agreeable  surprise  after  some  days  of  hard  liv- 
ing, a  measured  and  orderly  hospitality  as  respected  liquor.  Soon 
after  supper,  at  which  a  bottle  of  elderberry  wine  alone  had  been 
produced,  a  young  student  of  divinity,  who  happened  to  be  in  the 
house>  was  called  upon  to  take  the  "  big  ha'  Bible,"  in  the  good  old 
fiuhion  of  "  Bums's  Saturday  Night ; "  and  some  progress  had  been 
already  made  in  the  service,  when  the  good-man  of  the  farm,  whose 
"  tendency,"  as  Mr.  Mitchell  says,  "  was  soporific,"  scandalised  his 
wife  and  the  dominie  by  starting  suddenly  from  his  knees,  and,  rub- 
bing his  eyes,  with  a  stentorian  exclamation  of  "  By ,  here's  the 

keg  at  Ust ! "  and  in  tumbled,  as  he  spoke  the  word,  a  couple  of 
sturdy  herdsmen,  whom,  on  hearing  a  day  before  of  the  advocate's 
approaching  visit,  he  had  despatched  to  a  certain  smuggler's  haunt, 
at  some  considerable  distance;  in  quest  of  a  supply  of  run  brandy 
firom  the  Solway  Frith.  The  pious  "  exercise "  of  the  household 
was  hopelessly  interrupted.  With  a  thousand  apologies  for  his  hith- 
erto sliabby  entertainment,  this  jolly  Elliot,  or  Armstrong,  had  the 
welcome  keg  mounted  on  the  table  without  a  moment's  delay,  and  gen- 
tle and  simple,  not  forgetting  the  dominie,  continued  carousing  about  it 
until  daylight  streamed-in  upon  the  party.  Sir  Walter  Scott  seldom 
fiuled,  when  I  saw  him  in  company  with  his  Liddesdale  companion, 
to  mimic  with  infinite  humour  the  sudden  outburst  of  his  old  host 
on  hearing  the  clatter  of  horses'  feet,  which  he  knew  to  indicate  the 
arrival  of  the  keg — the  consternation  of  the  dame — and  the  rueful 
despair  with  which  the  young  clergyman  closed  the  book.'  ^ 

From  which  Liddesdale  raids^  which  we  here,  like  the 
young  clergyman,  close  not  without  a  certain  rueful  despair, 
let  the  reader  draw  what  nourishment  he  can.  They  evince 
satisfactorily,  though  in  a  rude  manner,  that  in  those  days 
young  advocates,  and  Scott  like  the  rest  of  them,  were  alive 
and  alert,  —  whisky  sometimes  preponderating.  But  let  us 
now  fancy  that  the  jovial  young  Advocate  has  pleaded  his 
first  cause ;  has  served  in  yeomanry  drills ;  been  wedded, 
been  promoted  Sheriff,  without  romance  in  either  case ;  dab- 
bling a  little  the  while,  under  guidance  of  Monk  Lewis,  in 
translations  from  the  German,  in  translation  of  Goethe's 
Gotx  with  the  Iron  Hand;  —  and  we  have  arrived  at  the 
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threshold  of  the  Minstrelsy  of  the  Scottish  Border,  and  the 
opening  of  a  new  century. 

Hitherto,  therefore,  there  has  been  made  out,  by  Nature 
and  Circumstance  Avorking  together,  nothing  unusually  re- 
markable, yet  still  something  very  valuable ;  a  stout  eflPectual 
man  of  thirty,  full  of  broad  sagacity  and  good  humour,  with 
faculties  in  him  fit  for  any  burden  of  business,  hospitality 
and  duty,  legal  or  civic :  —  with  what  other  faculties  in  him 
no  one  could  yet  say.  As  indeed,  who,  after  lifelong  inspec- 
tion, can  say  what  is  in  any  man  ?  The  uttered  part  of  a 
man's  life,  let  us  always  repeat,  bears  to  the  un uttered,  un- 
conscious part  a  small  unknown  proportion  ;  he  himself  never 
knows  it,  much  less  do  others.  .  Give  him  room,  give  him 
impulse ;  he  reaches  down  to  the  Infinite  with  that  so 
straitly-imprisoned  soul  of  his  ;  and  can  do  miracles  if  need 
be  !  It  is  one  of  the  comfortablest  truths  that  great  men 
abound,  though  in  the  unknown  state.  Nay,  as  above  hinted, 
our  greatest,  being  also  by  nature  our  quietest^  are  perhaps 
those  that  remain  unknown  I  Philosopher  Fichte  took  com- 
fort in  this  belief,  when  from  all  pulpits  and  editorial  desks, 
and  publications  periodical  and  stationary,  he  could  hear 
nothing  but  the  infinite  chattering  and  twittering  of  common- 
place become  ambitious ;  and  in  the  infinite  stir  of  motion 
nowhither,  and  of  din  which  should  have  been  silence,  all 
seemed  churned  into  one  tempestuous  yesty  froth,  and  the 
stem  Fichte  almost  desired  '  taxes  on  knowledge '  to  allay  it 
a  little ;  —  he  comforted  himself,  we  say,  by  the  unshaken 
belief  that  Thought  did  still  exist  in  Grermany ;  that  thinking 
men,  each  in  his  own  comer,  were  verily  doing  their  work, 
though  in  a  silent  latent  manner.^  Walter  Scott,  as  a  latent 
Walter,  had  never  amused  all  men  for  a  score  of  years  in 
the  course  of  centuries  and  eternities,  or  gained  and  lost 
several  hundred  thousand  pounds  sterling  by  Literature  ;  but 
he  might  have  been  a  happy  and  by  no  means  a  useless,  — 
nay,  who  knows  at  bottom  whether  not  a  still  usefuller  Wal- 

1  Fichte,  Ueber  das  Wttm  dit  Gdthrten. 
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ter !  However,  that  was  not  his  fortune.  The  Genius  of 
rather  a  singular  age,  —  an  age  at  once  destitute  of  faith  and 
terrified  at  scepticism,  with  little  knowledge  of  its  where- 
about, with  many  sorrows  to  bear  or  front,  and  on  the  whole 
with  a  life  to  lead  in  these  new  circumstances,  —  had  said  to 
himself:  What  man  shall  be  the  temporary  comforter,  or 
were  it  but  the  spiritual  comfit-maker,  of  this  my  poor  singu- 
lar age,  to  solace  its  dead  tedium  and  manifold  sorrows  a 
little  ?  So  had  the  Genius  said,  looking  over  all  the  world, 
What  man  ?  and  found  him  walking  the  dusty  Outer  Parlia- 
ment-house of  Edinburgh,  with  his  advocate-gown  on  his 
back ;  and  exclaimed.  That  is  he ! 

The  Min$treUy  of  the  Scottish  Border  proved  to  be  a  well, 
from  which  flowed  one  of  the  broadest  rivers.  Metrical 
Romances  (which  in  due  time  pass  into  Prose  Romances)  ; 
Uie  old  life  of  men  resuscitated  for  us :  it  is  a  mighty  word  ! 
Not  as  dead  tradition,  but  as  a  palpable  presence,  the  past 
stood  before  us.  There  they  were,  the  rugged  old  fighting 
men  ;  in  their  doughty  simplicity  and  strength,  with  their 
heartiness,  their  healthiness,  their  stout  self-help,  in  their  iron 
basnets,  leather  jerkins,  jack-boots,  in  their  quaintness  of 
manner  and  costume ;  there  as  they  looked  and  lived :  it 
was  like  a  new  discovered  continent  in  Literature ;  for  the 
new  century,  a  bright  El  Dorado,  —  or  else  sotne  fat  beatific 
land  of  Cockaigne,  and  Paradise  of  Donothings.  To  the 
opening  nineteenth  century,  in  its  languor  and  paralysis, 
nothing  could  have  been  welcomer.  Most  unexpected,  most 
refreshing  and  exhilarating;  behold  our  new  El  Dorado; 
our  fat  beatific  Lubberland,  where  one  can  enjoy  and  do 
nothing !  It  was  the  time  for  such  a  new  Literature ;  and 
this  Walter  Scott  was  the  man  for  it.  The  Lays,  the  Mar- 
mions,  the  Ladys  and  Lords  of  Lake  and  Isles,  followed  in 
quick  succession,  with  ever-widening  profit  and  praise.  How 
many  thousands  of  guineas  were  paid-down  for  each  new 
Lay ;  how  many  thousands  of  copies  (fifty  and  more  some- 
times) were  printed  off,  then  and  subsequently ;  what  com- 
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pltinenting,  reviewing,  renown  and  apotheosis  there  was :  all 
is  recorded  in  these  Seven  Volumes,  which  will  be  valuable 
in  literary  statistics.  It  is  a  history,  brilliant,  remarkable ; 
the  outlines  of  which  are  known  to  all.  The  reader  shall 
recall  it,  or  conceive  it  No  blaze  in  his  fancy  is  likely  to 
mount  higher  than  the  reality  did. 

At  this  middle  period  of  his  life,  therefore,  Scott,  enriched 
with  copyrights,  with  new  official  incomes  and  promotions, 
rich  in  money,  rich  in  repute,  presents  himself  as  a  man  in 
the  full  career  of  success.  '  Health,  wealth,  and  wit  to  guide 
them  '  (as  his  vernacular  Proverb  says),  all  these  three  are 
his.  The  field  is  open  for  him,  and  victory  there ;  his  own 
faculty,  his  own  self,  unshackled,  victoriously  unfolds  itself,  — 
the  highest  blessedness  that  can  befall  a  man.  Wide  circle 
of  friends,  personal  loving  admirers ;  warmth  of  domestic 
joys,  vouchsafed  to  all  that  can  true-heartedly  nestle-down 
among  them  ;  light  of  radiance  and  renown  given  only  to  a 
few :  who  would  not  call  Scott  happy  ?  But  the  happiest 
circumstance  of  all  is,  as  we  said  above,  that  Scott  had  in 
himself  a  right  healthy  soul,  rendering  him  little  dependent 
on  outward  circumstances.  Things  showed  themselves  to 
him  not  in  distortion  or  borrowed  light  or  gloom,  but  as  they 
were.  Endeavour  lay  in  him  and  endurance,  in  due  meas- 
ure ;  and  clear  vision  of  what  was  to  be  endeavoured  afler. 
Were  one  to  preach  a  Sermon  on  Health,  as  really  were 
worth  doing,  Scott  ought  to  be  the  text  Theories  are  de- 
monstrably true  in  the  way  of  logic ;  and  then  in  the  way  of 
practice  they  prove  true  or  else  not  true:  but  here  is  the 
grand  experiment,  Do  they  turn-out  well  ?  What  boots  it 
that  a  man's  creed  is  the  wisest,  that  his  system  of  principles 
is  the  superfinest,  if,  when  set  to  work,  the  life  of  him  does 
nothing  but  jar,  and  fret  itself  into  holes  f  They  are  untrue 
in  that,  were  it  in  nothing  else,  these  principles  of  his; 
openly  convicted  of  untruth ;  —  fit  only,  shall  we  say,  to  be 
rejected  as  counterfeits,  and  flung  to  the  dogs  ?  We  say  not 
that ;  but  we  do  say,  that  ill-health,  of  body  or  of  mind,  is 
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defeat,  is  battle  (in  a  good  or  in  a  bad  cause)  with  bad  suc- 
cess ;  that  health  alone  is  victory.  Let  all  men,  if  they  can 
manage  it,  contrive  to  be  healthy !  He  who  in  what  cause 
soever  sinks  into  pain  and  disease,  let  him  take  thought  of 
it ;  let  him  know  well  that  it  is  not  good  he  has  arrived  at 
yet,  but  surely  evil,  —  may,  or  may  not  be,  on  the  way  tow- 
ards good. 

Scott's  healthiness  showed  itself  decisively  in  all  things, 
and  nowhere  more  decisively  than  in  this :  the  way  in  which 
he  took  his  fame  ;  the  estimate  he  from  the  first  formed  of 
fame.  Money  will  buy  money's  worth ;  but  the  thing  men 
call  fame,  what  is  it  ?  A  gaudy  emblazonry,  not  good  for 
much,  —  except,  indeed,  as  it  too  may  turn  to  money.  To 
Scott  it  was  a  profitable  pleasing  superfluity,  no  necessary  of 
life.  Not  necessary,  now  or  ever !  Seemingly  without  much 
effort,  but  taught  by  Nature,  and  the  instinct  which  instructs 
the  sound  heart  what  is  good  for  it  and  what  is  not,  he  felt 
that  he  could  always  do  without  this  same  emblazonry  of 
reputation ;  that  he  ought  to  put  no  trust  in  it ;  but  be  ready 
at  any  time  to  see  it  pass  away  from  him,  and  to  hold  on  his 
way  as  before.  It  is  incalculable,  as  we  conjecture,  what 
evil  he  escaped  in  this  manner ;  what  perversions,  irritations, 
mean  agonies  without  a  name,  he  lived  wholly  apart  from, 
knew  nothing  of.  Happily  before  fame  arrived,  he  had 
reached  the  mature  age  at  which  all  this  was  easier  to  him. 
What  a  strange  Nemesis  lurks  in  the  felicities  of  men!  In 
thy  mouth  it  shall  be  sweet  as  honey,  in  thy  belly  it  shall  be 
bitter  as  gall!  Some  weakly-organised  individual,  we  will 
say  at  the  age  of  fi ve-and-twenty,  whose  main  or  whole 
talent  rests  on  some  prurient  susceptivity,  and  nothing  under 
it  but  shallowness,  and  vacuum,  is  clutched  hold  of  by  the 
general  imagination,  is  whirled  alofl  to  the  giddy  height ; 
and  taught  to  believe  the  divine-seeming  message  that  he  is 
a  great  man :  such  individual  seems  the  luckiest  of  men : 
and,  alas,  is  he  not  the  unluckiest  ?  Swallow  not  the  Circe- 
draught,  O  weakly-organised  individual ;  it  is  fell  poison ;  it 
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will  dry-up  the  fountains  of  thy  whole  existence,  and  all  wiU 
grow  withered  and  parched ;  thou  shalt  be  wretched  under 
the  sun !  Is  there,  for  example,  a  sadder  book  than  that 
I^fr  9f  Byron,  by  Moore  ?  To  omit  mere  prurient  suscep- 
tivities  that  rest  on  vacuum,  look  at  poor  Byron,  who  really 
had  much  substance  in  him.  Sitting  there  in  his  self-exile, 
with  a  proud  heart  striving  to  persuade  itself  that  it  despises 
the  entire  created  Universe ;  and  far  off,  in  foggy  Babylon, 
let  any  pitifuUest  whipster  draw  pen  on  him,  your  proud 
Byron  writhes  in  torture,  —  as  if  the  pitiful  whipster  were  a 
magician,  or  his  pen  a  galvanic  wire  struck  into  the  Byron's 
spinal  marrow  !  Lamentable,  despicable,  —  one  had  rather 
be  a  kitten  and  cry  mew !  O  son  of  Adam,  great  or  little, 
according  as  thou  art  lovable,  those  thou  livest  with  will  love 
thee.  Those  thou  livest  not  with,  is  it  of  moment  that  they 
have  the  alphabetic  letters  of  thy  name  engraved  on  their 
memory,  with  some  signpost  likeness  of  thee  (as  like  as  I  to 
Hercules)  appended  to  them  ?  It  is  not  of  moment ;  in  sober 
truth,  not  of  any  moment  at  all !  And  yet,  behold,  there  is 
no  soul  now  whom  thou  canst  love  freely,  —  from  one  soul 
only  art  thou  always  sure  of  reverence  enough ;  in  presence 
of  no  soul  is  it  rightly  well  with  thee  I  How  is  thy  world 
become  desert ;  and  thou,  for  the  sake  of  a  little  babblement 
of  tongues,  art  poor,  bankrupt,  insolvent  not  in  purse,  but  in 
heart  and  mind.  <  The  Golden  Calf  of  self-love,'  says  Jean 
Paul,  ^  has  grown  into  a  burning  Phalaris'  Bull,  to  consume 
its  owner  and  worshipper.'  Ambition,  the  desire  of  shining 
and  outshining,  was  the  beginning  of  Sin  in  this  world.  The 
man  of  letters  who  founds  upon  his  fame,  does  he  not  thereby 
alone  declare  himself  a  follower  of  Lucifer  (named  Saian,  the 

Enemy),  and  member  of  the  Satanic  school? 

It  was  in  this  poetic  period  that  Scott  formed  his  con- 
nexion with  the  Ballantynes ;  and  embarked,  though  under 
cover,  largely  in  trade.  To  those  who  regard  him  in  the 
heroic  light,  and  will  have  Vales  to  signify  Prophet  as  well 
as  Poet,  this  portion  of  his  biography  seems  somewhat  in- 
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congruous.  Viewed  as  it  stood  in  the  reality,  as  he  was  and 
as  it  was,  the  enterprise,  since  it  proved  so  unfortunate,  maj 
be  called  lamentable,  but  cannot  be  called  unnatural.  The 
practical  Scott,  looking  towards  practical  issues  in  all  things, 
could  not  but  find  hard  cash  one  of  the  most  practical.  If 
by  any  means  cash  could  be  honestly  produced,  were  it  by 
writing  poems,  were  it  by  printing  them,  why  not  ?  Great 
things  might  be  done  ultimately;  great  difficulties  were  at 
once  got  rid  of,  —  manifold  higglings  of  booksellers,  and  con- 
tradictions of  sinners  hereby  fell  away.  A  printing  and 
bookselling  speculation  was  not  so  alien  for  a  maker  of  books. 
Voltaire,  who  indeed  got  no  copyrights,  made  much  money 
by  the  war-commissariat,  in  his  time ;  we  believe,  by  the 
victualling  branch  of  it.  St.  George  himself,  they  say,  was 
a  dealer  in  bacon  in  Cappadocia.  A  thrifty  man  will  help 
himself  towards  bis  object  by  such  steps  as  lead  to  it.  Sta- 
tion in  society,  solid  power  over  the  good  things  of  this  world, 
was  Scott's  avowed  object;  towards  which  the  precept  of 
precepts  is  that  of  lago,  Put  money  in  thy  purse. 

Here,  indeed,  it  is  to  be  remarked,  that  perhaps  no  literary 
man  of  any  generation  has  less  value  than  Scott  for  the  im- 
material part  of  his  mission  in  any  sense :  not  only  for  the 
fantasy  called  fame,  with  the  fantastic  miseries  attendant 
thereon;  but  also  for  the  spiritual  purport  of  his  work, 
whether  it  tended  hitherwai^  or  thitherward,  or  had  any 
tendency  whatever ;  and  indeed  for  all  purports  and  results 
of  his  working,  except  such,  we  may  say,  as  offered  them- 
selves to  the  eye,  and  could,  in  one  sense  or  the  other,  be 
handled,  looked  at  and  buttoned  into  the  breeches-pocket. 
Somewhat  too  little  of  a  fantast,  this  Votes  of  ours !  But  so 
it  was :  in  this  nineteenth  century,  our  highest  literary  man, 
who  immeasurably  beyond  all  others  commanded  the  world's 
ear,  had,  as  it  were,  no  message  whatever  to  deliver  to  the 
world ;  wished  not  the  world  to  elevate  itself,  to  amend  itself, 
to  do  this  or  to  do  that,  except  simply  pay  him  for  the  books 
he  kept  writing.     Very  remarkable ;  fittest,  perhaps,  for  an 
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age  fallen  languiid,  destitute  of  faith  and  terrified  at  scepti- 
cism ?  Or,  perhap.<,  for  quite  another  sort  of  age,  an  age  all 
in  peaceable  triumphant  motion  ?  Be  this  as  it  maj,  surely 
since  Shakspeare's  time  there  has  been  no  great  speaker  so 
unconscious  of  an  aim  in  speaking  as  Walter  Scott.  Equally 
unconscious  these  two  utterances  ;  equally  the  sincere  com- 
plete products  of  the  minds  they  came  from :  and  now  if  they 
were  equally  deep  ?  Or,  if  the  one  was  living  fire,  and  the 
other  was  futile  phosphorescence  and  mere  resinous  fire- 
work ?  It  will  depend  on  the  relative  worth  of  the  minds ; 
for  both  were  equally  spontaneous,  both  equally  expressed 
themselves  unencumbered  by  an  ulterior  aim.  Beyond 
drawing  audiences  to  the  Globe  Theatre,  Shakspeare  con- 
templated no  result  in  those  plays  of  his.  Yet  they  have 
had  results!  Utter  with  free  heart  what  thy  own  dtrnnon 
gives  thee :  if  fire  from  heaven,  it  shall  be  well ;  if  resinous 
firework,  it  shall  be  — •  as  well  as  it  could  be,  or  better  than 
otherwise !  The  candid  judge  will,  in  general,  require  that 
a  speaker,  in  so  extremely  serious  a  Universe  as  this  of  ours, 
have  something  to  speak  about.  In  the  heart  of  the  speaker 
there  ought  to  be  some  kind  of  gosipel-tidings,  burning  till  it 
be  uttered;  otherwise  it  were  better  for  him  that  he  alto- 
gether held  his  peace.  A  gospel  somewhat  more  decisive 
than  this  of  Scott*s,  —  except  to  an  age  altogether  languid, 
without  either  scepticism  or  faith  !  These  things  the  candid 
judge  will  demand  of  literary  men ;  yet  withal  will  recognise 
the  great  worth  there  is  in  Scott's  honesty  if  in  nothing  more, 
in  his  being  the  thing  he  was  with  such  entire  good  faith. 
Here  is  a  something,  not  a  nothing.  If  no  skybom  mes- 
senger, heaven  looking  through  his  eyes ;  then  neither  is  it  a 
chimera  with  his  systems,  crotchets,  cants,  fanaticisms,  and 
'  last  infirmity  of  noble  minds,'  —  full  of  misery,  unrest  and 
ill-will;  but  a  substantial,  peaceable,  terrestrial  man.  Far 
as  the  Earth  is  under  the  Heaven  does  Scott  stand  below 
the  former  sort  of  character ;  but  high  as  the  cheerful  fiowery 
Earth  is  above  waste  Tartarus  does  he  stand  above  die  lat- 
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ter.     Let  him  live  in  his  own  fashion,  and  do  honour  to  him 
in  that. 

It  were  late  in  the  daj  to  write  criticisms  on  those  Metri- 
cal Romances :  at  the  same  time,  we  may  remark,  the  great 
popuUritj  thej  had  seems  natural  enough.  In  the  first 
place,  there  was  the  indisputable  impress  of  worth,  of  genuine 
human  force,  in  them.  This,  which  lies  in  some  degree,  or 
is  thought  to  lie,  at  the  bottom  of  all  popularity,  did  to  an 
unusual  degree  disclose  itself  in  these  rhymed  romances 
of  Scott's.  Pictures  were  actually  painted  and  presented; 
human  emotions  conceived  and  sympathised  with.  Con- 
sidering what  wretched  Della-Cruscan  and  other  vamping-up 
of  old  worn-out  tatters  was  the  staple  article  then,  it  may  be 
granted  that  Scott's  excellence  was  superior  and  supreme. 
When  a  Hayley  was  the  main  singer,  a  Scott  might  well  be 
hailed  with  warm  welcome.  Consider  whether  the  L/nveB 
of  the  Plants,  and  even  the  Loves  of  the  Triangles,  could  be 
worth  the  loTes  and  hates  of  men  and  women !  Scott  was  as 
preferable  to  what  he  displaced,  as  the  substance  is  to  weari- 
somely repeated  shadow  of  a  substance.  But,  in  the  second 
place,  we  may  say  that  the  hind  of  worth  which  Scott  mani- 
fested was  fitted  especially  for  the  then  temper  of  men.  We 
have  called  it  an  age  fallen  into  spiritual  languor,  destitute 
of  belief,  yet  terrified  at  scepticism  ;  reduced  to  live  a  stinted 
half-life,  under  strange  new  circumstances.  Now  vigorous 
whole-life,  this  was  what  of  all  things  these  delineations 
offered.  The  reader  was  carried  hack  to  rough  strong  times, 
wherein  those  maladies  of  ours  had  not  yet  arisen.  Brawny 
fighters,  aU  cased  in  buff  and  iron,  their  hearts  too  sheathed 
in  oak  and  triple  brass,  caprioled  their  huge  war-horses, 
shook  their  death-doing  spears ;  and  went  forth  in  the  most 
determined  manner,  nothing  doubting.  The  reader  sighed, 
yet  not  without  a  reflex  solacement:  **0h,  that  I  too  had 
lived  in  those  times,  had  never  known  these  logic-cobwebs, 
this  doubt,  this  sickliness ;  and  been  and  felt  myself  alive 
among  men  alive!"      Add   lastly,  that  in  this  new-found 
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poetic  world  there  was  no  call  for  effort  on  the  reader's  part ; 
what  excellence  they  had,  exhibited  itself  at  a  glance.  It 
was  for  the  reader,  not  the  El  Dorado  only,  but  a  beatific 
land  of  Ck)ckaigne  and  Paradise  of  Donothings  I  The  reader, 
what  the  vast  majority  of  readers  so  long  to  do,  was  allowed 
to  lie  down  at  his  ease,  and  be  ministered  to.  What  the 
Turkish  bathkeeper  is  said  to  aim  at  with  his  frictions,  and 
shampooings,  and  fomentings,  more  or  less  effectually,  that 
the  patient  in  total  idleness  may  have  the  delights  of  activity, 
—  was  here  to  a  considerable  extent  realised.  The  languid 
imagination  fell  back  into  its  rest ;  an  artist  was  there  who 
could  supply  it  with  high-painted  scenes,  with  sequences  of 
stirring  action,  and  whisper  to  it.  Be  at  ease,  and  let  thy 
tepid  element  be  comfortable  to  thee.  '  The  rude  man,'  says 
a  critic,  ^  requires  only  to  see  something  going  on.  The  man 
*of  more  refinement  must  be  made  to  feel.  The  man  of 
*  complete  refinement  must  be  made  to  reflect.' 

We  named  the  Minstrdsy  of  the  Scottish  Border  the  foun- 
tain from  which  flowed  this  great  river  of  Metrical  Ro- 
mances ;  but  according  to  some  they  can  be  traced  to  a  still 
higher,  obscurer  spring ;  to  Groethe's  Gotz  von  Berliehingen 
with  the  Iron  Hand  ;  of  which,  as  we  have  seen,  Scott  in  his 
earlier  days  executed  a  translation.  Dated  a  good  many 
years  ago,  the  following  words  in  a  criticism  on  Goethe  are 
found  written  ;  which  probably  are  still  new  to  most  readers 
of  this  Review  : 

*  The  works  just  mentioned,  Gou  and  Werter,  though  noble  speci- 
mens of  youthful  talent,  as  still  not  so  much  distinguished  by  their 
intrinsic  merits  as  by  their  splendid  fortune.  It  would  be  difficult  to 
name  two  books  which  have  exercised  a  deeper  influence  on  the  sub- 
sequent literature  of  Europe  than  these  two  performances  of  a  young 
author ;  his  first-fruits,  the  produce  of  his  twenty -fourth  year.  Weriw 
appeared  to  seize  the  hearts  of  men  in  all  quarters  of  the  world,  and 
to  utter  for  them  the  word  which  they  had  long  been  waiting  to  hear. 
As  usually  happens  too,  this  same  word,  once  uttered,  was  soon 
abundantly  repeated  ;  spoken  in  all  dialects,  and  chanted  through  all 
notes  of  tlie  gamut,  till  the  sound  of  it  had  grown  a  weariness  rather 
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than  a  pleasure.  Sceptical  sentimentalitj,  riew-htinting,  lore,  friend- 
ship, suicide  and  desperation,  hecame  the  staple  of  literary  ware ;  and 
though  the  epidemic,  after  a  long  course  of  years,  subsided  in  Ger- 
many, it  reappeared  with  various  modifications  in  other  countries, 
and  everywhere  abundant  traces  of  its  good  and  bad  effects  are  still 
to  be  discerned.  The  fortune  of  Beriidiingen  with  the  Iron  Hand, 
though  less  sudden,  was  by  no  means  less  exalted.  In  his  own 
country,  Gotz,  though  he  now  stands  solitary  and  childless,  became 
the  parent  of  an  innumerable  progeny  of  chivalry  plays,  feudal  de- 
lineations, and  poetico-antlquarian  performances ;  which,  though  long 
ago  deceased,  made  noise  enough  in  their  day  and  generation  :  and 
with  ourselves  his  influence  has  been  perhaps  still  more  remarkable. 
Sir  Walter  Scott's  first  literary  enterprise  was  a  translation  of  Gotz 
von  Berlichingen  :  and,  if  genius  could  be  communicated  like  instruc- 
tion, we  might  call  this  work  of  Goethe's  the  prime  cause  of  Marmion 
and  the  Lady  of  the  Lake,  with  all  that  has  followed  from  the  same 
creative  hand.  Truly,  a  grain  of  seed  that  has  lighted  in  the  right 
soil!  For  if  not  firmer  and  fiiirer,  it  has  grown  to  be  taller  and 
broader  than  any  other  tree ;  and  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  are  still 
yearly  gathering  of  its  ihiit.' 

How  far  Gotz  von  Berlichingen  actually  affected  Scott's 
literary  destination,  and  whether  without  it  the  rhymed  ro- 
mances, and  then  the  prose  romances  of  the  Author  of 
Waverley,  would  not  have  followed  as  they  did,  must  remain 
a  very  obscure  question  ;  obscure,  and  not  important  Of 
the  fact,  however,  there  is  no  doubt,  that  these  two  tenden- 
cies, which  may  be  named  Gotzum  and  Werteritm^  of  the 
former  of  which  Scott  was  representative  with  us,  have 
made,  and  are  still  in  some  quarters  making  the  tour  of  all 
Europe.  In  Germany  too  there  was  this  affectionate  half- 
regretful  looking-back  into  the  Past ;  Germany  had  its  buff- 
belted  watch-tower  period  in  literature,  and  had  even  got 
done  with  it,  before  Scott  began.  Then  as  to  Werterism, 
bad  not  we  English  our  Byron  and  his  genus  ?  No  form 
of  Werterism  in  any  other  country  had  half  the  potency  ;  as 
our  Scott  carried  Chivalry  Literature  to  the  ends  of  the 
world,  so  did  our  Byron  Werterism.  France,  busy  with  its 
Revolution  and  Napoleon,  had  little  leisure  at  the  moment 
for  Gotzism  or  Werterism ;  but  it  has  had  them  both  since, 
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in  a  shape  of  its  own :  witness  the  whole  *  Literature  of 
Desperation '  in  our  own  days ;  the  beggarliest  form  of 
Werterism  yet  seen,  probably  its  expiring  final  form :  wit- 
ness also,  at  the  other  extremity  of  the  scale,  a  noble-gifled 
Chateaubriand,  Gotz  and  Werter  both  in  one.  —  Curious: 
how  all  Europe  is  but  like  a  set  of  parishes  of  the  same 
county ;  participant  of  the  self-same  influences,  ever  since 
the  Crusades,  and  earlier ;  —  and  these  glorious  wars  of  ours 
are  but  like  parish-brawls,  which  begin  in  mutual  ignorance, 
intoxication  and  boastful  speech ;  which  end  in  broken  win- 
dows, damage,  waste  and  bloody  noses ;  and  which  one  hopes 
the  general  good  sense  is  now  in  the  way  towards  putting 
down,  in  some  measure  ! 

But  leaving  this  to  be  as  it  can,  what  it  concerned  us  her^ 
to  remark,  was  that  British  Werterism,  in  the  shape  of  those 
Byron  Poems,  so  potent  and  poignant,  produced  on  the  lan- 
guid appetite  of  men  a  mighty  effect.  This  too  was  a  ^  class 
^of  feelings  deeply  important  to  modem   minds;  feelings 

*  which  arise  from  passion  incapaUe  of  being  converted  into 
*'  action^  which  belong  to  an  age  as  indolent,  cultivated  and 

*  unbelieving  as  our  own  ! '  The  *  languid  age  without  either 
faith  or  scepticism '  turned  towards  Byronism  with  an  interest 
altogether  peculiar :  here,  if  no  cure  for  its  miserable  pa- 
ralysis and  languor,  was  at  least  an  indignant  statement  of 
the  misery ;  an  indignant  Emulphus'  curse  read  over  it,  — 
which  all  men  felt  to  be  something.  Half-regretful  kx>k- 
ings  into  the  Past  gave  place,  in  many  quarters,  to  Ernnl- 
phus'  cursings  of  the  Present  Scott  was  among  the  first  to 
perceive  that  the  day  of  Metrical  Chivalry  Romances  was 
declining.  He  had  held  the  sovereignty  for  some  half-score 
of  years,  a  comparatively  long  lease  of  it;  and  now  the 
time  seemed  come  for  dethronement,  for  abdication :  an  un« 
pleasant  business ;  which  however  he  held  himself  ready, 
as  a  brave  man  will,  to  transact  with  composure  and  in 
silence.  Afler  all,  Poetry  was  not  his  staff  of  life ;  Poetry 
had  already  yielded  him  much  money ;  this  at  least  it  would 
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not  take  back  from  him.  Busy  always  with  editing,  with 
compiling,  with  multiplex  official  commercial  business,  and 
solid  interests,  he  beheld  the  coming  change  with  unmoved 
eye- 

Besignation  he  was  prepared  to  exhibit  in  this  matter ;  — 
and  DOW  behold  there  proved  to  be  no  need  of  resignation. 
Let  the  Metrical  Romance  become  a  Prose  one ;  shake  off 
its  rhyme-fetters,  and  try  a  wider  sweep  !  In  the  spring  of 
1814  appeared  Waverley ;  an  event  memorable  in  the  annals 
of  British  Literature ;  in  the  annals  of  British  Bookselling 
thrice  and  four  times  memorable.  Byron  sang,  but  Scott 
narrated ;  and  when  the  song  had  sung  itself  out  through 
all  variations  onwards  to  the  Don  Juan  one,  Scott  was  still 
found  narrating,  and  carrying  the  whole  world  along  with 
him.  All  bygone  popularity  of  chivalry-lays  was  swallowed 
up  in  a  far  greater.  What  *  series '  followed  out  of  Waverley^ 
and  how  and  with  what  result,  is  known  to  all  men ;  was 
witnessed  and  watched  with  a  kind  of  rapt  astonishment  by 
alL  Hardly  any  literary  reputation  ever  rose  so  high  in 
onr  Island ;  no  reputation  at  all  ever  spread  so  wide.  Walter 
Scott  became  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Baronet,  of  Abbotsford ;  on 
whom  Fortune  seemed  to  pour  her  whole  cornucopia  of 
wealth,  honour  and  worldly  good ;  the  favourite  of  Princes 
and  of  Peasants,  and  all  intermediate  men.  His  *  Waverley 
series,'  swifl-following  one  on  the  other  apparently  without 
end,  was  the  universal  reading ;  looked  for  like  an  annual 
harvest,  by  all  ranks,  in  all  European  countries.  A  curious 
circumstance  superadded  itself,  that  the  author  though  known 
was  unknown.  From  the  first,  most  people  suspected,  and 
soon  after  the  first,  few  intelligent  persons  much  doubted, 
that  the  Author  of  Waverley  was  Walter  Scott.  Yet  a 
certain  mystery  was  still  kept  up;  rather  piquant  to  the 
public;  doubtless  very  pleasant  to  the  author,  who  saw  it 
all;  who  probably  had  not  to  listen,  as  other  hapless  indi- 
viduals often  had,  to  this  or  the  other  long-drawn  *  clear 
proof  at  last,'  that  the  author  *was  not  Walter  Scott,  but  a 
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certain  astonishing  Mr.  So-and-so ;  —  one  of  the  standing 
miseries  of  human  life  in  that  time.  But  for  the  privileged 
Author,  it  was  like  a  king  travelling  incognito.  All  men 
know  that  he  is  a  high  king,  chivalrous  Gustaf  or  Kaber 
Joseph  ;  hut  he  mingles  in  their  meetings  without  cumber  of 
etiquette  or  lonesome  ceremony,  as  Chevalier  du  Nord,  or 
Count  of  Lorraine :  he  has  none  of  the  weariness  of  rojaltj, 
and  jet  all  the  praise,  and  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  it  with 
his  own  ears.  In  a  word,  the  Waverley  Novels  circulated 
and  reigned  triumphant ;  to  the  general  imagination  the  '  Au- 
thor of  Waverley '  was  like  some  living  mythological  pei*son- 
age,  and  ranked  among  the  chief  wonders  of  the  world. 

How  a  man  lived  and  demeaned  himself  in  such  un- 
wonted circumstances,  is  worth  seeing.  We  would  gladly 
quote  from  Scott's  correspondence  of  this  period ;  but 
that  does  not  much  illustrate  the  matter.  His  letters,  as 
above  stated,  are  never  without  interest,  yet  also  seldom  op 
never  very  interesting.  They  are  full  of  cheerfulness,  of 
wit  and  ingenuity ;  but  they  do  not  treat  of  aught  intimate ; 
without  impeaching  their  sincerity,  what  is  called  sincerity, 
one  may  say  they  do  not,  in  any  case  whatever,  proceed  from 
the  innermost  parts  of  the  mind.  Conventional  forms,  due 
consideration  of  your  own  and  your  correspondent's  preten- 
sions and  vanities,  are  at  no  moment  left  out  of  view.  The 
epistolary  stream  runs  on,  lucid,  free,  glad-flowing;  but  al- 
ways, as  it  were,  parallel  to  the  real  substance  of  the  matter, 
never  coincident  with  it  One  feels  it  hollowish  under  foot 
Letters  they  are  of  a  most  humane  man  of  the  world,  even 
exemplary  in  that  kind ;  but  with  the  man  of  the  world 
always  visible  in  them ;  —  as  indeed  it  was  little  in  Scott's 
way  to  speak,  perhaps  even  with  himself,  in  any  other  fashion. 
We  select  rather  some  glimpses  of  him  from  Mr.  Lockhart's 
record.  The  first  is  of  dining  with  Royalty  or  Prince-Re- 
gentship  itself;  an  almost  official  matter  : 

*  On  hearing  from  Mr.  Croker  (then  Secretary  to  the  Admiralty) 
that  Scott  was  to  be  in  town  by  the  middle  of  March  (1815),  the 
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Prince  said,  ^*  Let  me  know  when  he  comes,  and  I'll  get-up  a  enng 
Jittle  dinner  that  will  suit  him ;  *'  and,  after  he  had  been  presented 
and  graciously  received  at  the  ievee,  he  was  invited  to  dinner  accord- 
ingly* through  his  excellent  friend  Mr.  Adam  (now  Lord  Chief  Com- 
missioner of  the  Jury  Court  in  Scotland),  who  at  that  time  held  a 
confidential  office  in  the  royal  household.  The  Regent  had  consulted 
with  Mr.  Adam,  also,  as  to  the  composition  of  the  party.  "  Let  us 
have,"  said  he,  "just  a  few  friends  of  his  own,  and  the  more  Scotch 
the  better ; "  and  both  the  Commissioner  and  Mr.  Croker  assure  me 
that  the  party  was  the  most  interesting  and  agreeable  one  in  their 
recollection.  It  comprised,  I  believe,  the  Duke  of  York  —  the  Duke 
of  Gordon  (then  Marquess  of  Huntly)  —  the  Marquess  of  Hertford 
(then  Lord  Yarmouth)  —  the  Earl  of  Fife  —  and  Scott's  early  friend, 
Lord  Melville.  "  The  Prince  and  Scott,"  says  Mr.  Croker,  "  were 
the  two  most  brilliant  story-tellers,  in  their  several  ways,  that  I  have 
ever  happened  to  meet ;  they  were  both  aware  of  theirycwt*,  and  both 
exerted  themselves  that  evening  with  delightful  eflect.  On  going 
home,  I  really  could  not  decide  which  of  them  had  shone  the  most. 
The  Regent  was  enchanted  with  Scott,  as  Scott  with  him ;  and  on 
all  his  subsequent  visits  to  London,  he  was  a  frequent  guest  at  the 
royal  table."  The  Lord  Chief  Commissioner  remembers  that  the 
Prince  was  jiarticularly  delighted  with  the  poet's  anecdotes  of  the 
old  Scotch  judges  and  lawyers,  which  his  Royal  Highness  some- 
times capped  by  ludicrous  traits  of  certain  ermined  sages  of  his  own 
acquaintance.  Scott  told,  among  others,  a  story,  which  he  was  fond 
of  telling,  of  his  old  friend  the  Lord  Justice-Clerk  Braxfleld ;  and 
the  commentary  of  his  Royal  Highness  on  hearing  it  amused  Scott, 
who  often  mentioned  it  afterwards.  The  anecdote  is  this :  Braxfleld, 
whenever  he  went  on  a  particular  circuit,  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting 
a  gentleman  of  good  fortune  in  the  neighbourhood  of  one  of  the 
assize  towns,  and  staying  at  least  one  night,  which,  being  both  of 
them  ardent  chess-players,  they  usually  concluded  with  their  &- 
vourite  game.  One  Spring  circuit  the  battle  was  not  decided  at 
daybreak ;  so  the  Justice-Clerk  said,  "  Weel,  Donald,  I  must  e'en 
come  back  this  gate,  and  let  the  game  lie  ower  for  the  present : " 
and  back  he  came  in  October,  but  not  to  his  old  friend's  hospitable 
house ;  for  that  gentleman  had  in  the  interim  been  apprehended  on 
a  capital  charge  (of  forgery),  and  his  name  stood  on  the  Porteous  Roll, 
or  list  of  those  who  were  about  to  be  tried  under  his  former  guest's 
auspices.  The  laird  was  indicted  and  tried  accordingly,  and  the  jury 
returned  a  verdict  of  guilty,  Braxfield  forthwith  put  on  his  cocked 
hat  (which  answers  to  the  bUck  cap  in  England),  and  pronounced 
the  sentence  of  the  law  in  the  usual  terms  —  "  To  be  hanged  by  the 
neck  until  you  be  dead ;  and  may  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon  your 
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unhappy  sonl ! "  Having  concluded  this  awfal  formula  in  his  most 
Bonorous  cadence,  Braxfield,  dismounting  liis  formidable  beaver,  gave 
a  &miliar  nod  to  his  unfortunate  acquaintance,  and  said  to  him  in  a 
sort  of  chuckling  whisper  —  "  And  now,  Donald,  my  man,  I  think 
I've  checkmated  you  for  ance/*  The  Regent  laughed  heartily  at 
this  specimen  of  Macqueen's  brutal  humour ;  and  "  Tfaith,  Walter," 
■aid  he,  "  this  old  big-wig  seems  to  have  taken  things  as  coolly  as  my 
tyrannical  self.  Don't  you  remember  Tom  Moore's  description  of  me 
at  breakfiut  — 

**  *  The  table  spread  with  tea  and  toast, 
Death-warrants  and  the  MoniiDg  Post?  *  ** 

*  Towards  midnight,  the  Prince  called  for  "  a  bumper,  with  all  the 
honours,  to  the  Author  of  Waverley  ; "  and  looked  significantly,  as 
he  was  charging  his  own  glass,  to  Scott.  Scott  seemed  somewhat 
puzzled  for  a  moment,  but  instantly  recovering  himself,  and  filling 
his  glass  to  the  brim,  said,  "  Your  Royal  Highness  looks  as  if  you 
thought  I  had  some  claim  to  the  honours  of  this  toast.  I  have  no 
such  pretensions  ;  but  shall  take  good  care  that  the  real  Simon  Pure 
hears  of  the  high  compliment  that  has  now  been  paid  him."  He  then 
drank-off  his  claret ;  and  joined  with  a  stentorian  voice  in  the  cheer- 
ing, which  the  Prince  himself  timed.  But  before  the  company  could 
resume  their  seats,  his  Royal  Highness,  "  Another  of  the  same,  if 
you  please,  to  the  Author  of  Marmion,  — and  now,  Walter,  my  man, 
I  have  checkmated  you  for  cuice.**  The  second  bumper  was  followed 
by  cheers  still  more  prolonged :  and  Scott  then  rose,  and  returned 
thanks  in  a  short  address,  which  struck  the  Lord  Chief  Commis- 
sioner as  "alike  grave  and  graceful."  This  story  has  been  circulated 
in  a  very  perverted  shape.'  ♦  ♦  *  *  Before  he  left  town  he  again 
dined  at  Carlton  House,  when  the  party  was  a  still  smaller  one  than 
before,  and  the  merriment  if  possible  still  more  free.  That  nothing 
might  be  wanting,  the  Prince  sang  several  capital  song^.'  ^ 

Or  take,  at  a  very  great  interval  in  many  senses,  this 
glimpse  of  another  dinner,  altogether  unofficiallj  and  much 
better  described.  It  is  James  Ballantyne  the  printer  and 
publisher's  dinner,  in  Saint  John  Street,  Canongate,  Edin- 
burgh, on  the  birtheve  of  a  Waverley  Novel : 

'  The  feast  was,  to  use  one  of  James's  own  favourite  epithets,  gor- 
geouSf  an  aldermanic  display  of  turtle  and  venison,  with  the  suitable 
accompaniments  of  iced  punch,  potent  ale,  and  generous  Madeira. 
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When  tlie  cloth  waa  drawn,  the  burlj  prsses  arose,  wiUi  all  be  could 
muster  of  the  port  of  John  Kemble,  and  spouted  with  a  sonorous 
voice  the  formula  of  Macbeth, 

"Fill  full! 
I  drink  to  the  general  joy  of  the  whole  table ! " 

This  was  followed  by  "  the  King,  God  bless  him !  "  and  second  camo 
—  "  Gentlemen,  there  is  another  toast  which  never  has  been  nor  shall 
be  omitted  in  this  house  of  mine  :•  I  give  you  the  health  of  Mr.  Walter 
Scott,  with  three  times  three  1 "  All  honour  having  been  done  to  this 
health,  and  Scott  having  briefly  thanked  the  company,  with  some  ex- 
pressions of  warm  affection  to  their  host,  Mrs.  Ballantyne  retired  ;  — 
the  bottles  passed  round  twice  or  thrice  in  the  usual  way ;  and  then 
James  rose  once  more,  every  vein  on  his  brow  distended ;  his  eyes 
solemnly  fixed  on  vacancy,  to  propose,  not  as  before  in  his  stentorian 
key,  but  with  "  'bated  breath,"  in  the  sort  of  whisper  by  which  a 
stage-conspirator  thrills  the  gallery,  —  "Gentlemen,  a  bumper  to  the  im- 
mortal Author  of  Waverley  /"  —  The  uproar  of  cheering,  in  which  Scott 
made  a  fiuhion  of  joining,  was  succeeded  by  deep  silence ;  and  then 
Ballantyne  proceeded  — 

**  In  his  Lord-Bnrleigh  look,  serene  and  serions, 
A  something  of  imposing  and  mysterious  "  — 

to  lament  the  obscurity,  in  which  his  illustrious  but  too  modest  cor- 
respondent still  chose  to  conceal  himself  from  the  plaudits  of  the 
world ;  to  thank  the  company  for  the  manner  in  which  the  nominis 
umbra  had  been  received;  and  to  assure  them  that  the  Author  of 
Waverley  would,  when  informed  of  the  ciroumstance,  feel  highly  de- 
lighted— "■  the  proudest  hour  of  his  life,''  &c.  &c.  The  cool,  demure 
ftui  of  Scott's  features  during  all  this  mummery  was  perfect ;  and 
Erskine's  attempt  at  a  gay  nonchaicmce  was  still  more  ludicrously 
meritorious.  Aldiborontiphoscophomio,  however,  bursting  as  he  was, 
knew  too  well  to  allow  the  new  Novel  to  be  made  the  subject  of  dis- 
cussion. Its  name  was  announced,  and  success  to  it  crowned  another 
cup;  but  after  that,  no  more  of  Jedediah.  To  cut  the  thread,  be 
rolled  out  unbidden  some  one  of  his  many  theatrical  songs,  in  a  style 
tliat  would  have  done  no  dishonour  to  almost  any  orehestra — The 
MaidofLodi,  or  perhaps  The  Bay  of  Biscay  0! — or  The  sweet  little 
cherub  thai  sits  up  aloft.  Other  toasts  followed,  interspersed  with 
ditties  from  other  performers ;  old  George  Thomson,  the  friend  of 
Bums,  was  ready,  for  one,  with  The  Moorland  Wedding,  or  Willie 
brew' d  a  peck  0*  maui ; — and  so  it  went  on,  until  Scott  and  Erskine, 
with  any  clerical  or  very  staid  personage  that  had  chanced  to  be 
admitted,  saw  fit  to  withdraw.    Then  the  scene  was  changed.    The 
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claret  and  olireB  made  way  for  broiled  bones  and  a  mighty  bowl  of 
punch ;  and  when  a  few  glasses  of  the  hot  beverage  had  restored  his 
powers,  James  opened  ore  rotundo  on  the  merits  of  the  forthcoming 
Romance.  "  One  chapter  —  one  chapter  only  I "  was  the  cry.  After 
*' Naiff  by*r  Ladjfy  nay!"  and  a  few  more  coy  shifts,  the  proof-sheetv 
were  at  length  produced,  and  James,  with  many  a  prefatory  hem, 
read  aloud  what  he  considered  as  the  most  striking  dialogue  they 
-contained. 

'  The  first  I  heard  so  read  was  the  interview  between  Jeanie  Deans, 
the  Duke  of  Argyle  and  Queen  Caroline,  in  Richmond  Park ;  and, 
notwithstanding  some  spice  of  the  pompous  tricks  to  which  he  was 
addicted,  I  must  say  he  did  the  inimitable  scene  great  justice.  At  all 
events,  the  effect  it  produced  was  deep  and  memorable ;  and  no  won- 
der that  the  exulting  typographer's  one  bumper  more  to  Jedediah  Cleish- 
botham  preceded  his  parting-stave,  which  was  uniformly  The  Last 
Words  of  Marmion,  executed  certainly  with  no  contemptible  rivalry 
of  Brabam;'  ^ 

Over  at  Abbotsford  things  wear  a  still  more  prosperous 
aspect.  Soott  is  building  there,  by  the  pleasant  banks  of  the 
Tweed;  he  has  bought  and  is  buying  land  there;  fast  as 
the  new  gold  comes  in  for  a  new  Waverley  Novel,  or  even 
faster,  it  changes  itself  into  moorj  acres,  into  stone,  and 
hewn  or  planted  wood: 

'About  the  middle  of  February'  (1820),  says  Mr.  Lockhart,  'it 
having  been  ere  that  time  arranged  that  I  should  marry  his  eldest 
daughter  in  the  course  of  the  spring, — I  accompanied  him  and  part 
of  his  family  on  one  of  those  flying  visits  to  Abbotsford,  with  which 
he  often  indulged  himself  on  a  Saturday  during  term.  Upon  such 
occasions,  Scott  appeared  at  the  usual  hour  in  court,  but  wearing, 
instead  of  the  official  suit  of  bUck,  his  country  morning-dress,  green 
jacket  and  so  forth,  under  the  clerk's  gown.'  —  'At  noon,  when  the 
Court  broke  up,  Peter  Mathieson  was  sure  to  be  in  attendance  in  the 
Parliament  Close ;  and,  five  minutes  after,  the  gown  had  been  tossed 
oflT;  and  Scott,  rubbing  his  hands  for  glee,  was  under  w«igh  for 
Tweedside.    As  we  proceeded/  &c. 

'  Next  morning  there  appeared  at  breakfast  John  Ballantyne,  who 
had  at  this  time  a  shooting  or  hunting-box  a  few  miles  oflT,  in  the  vale 
of  the  Leader,  and  with  him  Mr.  Constable,  his  guest ;  and  it  being 
a  fine  dear  day,  as  soon  as  Scott  had  read  the  church-service  and  one 
of  Jeremy  Taylor's  sermons,  we  all  sallied  out  before  noon  on  a  per- 
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ambalatioii  of  his  upland  territories ;  Maida  (the  hound)  and  the  rest 
of  the  favourites  accompanying  our  march.  At  starting  we  were 
joined  by  the  constant  henchman,  Tom  Purdie,  —  and  I  may  save 
myself  the  trouble  of  any  attempt  to  describe  his  appearance,  for  his 
master  has  given  us  an  inimitably  true  one  in  introducing  a  certain 
personage  of  his  Redgauntlet :  —  "He  was,  perhaps,  sixty  years  old ; 
yet  his  brow  was  not  much  furrowed,  and  his  jet-black  hair  was  only 
grizzled,  not  whitened,  by  the  advance  of  age.  All  his  motions  spoke 
strength  unabated ;  and,  though  rather  undersized,  he  had  very  broad 
shoulders,  was  square-made,  thin-flanked,  and  apparently  combined 
In  his  frame,  muscular  strength  and  activity ;  the  last  somewhat  im- 
paired, perhaps,  by  years,  but  the  first  remaining  in  full  vigour.  A 
hard  and  harsh  countenance;  eyes  far  sunk  under  projecting  eye- 
brows, which  were  grizzled  like  his  hair ;  a  wide  mouth,  furnished 
from  ear  to  ear  with  a  range  of  unimpaired  teeth  of  uncommon  white- 
ness, and  a  size  and  breadth  which  might  have  become  the  jaws  of  an 
ogre,  completed  this  delightful  portrait.''  Equip  this  figure  in  Scott's 
cast-oflT  green  jacket,  white  hat  and  drab  trousers;  and  imagine  that 
years  of  kind  treatment,  comfort  and  the  honest  consequence  of  a 
eonfldential  grieve^  had  softened  away  much  of  the  hardness  and 
harshness  originally  impressed  on  the  visage  by  anxious  penury,  and 
tlie  sinister  liabits  of  a  btack-JUher; — and  tlie  Tom  Purdie  of  1820 
stands  before  us. 

'  We  were  all  delighted  to  see  how  completely  Scott  had  recovered 
his  bodily  vigour,  and  none  more  so  than  Constable,  who,  as  he 
pufied  and  panted  after  him,  up  one  ravine  and  down  another,  often 
stopped  to  wipe  his  forehead,  and  remarked,  that  "  it  was  not  every 
author  who  should  lead  him  such  a  dance."  But  Purdie's  face  shone 
with  rapture  as  he  observed  how  severely  the  swag-bellied  bookseller's 
activity  was  tasked.  Scott  exchiimed  exultingly,  though,  perhaps, 
for  the  tenth  time,  "  This  will  be  a  glorious  spring  for  our  trees, 
Tom!"  — "You  may  say  that,  Sheriff,"  quoth  Tom,— and  then 
lingering  a  moment  for  Constable — "  My  certy,"  he  added,  scratch- 
ing his  head,  "  and  I  think  it  will  be  a  grand  season  for  our  huila 
too."  But  indeed  Tom  always  talked  of  our  huila,  as  if  they  had  been 
as  regular  products  of  the  soil  as  otir  ait$  and  ow  birka.  Having 
threaded  first  the  Hexilcleugh  and  then  the  Rhymer's  Glen,  we 
arrived  at  Huntly  Bum,  where  the  hospitality  of  the  kind  Weird 
Si8ter$,  as  Scott  called  the  Miss  Fergusons,  reanimated  our  exhausted 
bibliopoles,  and  gave  them  courage  to  extend  their  walk  a  little 
ikrthcr  down  the  same  famous  brook.  Here  there  was  a  small  cot- 
tage in  a  very  sequestered  situation'   (named  Chiefswood),  'by 
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xnAking  some  little  additioiis  to  which  Scott  thought  it  might  be  con- 
verted into  a  suitable  summer  residence  for  his  daughter  and  future 
son-in-law/  *  *  *  '  As  we  walked  homeward,  Scott  being  a  Utde 
&tigued,  laid  his  left  hand  on  Tom's  shoulder,  and  leaned  heavily  for 
support,  chatting  to  his  "  Sunday  pony/'  as  he  called  tlie  affectionate 
fellow,  just  as  freely  as  with  the  rest  of  the  party ;  and  Tom  put-io 
his  word  shrewdly  and  manfully,  and  grinned  and  granted  whenever 
the  joke  chanced  to  be  within  his  apprehension.  It  was  easy  to  see 
tiiat  his  heart  swelled  within  him  from  the  moment  the  Sheriff  got 
his  collar  in  his  gripe.'  ^ 

That  Abbotsford  became  infested  to  a  great  degree  with 
touridts,  wonder-hunters,  and  all  that  fatal  species  of  people, 
may  be  supposed.  Solitary  Ettrick  saw  itself  populous :  all 
paths  were  beaten  with  the  feet  and  hoofs  of  an  endless  mis- 
cellany of  pilgrims.  As  many  as  'sixteen  parties'  have 
arrived  at  Abbotsford  in  one  day ;  male  and  female  ;  peers, 
Socinian  preachers,  whatsoever  was  distinguished,  whatso* 
ever  had  love  of  distinction  in  it!  Mr.  Lockhart  thinks 
there  was  no  literary  shrine  ever  so  bepilgrimed,  except 
Femey  in  Voltaire's  time,  who,  however,  was  not  half  so 
accessible.  A  fatal  species !  These  are  what  Schiller  calls 
Uhe  flesh-flies;'  buzzing  swarms  of  bluebottles,  who  neveif 
fail  where  any  taint  of  human  glory  or  other  corruptibility  is 
in  the  wind.  So  has  Nature  decreed.  Scott's  hecdthinesSj 
bodily  and  mental,  his  massive  solidity  of  character,  nowhere 
showed  itself  more  decisively  than  in  his  manner  of  encoun- 
tering this  part  of  his  fate.  That  his  bluebottles  were  blue, 
and  of  the  usual  tone  and  quality,  may  be  judged.  Hear 
Captain  Basil  Hall  (in  a  very  compressed  state)  : 

*  We  arrived  in  good  time,  and  found  several  other  guests  at  din- 
ner. The  public  rooms  are  liglited  with  oil-gas,  in  a  style  of  ex- 
traordinary splendour.  The,'  &c.  —  *  Had  I  a  hundred  pons,  each  of 
which  at  the  same  time  should  separately  write  down  an  anecdote, 
I  could  not  hope  to  record  one-half  of  those  which  our  host,  to  use 
Spenser's  expression,  "welled  out  alway."'  —  'Entertained  us  aU 
the  way  with  an  endless  string  of  anecdotes ; ' —  '  came  like  a  stream 
of  poetry  from  his  lips  ;'  —  *  path  muddy  and  scarcely  passable,  yet 
1  Vol,  iv.  pp.  849-^68. 
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I  do  not  remember  ever  to  hare  seen  any  place  so  interesting  as  the 
skill  of  this  mighty  magician  had  rendered  this  narrow  ravine.'  — 
'  Impossible  to  touch  on  any  theme,  but  straightway  he  has  an  anec- 
dote to  fit  it'  — '  Thus  we  strolled  along,  borne,  as  it  were,  on  the 
stream  of  song  and  story.'  — '  In  the  evening  we  had  a  great  feast  in- 
deed. Sir  Walter  asked  us  if  we  had  ever  read  ChrisUbel.'  — '  Inter- 
spersed with  these  various  readings,  were  some  hundreds  of  stories, 
some  quaint,  some  pathetical.'  — '  At  breakfast  to-day  we  had,  as 
usual,  some  160  stories  —  Qod  knows  how  they  came  in.'  -* '  In  any 
man  so  gifted  —  so  qualified  to  take  the  loftiest,  proudest  line  at  the 
head  of  the  literature,  the  taste,  the  imagination  of  the  whole  world ! ' 
— '  For  instance,  he  never  sits  at  any  particular  place  at  table,  but 
takes,'  &c.  &c.i 

Among  such  worshippers,  arriving  in  *j;ixteen  parties  a- 
day,'  on  ordinary  man  might  have  grown  buoyant ;  have  felt 
the  god,  begun  to  nod,  and  seemed  to  shal^e  the  spheres.  A 
slightly  splenetic  man,  possessed  of  Scott's  sense,  would  have 
swept  his  premises  clear  of  them :  Let  no  bluebotttle  ap- 
proach here,  to  disturb  a  man  in  his  work,  —  under  pain  of 
sugared  squash  (called  quassia)  and  king's  yellow !  The 
good  Sir  Walter,  like  a  quiet  brave  man,  did  neither.  He 
let  the  matter  take  its  course ;  enjoyed  what  was  enjoyable 
in  it;  endured  what  could  not  well  be  helped;  persisted 
meanwhile  in  writing  his  daily  portion  of  romance-cc/iy,  in 
preserving  his  composure  of  heart ;  —  in  a  word,  accommo- 
dated himself  to  this  loud-buzzing  environment,  and  made  it 
serve  him,  as  he  would  have  done  (perhaps  with  more  ease) 
to  a  silent,  poor  and  solitary  one.  No  doubt  it  affected  him 
too,  and  in  the  lamentablest  way  fevered  his  internal  life, 
though  he  kept  it  well  down  ;  but  it  affected  him  less  than  it 
would  have  done  almost  any  other  man.  For  his  guests 
were  not  all  of  the  bluebottle  sort ;  far  from  that,  Mr.  Lock- 
hart  shall  furnish  us  with  the  brightest  aspect  a  British  Fer- 
ney  ever  yielded,  or  is  like  to  yield :  and  therewith  we  will 
quit  Abbotsford  and  the  dominant  and  culminant  period  of 
Scott's  life: 

1  Vol.  V.  pp.  376-402. 
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*  It  was  a  clear,  bright  September  moming,  witli  a  sharpness  in  the 
air  that  doubled  the  animating  influence  of  the  sunshine,  and  ail  was 
in  readiness  for  a  grand  coursing-matcli  on  Newark  Uill.  The  only 
guest  wlio  liad  clialked-out  otlier  sport  for  himself  was  the  stanchest 
of  anglers,  Mr.  Rose ;  but  he  too  was  there  on  his  $heUy,  armed  with 
his  salmon-rod  and  landing-net,  and  attended  by  his  Hinves,  and 
Charlie  Purdie,  a  brother  of  Tom,  in  those  days  the  most  celebrated 
fisherman  of  the  district.  Thia  little  group  of  Waltonians,  bound 
for  Lord  Someryille's  preserve,  remained  lounging  about,  to  witness 
the  start  of  the  main  cavalcade.  Sir  Walter,  mounted  on  Sibyl,  was 
marshalling  the  order  of  procession  with  a  huge  hunting-whip ;  and 
among  a  dozen  frolicsome  youths  and  maidens,  who  seemed  disposed 
to  laugh  at  all  discipline,  appeared,  each  on  horseback,  each  as  eager 
as  the  youngest  sportsman  in  the  troop,  Sir  Humphry  Davy,  Dr. 
Wollaston,  and  the  patriarch  of  Scottish  belles-lettres,  Henry  Mac- 
kenzie. The  Man  of  Feeling,  however,  was  persuaded  with  some 
difficulty  to  resign  his  steed  for  the  present  to  his  faithful  negro  fol- 
lower, and  to  join  Lady  Scott  in  the  sociable,  until  we  should 
reach  the  ground  of  our  h-iiiue.  Laidlaw,  on  a  strong-tailed  wiry 
Highlander,  yclept  Hoddin  Gretf^  which  carried  him  nimbly  and 
stoutly,  although  his  feet  almost  touched  the  ground  as  he  sat,  was 
the  adjutant.  But  the  most  picturesque  figure  was  the  illustrious 
inventor  of  the  safety-Lamp.  He  had  come  for  his  favourite  sport  of 
angling,  and  had  been  practising  it  successfully  with  Rose,  his  trav- 
elling  companion,  for  two  or  three  days  preceding  this  ;  but  he  had 
not  prepared  for  coursing  fields,  or  had  left  Charlie  Purdie's  troop  for 
Sir  Walter's  on  a  sudden  thought,  and  his  fisherman's  costume  —  a 
brown  hat  with  flexible  brim,  surrounded  with  line  upon  line  of  cat- 
gut, and  innumerable  fly-hooks — jack-boots  worthy  of  a  Dutch 
smuggler,  and  a  fustian  surtout  dabbled  witli  the  blood  of  salmon,  * 
made  a  fine  contrast  with  the  smart  jackets,  white-cord  breeches,  and 
well-polished  jockey-boots  of  the  less  distinguished  cavaliers  about 
him.  Dr.  Wollaston  was  in  black ;  and  with  his  noble  serene  dig- 
nity of  countenance  might  have  passed  for  a  sporting  archbishop. 
Mr.  Mackenzie,  at  this  time  in  the  76th  year  of  his  age,  with  a  white 
hat  turned  up  with  green,  green  spectacles,  green  jacket,  and  long 
brown  leathern  gaiters  buttoned  upon  his  nether  anatomy,  wore  a  dog- 
.whistle  round  his  neck,  and  had,  all  over,  the  air  of  as  resolute  a  dev- 
otee as  the  gay  captain  of  Huntly  Burn.  Tom  Purdie  and  his  sub- 
alterns had  preceded  us  by  a  few  hours  with  all  the  greyhounds  that 
could  be  collected  at  Abbotsford,  Darnick,  and  Melrose ;  but  the  giant 
Maida  hatl  remained  as  his  master's  orderly,  and  now  gambolled 
about  Sibyl  Grey,  barking  for  mere  joy  like  a  spaniel  puppy. 

'  The  order  of  march  had  been  all  settled,  and  the  sociable  was 
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just  getting  under  weigh,  when  the  Lady  Anm  broke  from  the  line, 
screaming  with  kughter,  and  exclaimed,  ''  Papa,  papa,  I  knew  you 
could  never  think  of  going  without  your  pet !  "  Scott  looked  round, 
and  I  rather  think  there  was  a  blush  as  well  as  a  smile  upon  his  face, 
when  he  perceived  a  little  black  pig  frisking  about  his  pony,  and  evi- 
dently a  self-elected  addition  to  tlie  party  of  the  day.  He  tried  to 
look  stem,  and  cracked  his  whip  at  the  creature,  but  was  in  a  mo- 
ment obliged  to  join  in  the  general  cheers.  Poor  piggy  soon  found 
a  strap  round  its  neck,  and  was  dragged  into  the  background;  — 
Scott,  watching  the  retreat,  repeated  with  mock  pathos  the  first  vers« 
of  an  old  pastoral  song  — 

"  What  will  I  do  gin  ray  hoggie  die? 
My  joy,  my  pride,  ray  lioggie ! 
My  only  beast,  I  had  na  mne, 
And  wow !  bat  I  was  vogie !  *• 

—  the  cheers  were  redoubled  —  and  the  squadron  moved  on. 

'  This  pig  had  taken,  nobody  could  tell  how,  a  most  sentimental 
attachment  to  Scott,  and  was  constantly  urging  its  pretensions  to  be 
admitted  a  regular  member  of  his  tail  along  with  the  greyhounds  and 
terriers ;  but,  indeed,  I  remember  him  suffering  another  summer 
under  the  same  sort  of  pertinacity  on  the  part  of  an  affectionate  hen. 
I  leave  the  explanation  for  philosophers  ;  —  but  such  were  the  facts. 
I  have  too  much  respect  for  the  vulgarly  calumniated  donkey,  to  name 
him  in  the  same  category-  of  pets  with  the  pig  and  the  hen ;  but  a 
year  or  two  after  this  time,  my  wife  used  to  drive  a  couple  of  these 
animals  in  a  little  garden-chair,  and  whenever  her  father  appeared  at 
the  door  of  our  cottage,  we  were  sure  to  see  Hannah  More  and  Lady- 
Morgan  (as  Anne  Scott  had  wickedly  christened  them)  trotting  from 
their  pasture,  to  lay  their  noses  over  the  paling,  and,  as  Washington 
Irving  says  of  the  old  white-haired  hedger  with  the  Parisian  snuff- 
box, *'  to  have  a  pleasant  crack  wi'  the  laird.''  ^ 

1  VoL  V.  pp.  7-10. 

On  this  Bubject  let  us  report  an  anecdote  furnished  by  a  correspondent 
of  our  own,  whose  accuracy  we  can  depend  on:  —  M  myself  was  ac- 

*  qnainted  with  a  little  Blenheim  cocker,  one  of  the  smallest,  beautifuUest 

*  and  wisest  of  lapdogs  or  dog?,  which,  thou^^h  Sir  Walter  knew  it  not, 

*  was  very  singular  in  its  behaviour  towards  him.     Shandy^  so  hight  this 

*  remarkable  cocker,  was  extremely  shy  of  strangers :  promenading  on 
'  Princess  Street,  which  in  fine  weather  used  to  be  crowded  in  those  days, 

*  he  seemed  to  live  in  perpetual  fear  of  being  stolen ;  If  any  one  but  looked 
'  at  him  admiringly,  he  would  draw-back  with  angry  timidity,  and  crouch 

*  towards  his  own  lady-mistress.  One  day  a  tall,  irregular,  busy-looking 
'man  came  halting  by;  the  little  dog  ran  towards  him,  began  fawning, 
'  friskmg,  licking  at  his  feet:  it  was  Sir  Walter  Scott!    Had  Shandy  been 
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'  There '  at  Chiefs  wood  *  mj  wife  and  I  spent  this  summer  and  au- 
tumn of  1821 ;  —  the  first  of  several  seasons  which  will  ever  dwell 
on  my  memory  as  the  happiest  of  my  life.  We  were  near  enough 
Abbotsford  to  partake  as  often  as  we  liked  of  its  brilliant  and  con- 
stantly varying  society ;  yet  could  do  so  without  being  exposed  to' 
the  worry  and  exhaustion  of  spirit  which  the  daily  reception  of  new- 
comers entailed  upon  all  the  family,  except  Sir  Walter  himself.  But, 
in  truth,  even  he  was  not  always  proof  against  the  annoyances  con- 
nected with  such  a  style  of  open  housekeeping.  Even  his  temper 
sank  sometimes  under  the  solemn  applauses  of  learned  dulness,  the 
vapid  raptures  of  painted  and  periwigged  dowagers,  the  horseleech 
avidity  with  which  underbred  foreigners  urged  their  questions,  and 
the  pompous  simpers  of  condescending  magnates.    When  sore  beset 

*  the  most  extensive  reader  of  Reviews,  he  ooald  not  have  done  better. 

*  Every  time  he  saw  Sir  Walter  afterwards,  which  was  some  three  or  four 
*■  times  in  the  course  of  visiting  Edinburgh,  he  repeated  his  demonstrations, 
'  ran  leaping,  frisking,  licking  the  Author  of  Waverley*8  feet.    The  good 

*  Sir  Walter  endured  it  with  good-hinnnur ;  looked  down  at  the  little  wise 
*face,  at  the  silky  shag-coat  of  snow-white  and  chestnnt-brown;  smiled, 
^  and  avoided  hitting  him  as  they  went  on,  —  till  a  new  division  of  streets 
'  or  some  other  obstacle  put  an  end  to  the  interview.    In  fact  he  was  a 

*  strange  little  fellow,  this  Shandy.    He  has  been  known  to  sit  for  hours 

*  looking  out  at  the  summer  moon,  with  the  saddest  wistfnllest  expression 

*  of  countenance;  altogether  like  a  Wertercan  Poet.  He  would  have  been 
*•  a  Poet,  I  daresay,  if  he  could  have  found  a  publisher.    But  his  moral  tact 

*  was  the  most  amazing.  Without  reason  shown,  without  word  spoken  or 
*act  done,  he  took  his  likings  and  dislikings;  unalterable;  really  almost 
'  unerring.     His  chief  aversion,  I  should  say,  was  to  the  genus  quack, 

*  above  all  to  the  genus  acrid-quack ;  these,  though  never  so  clear-starched^ 

*  bland-smiling  and  beneficent,  he  absolutely  would  have  no  trade  with. 

*  Their  ver}'  sugar-cake  was  unavailing.    He  said  with  emphasis,  as  clear- 

*  ly  as  barking  could  say  it:  ^  Acrid-quack,  avauntl "  Would  to  Heaven 
'  many  a  prime-minister,  and  high  person  in  authority,  had  such  an  inval- 
*■  uable  talent!     On  the  whole,  there  is  more  in  this  universe  than  our  phi- 

*  losophy  has  dreamt  of.    A  dog's  instinct  is  a  voice  of  Nature  too;  and 

*  farther,  it  has  never  babbled  itself  away  in  idle  jargon  and  hypothesis, 

*  but  always  adhered  to  the  practical,  and  grown  in  silence  by  continual 

*  communion  with  fact.     We  do  the  animals  injustice.    1  heir  body  resem- 

*  bles  our  body,  Buffon  snys;  with  its  four  limb^,  with  its  spinal  marrow, 

*  main  organs  in  the  head  and  so  forth:  but  have  they  not  a  kind  of  soul, 

*  equally  the  rude  draught  and  imperfect  imitation  of  oursV  It  is  a 
*•  strange,  an  almost  solemn  and  pathetic  thing  to  see  an  intelligence  im- 

*  prisoned  in  that  dumb  rude  form;  struggling  to  express  itself  out  of  that; 

*  — even  as  we  do  out  of  our  imprisonment;  and  succeed  very  imper- 
•fectly!  • 
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mt  home  in  tbia  way,  he  would  eyery  dow  And  then  discover  that  he 
had  some  yery  particular  business  to  attend  to  on  an  outlying  part 
of  his  estate ;  and,  craving  the  indulgence  of  his  guests  overnight, 
appear  at  the  cabin  in  the  glen  before  its  inhabitants  were  astir  in 
the  morning.  The  clatter  of  Sibyl  Grey*s  hoofs,  the  yelping  of  Mus- 
tard and  Spice,  and  his  own  joyous  shout  of  reveille  under  our  win- 
dows, were  the  signal  that  he  had  burst  his  toils,  and  meant  for  that 
day  to  **  take  his  ease  in  his  inn."  On  descending,  he  was  to  be 
found  seated  with  all  his  dogs  and  ours  about  him,  under  a  spreading 
ash  that  overshadowed  half  the  bank  between  the  cottage  and  the 
brook,  pointing  the  edge  of  his  woodman 's-axe,  and  listening  to 
Tom  Purdie's  lecture  touching  the  pUntation  that  most  needed  thin- 
ning. After  breakfast  he  would  take  possession  of  a  dressing-room 
np-stairs,  and  write  a  chapter  of  The  Pirate  ;  and  then,  having  made 
up  and  despatched  his  packet  for  Mr.  Ballantyne,  away  to  join  Pur- 
die  wherever  the  foresters  were  at  work  —  and  sometimes  to  labour 
among  them  as  strenuously  as  John  Swanston,  —  until  it  was  time 
either  to  rejoin  his  own  party  at  Abbotsford,  or  the  quiet  circle  of 
the  cottage.  When  his  guests  were  few  and  friendly,  he  often  made 
them  come  over  and  meet  him  at  Chiefswood  in  a  body  towards  even- 
ing ;  and  surely  he  never  appeared  to  more  amiable  advantage  than 
when  helping  his  young  people  with  their  little  arrangements  upon 
such  occasions.  ^  He  was  ready  with  all  sorts  of  devices  to  supply 
the  wants  of  a  narrow  establishment ;  he  used  to  delight  particularly 
in  sinking  the  wine  in  a  well  under  the  brae  ere  he  went  out,  and 
hauling  up  the  basket  just  before  dinner  was  announced, — this  prim- 
itive device  being,  he  said,  what  he  had  always  practised  when  a 
young  housekeeper,  and  in  his  opinion  far  superior  in  its  results  to 
any  application  of  ice  :  and  in  the  same  spirit,  whenever  the  weather 
was  sufficiently  genial,  he  voted  for  dining  out  of  doors  altogether, 
which  at  once  got  rid  of  the  inconvenience  of  very  small  rooms,  and 
made  it  natural  and  easy  for  the  gentlemen  to  help  the  ladies,  so  that 
the  paucity  of  servants  went  for  nothing.'  ^ 

Surely  all  this  is  very  beautiful ;  like  a  picture  of  Boccac- 
cio :  the  ideal  of  a  country  life  in  our  time.  Why  could  it 
not  last  ?  Income  was  not  wanting :  Scott's  official  perma- 
nent income  was  amply  adequate  to  meet  the  expense  of  all 
that  was  valuable  in  it ;  nay,  of  all  that  was  not  harassing, 
senseless  and  despicable.  Scott  bad  some  2,000/1  a-year 
without  writing  books  at  all.     Why  should  he  manufacture 

»  Vol.  V.  pp.  128, 124. 
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and  not  create,  to  make  more  money ;  and  rear  mass  on  mass 
for  a  dwelling  to  himself,  till  the  pile  toppled,  sank  crasbing, 
and  buried  him  in  its  ruins,  when  he  had  a  safe  pleasant 
dwelling  ready  of  its  own  accord  ?  Ala:$,  Scott,  with  all  his 
health,  was  infected ;  sick  of  the  fearfuUest  malady,  that  of 
Ambition!  To  such  length  had  the  King's  baronetcy,  the 
world's  favour  and  *  sixteen  parties  a-day,'  brought  it  with 
him.  So  the  inane  racket  must  be  kept  up,  and  rise  ever 
higher.  So  masons  labour,  ditchers  delve  ;  and  there  is  end- 
less, altogether  deplorable  correspondence  about  marble-slabs 
for  tables,  wainscoting  of  rooms,  curtains  and  the  trimmings 
of  curtains,  orange-coloured  or  fawn-coloured :  Walter  Scott, 
one  of  the  gifted  of  the  world,  whom  his  admirers  call  the 
most  gifted,  must  kill  himself  that  he  may  be  a  country  gen- 
tleman, the  founder  of  a  race  of  Scottish  lairds.  It  is  one 
of  the  strangest,  most  tragical  histories  ever  enacted  under 
this  sun.  So  poor  a  passion  can  lead  so  strong  a  man  into 
such  mad  extremes.  Surely,  were  not  man  a  fool  always, 
one  might  say  there  was  something  eminently  distracted  in 
this,  end  as  it  would,  of  a  Walter  Scott  writing  daily  with 
the  ardour  of  a  steam-engine,  that  he  might  make  15,000L 
a-year,  and  buy  upholstery  with  it.  To  cover  the  walls  of  a 
stone  house  in  Selkirkshire  with  nicknacks,  ancient  armour 
and  genealogical  shields,  what  can  we  name  it  but  a  being 
bit  with  delirium  of  a  kind  ?  That  tract  ailer  tract  of  moor* 
land  in  the  shire  of  Selkirk  should  be  joined  together  on 
parchment  and  by  ring-fence,  and  named  afler  one's  name,  -^ 
why,  it  is  a  shabby  small-type  edition  of  your  vulgar  Napo- 
leons, Alexanders,  and  conquering  heroes,  not  counted  vener- 
able by  any  teacher  of  men  !  — 

'  The  whole  world  was  not  half  so  wide 
To  Alexander  when  he  cried 
Because  he  had  bat  one  to  subdae, 
As  was  a  nanx)w  paltry  tab  to 
Diogenes;  who  ne*er  was  said. 
For  aught  that  ever  I  could  read, 
To  whine,  put  finger  i'  the  eye  and  sob, 
Because  he  bad  ne'er  another  tab.* 
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Not  he  I  And  if,  ^  looked  at  from  the  Moon,  which  itself  is 
far  from  Infinitude/  Napoleon's  dominions  were  as  small  as 
mine,  whiUj  by  any  chance  of  possibility,  could  Abbotsford 
landed-property  ever  have  become?  As  the  Arabs  say, 
there  is  a  black  speck,  were  it  no  bigger  than  a  bean's  eye, 
in  every  soul ;  which,  once  set  it  a-working,  will  overcloud 
the  whole  man  into  darkness  and  .quasi-madness,  and  hurry 
him  balefully  into  Night ! 

With  respect  to  the  literary  character  of  these  Waverley 
Novels,  so  extraordinary  in  their  commercial  character,  there 
remains,  after  so  much  reviewing,  good  and  bad,  little  that  it 
were  profitable  at  present  to  say.  The  great  fact  about  them 
is,  that  they  were  faster  written  and  better  paid  for  than  any 
other  books  in  the  world.  It  must  be  granted,  moreover, 
that  they  have  a  worth  far  surpassing  what  is  usual  in  such 
cases  ;  nay,  that  if  Literature  had  no  task  but  that  of  harm- 
lessly amusing  indolent  languid  men,  here  was  the  very  per- 
fection of  Literature ;  that  a  man,  here  more  emphatically 
than  ever  elsewhere,  might  fiing  himself  back,  exclaiming, 
**  Be  mine  to  lie  on  this  sofa,  and  read  everlasting  Novels 
of  Walter  Scott ! "  The  composition,  slight  as  it  often  is, 
usually  hangs  together  in  some  measure,  and  is  a  composi- 
tion. There  is  a  free  flow  of  narrative,  of  incident  and  sen- 
timent ;  an  easy  master-like  coherence  throughout,  as  if  it 
were  the  free  dash  of  a  master's  hand,  '  round  as  the  O  of 
Giotto.'^  It  is  the  perfection  of  extemporaneous  writing. 
Farthermore,  surely  he  were  a  blind  critic  who  did  not  rec- 

1  *  Venne  a  Firenze*  (il  cortigiano  del  Papa),  *  e  andato  nna  mattina  in 

*  bottega  di  Giotto,  che  lavorava,  gli  chiese  un  poco  di  disegno  per  man- 
*dario  a  saa  Santitk.  Giotto,  cbe  garbatissimo  era,  prese  nn  fogllo,  ed  la 
'qneUo  con  nn  pennello  tinto  di  rosso,  fermato  il  braccio  al  flanco  per 
'fiime  compasso,  e  girato  la  mano  fece  nn  tondo  si  pari  di  sesto  e  di 

*  profilo,  cbe  fn  a  vederlo  nna  maray^glia.  Ci6  fatto  ghignando  disse  al 
'  cortigiano,  Eccoyi  il  disegno.'  .  .  *  Onde  il  Papa,  e  molti  cortigiani 
'  intendenti  conobbero  percib,  qnanto  Giotto  avanzasse  d'  eccelenza  tntti 
'  gli  altri  pittori  del  sao  tempo.  Divolgatasi  pol  questa  cosa,  ne  nacqne 
*il  proverbio,  che  ancora  k  in  nso  dirsi  a  gli  nomini  di  grossa  pasta:  7W 

*  jej/n&  Umdo  eke  V  Odi  GwUo:  —  Vasari,  ViU  (Roma,  1769),  i.  46. 
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ognise  here  a  certain  genial  sunshiny  freshness  and  pi^ 
turesqueness ;  paintings  both  of  seenerj  and  figures,  very 
graceful,  brilliant,  occasionally  full  of  grace  and  glowing 
brightness  blended  in  the  softest  composure ;  in  fact,  a  deep 
sincere  love  of  the  beautiful  in  Nature  and  Man,  and  the 
readiest  faculty  of  expressing  this  by  imagination  and  by 
word.  No  fresher  paintings  of  Nature  can  be  found  than 
Scott's ;  hardly  anywhere  a  wider  sympathy  with  man. 
From  Davie  Deans  up  to  Richard  Ckeur-de-Lion  ;  &om 
Meg  Merrilies  to  Die  Vernon  and  Queen  Elizabeth !  It 
is  the  utterance  of  a  man  of  open  soul ;  of  a  brave,  large, 
free-seeing  man,  who  has  a  true  brotherhood  with  all  men. 
In  joyous  picturesqueness  and  fellow-feeling,  freedom  of  eye 
and  heart ;  or  to  say  it  in  a  word,  in  general  heakhinen  of 
mind,  these  Novels  prove  Scott  to  have  been  amongst  the 
foremost  writers. 

Neither  in  the  higher  and  highest  excellence,  of  drawing 
character,  is  he  at  any  time  altogether  deficient ;  though  at 
no  time  can  we  ciill  him,  in  the  best  sense,  BuccessfuL  His 
Baillie  Jarvies,  Dinmonts,  Dalgettys  (for  their  name  is  le* 
gion),  do  look  and  talk  like  what  they  give  themselves  out 
for ;  they  are,  if  not  created  and  made  poetically  alive,  yet 
deceptively  enacted  as  a  good  player  might  do  them.  What 
more  is  wanted,  then  ?  For  the  reader  lying  on  a  sofa,  noth* 
ing  more  ;  yet  for  another  sort  of  reader,  much.  It  were  a 
long  chapter  to  unfold  the  difference  in  drawing  a  character 
between  a  Scott,  and  a  Shakspeare,  a  Goethe.  Yet  it  is  a 
difference  literally  immense ;  they  are  of  different  species ; 
the  value  of  the  one  is  not  to  be  counted  in  the  coin  of  the 
other.  We  might  say  in  a  short  word,  which  means  a  long 
matter,  that  your  Shakspeare  fashions  his  characters  from  the 
heart  outwards ;  your  Scott  fashions  them  from  the  skin  in- 
wards, never  getting  near  the  heart  of  them !  The  one  set 
become  living  men  and  women ;  the  other  amount  to  little 
more  than  mechanical  cases,  deceptively  painted  automatons. 
Compare  Fenella  with  Groethe's  Mignon,  which,  it  was  once 
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said,  Scott  had  ^  done  Goethe  the  honour '  to  borrow.  He  has 
borrowed  what  he  coald  of  Mignon.  The  small  stature,  the 
dimbing  talent,  the  trickiness,  the  mechanical  case,  as  we  saj, 
be  has  borrowed ;  but  the  soul  of  Mignon  is  left  behind. 
Fenella  is  an  unfavourable  specimen  for  Scott ;  but  it  illus- 
trates in  the  aggravated  state,  what  is  traceable  in  all  the 
characters  he  drew.  To  the  same  purport,  indeed,  we  are 
to  saj  that  these  famed  books  are  altogether  addressed  to  the 
every-day  mind ;  that  for  any  other  mind,  there  is  next  to  no 
nourishment  in  them.  Opinions,  emotions,  principles,  doubts, 
beliefs,  beyond  what  the  intelligent  country  gentleman  can 
carry  along  with  him,  are  not  to  be  found.  It  is  orderly, 
enstomary,  it  is  prudent,  decent ;  nothing  more.  One  would 
say,  it  lay  not  in  Scott  to  give  much  more ;  getting  out  of 
the  ordinary  range,  and  attempting  the  heroic,  which  is  but 
seldom  the  case,  he  falls  almost  at  once  into  the  rose-pink 
sentimental,  —  descries  the  Minerva  Press  from  afar,  and 
hastily  quits  that  course ;  for  none  better  than  he  knew  it 
to  lead  nowhither.  On  the  whole,  contrasting  Waverley,  which 
was  carefully  written,  with  most  of  its  followers,  which  were 
written  extempore,  one  may  regret  the  extempore  method. 
Something  very  perfect  in  its  kind  might  have  come  from 
Scott ;  nor  was  it  a  low  kind :  nay,  who  knows  how  high, 
with  studious  self-concentration,  he  might  have  gone ;  what 
wealth  Nature  had  implanted  in  him,  which  his  circum- 
stances, mo9t  unkind  while  seeming  to  be  kindest,  had  never 
impelled  him  to  unfold? 

But  after  all,  in  the  loudest  blaring  and  trumpeting  of 
popularity,  it  is  ever  to  be  held  in  mind,  as  a  truth  remaining 
troe  forever,  that  Literature  hcu  other  aims  than  that  of 
harmlessly  amusing  indolent  languid  men :  or  if  Literature 
have  them  not,  then  Literature  is  a  very  poor  affair ;  and 
something  else  roust  have  them,  and  must  accomplish  them, 
with  thanks  or  without  thanks ;  the  thankful  or  thankless 
world  were  not  long  a  world  otherwise!  Under  this  head 
there  is  little  to  be  sought  or  found  in  the  Waverley  Novels. 
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Not  profitable  for  doctrine,  for  reproof,  for  edification,  for 
building  up  or  elevating,  in  any  shape  !  The  sick  heart  will 
find  no  healing  here,  the  darkly  struggling  heart  no  guidance : 
the  Heroic  that  is  in  all  men  no  divine  awakening  voice. 
We  say,  therefore,  that  they  do  not  found  themselves  on  deep 
interests,  but  on  comparatively  trivial  ones ;  not  on  the  per- 
ennial, perhaps  not  even  on  the  lasting.  In  fact,  much  of 
the  interest  of  these  Novels  results  from  what  may  be  called 
contrasts  of  costume.  The  phraseology,  fashion  of  arms,  of 
dress  and  life,  belonging  to  one  age,  is  brought  suddenly  with 
singular  vividness  before  the  eyes  of  another.  A  great  eflfect 
this ;  yet  by  the  very  nature  of  it,  an  altogether  temporary 
one.  Consider,  brethren,  shall  not  we  too  one  day  be  an- 
tiques, and  grow  to  have  as  quaint  a  costume  as  the  rest  ? 
The  stuffed  Dandy,  only  give  him  time^  will  become  one  of 
the  wonderfullest  mummies.  In  antiquarian  museums,  only 
two  centuries  hence,  the  steeple-hat  will  hang  on  the  next 
peg  to  Franks  and  Company's  patent,  antiquarians  deciding 
which  is  uglier :  and  the  Stulz  swallow-tail,  one  may  hope, 
will  seem  as  incredible  as  any  garment  that  ever  made 
ridiculous  the  respectable  back  of  man.  Not  by  slashed 
breeches,  steeple-hats,  buff-belts,  or  antiquated  s]>eech,  can 
romance-heroes  continue  to  interest  us ;  but  simply  and 
solely,  in  the  long-run,  by  being  men.  Buff-belts  and  all 
manner  of  jerkins  and  costumes  are  transitory ;  man  alone 
is  perennial.  He  that  has  gone  deeper  into  this  than  other 
men,  will  be  remembered  longer  than  they ;  he  that  has  not, 
not  Tried  under  this  category,  Scott,  with  his  clear  prac- 
tical insight,  joyous  tem]>er,  and  other  sound  faculties,  is  not 
to  be  accounted  little,  —  among  the  ordinary  circulating- 
library  heroes  he  might  well  pass  for  a  demigod.  Not  little ; 
yet  neither  is  he  great ;  there  were  greater,  more  than  one 
or  two,  in  his  own  age :  among  the  great  of  all  ages,  one 
sees  no  likelihood  of  a  place  for  him. 

What  then  is  the  result  of  these  Waverley  Romances  ? 
Are  they  to  amuse  one  generation  only  ?    One  or  more  I 
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As  many  generations  as  they  can ;  but  not  all  generations : 
ah  no,  when  our  swallow-tail  has  become  fantastic  as  trunk- 
hose,  they  will  cease  to  amuse  1  —  Meanwhile,  as  we  can 
discern,  their  results  have  been  several-fold.  First  of  all, 
and  certainly  not  least  of  all,  have  they  not  perhaps  had  this 
result:  that  a  considerable  portion  of  mankind  has  hereby 
been  sated  with  mere  amusement,  and  set  on  seeking  some- 
thing better?  Amusement  in  the  way  of  reading  can  go 
no  farther,  can  do  nothing  better,  by  the  power  of  man ;  and 
men  ask.  Is  this  what  it  can  do  ?  Scott,  we  reckon,  carried 
several  things  to  their  ultimatum  and  crisis,  so  that  change 
became  inevitable :  a  great  service,  though  an  indirect  one. 
Secondly,  however,  we  may  say,  these  Historical  Novels 
have  taught  all  men  this  truth,  which  looks  like  a  truism, 
and  yet  was  as  good  as  unknown  to  writers  of  history  and 
others,  till  so  taught:  that  the  bygone  ages  of  the  world 
were  actually  filled  by  living  men,  not  by  protocols,  state- 
papers,  controversies  and  abstractions  of  men.  Not  abstrac- 
tions were  they,  not  diagrams  and  theorems ;  but  men,  in 
buff  or  other  coats  and  breeches,  with  colour  in  their  cheeks, 
with  passions  in  their  stomach,  and  the  idioms,  features  and 
vitalities  of  very  men.  It  is  a  little  word  this ;  inclusive 
of  great  meaning !  History  will  henceforth  have  to  take 
thought  of  it.  Her  faint  hearsays  of  ^  philosophy  teaching 
by  experience '  will  have  to  exchange  themselves  everywhere 
for  direct  inspection  and  embodiment:  this,  and  this  only, 
will  be  counted  experience ;  and  till  once  experience  have 
got  in,  philosophy  will  reconcile  herself  to  wait  at  the  door. 
It  is  a  great  service,  fertile  in  consequences,  this  that  Scott 
has  done  ;  a  great  truth  laid  open  by  him  ;  —  correspondent 
indeed  to  the  substantial  nature  of  the  man ;  to  his  solidity 
and  veracity  even  of  imagination,  which,  with  all  his  lively 
discursiveness,  was  the  characteristic  of  him. 

A  word  here  as  to  the  extempore  style  of  writing,  which 
i^  getting  much  celebrated  in  these  days.  Scott  seems  to 
have  been  a  high  proficient  in  it    His  rapidity  was  extreme ; 

VOL.  IV.  16 
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and  the  matter  produced  was  excellent,  considering  that :  the 
circumstances  under  which  some  of  his  Novels,  when  he 
could  not  himself  write,  were  dictated,  are  justly  considered 
wonderful.  It  is  a  valuable  faculty  this  of  ready-writing; 
nay  farther,  for  Scott's  purpose  it  was  clearly  the  only  good 
mode.  By  much  labour  he  could  not  have  added  one  guinea 
to  his  copyright ;  nor  could  the  reader  on  the  sofa  have  lain 
a  whit  more  at  ease.  It  was  in  all  ways  necessary  that  these 
works  should  be  produced  rapidly ;  and,  round  or  not,  be 
thrown-off  like  Giotto's  0.  But  indeed,  in  all  things,  writ- 
ing or  other,  which  a  man  engages  in,  there  is  the  indispensa- 
blest  beauty  in  knowing  how  to  get  done,  A  man  frets  him- 
self to  no  purpose ;  he  has  not  the  sleight  of  the  trade ;  he 
is  not  a  craflsman,  but  an  unfortunate  borer  and  bungler, 
if  he  know  not  when  to  have  done.  Perfection  is  unattain- 
able :  no  carpenter  ever  made  a  mathematically  accurate 
right^ngle  in  the  world;  yet  all  carpenters  know  when  it 
is  right  enough,  and  do  not  botch  it,  and  lose  their  wages, 
by  making  it  too  right  Too  much  painstaking  speaks  dis- 
ease in  one's  mind,  as  well  as  too  little.  The  adroit  sound- 
minded  man  will  endeavour  to  spend  on  each  business  ap- 
proximately what  of  pains  it  deserves;  and  with  a  con- 
science void  of  remorse  will  dismiss  it  then.  All  this  in 
favour  of  easy  writing  shall  be  granted,  and,  if  need  were, 
enforced  and  inculcated.  And  yet,  on  the  other  hand,  it 
shall  not  less  but  more  strenuously  be  inculcated,  that  in  the 
way  of  writing,  no  great  thing  was  ever,  or  will  ever  be  done 
with  ease,  but  with  difficulty  I  Let  ready-writers  with  any 
faculty  in  them  lay  this  to  heart  Is  it  with  ease,  or  not 
with  ease,  that  a  man  shall  do  his  best^  in  any  shape ;  above 
all,  in  this  shape  justly  named  of  ^  soul's  travail,'  working  in 
the  deep  places  of  thought,  embodying  the  True  out  of  the 
Obscure  and  Possible,  environed  on  all  sides  with  the  un- 
created False  ?  Not  so,  now  or  at  any  time.  The  experi- 
ence of  all  men  belies  it ;  the  nature  of  things  contradicts  it. 
Virgil  and  Tacitus,  were  they  ready-writers  ?    The  whole 
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Prophecies  of  haiah  are  not  equal  in  extent  to  this  cobweb 
of  a  Review  Article.  Shak.speare,  we  may  fancy,  wrote 
with  rapidity ;  but  not  till  he  had  thought  with  intensity : 
long  and  sore  had  this  man  thought,  as  the  seeing  eye  may 
discern  well,  and  had  dwelt  and  wrestled  amid  dark  pains 
and  throes,  —  though  his  great  soul  is  silent  about  all  that. 
It  was  for  him  to  write  rapidly  at  fit  intervals,  being  ready 
to  do  it  And  herein  truly  lies  the  secret  of  the  matter: 
such  swiftness  of  mere  writing,  after  due  energy  of  prepara- 
tion, is  doubtless  the  right  method  ;  the  hot  furnace  having 
long  worked  and  simmered,  let  the  pure  gold  flow  out  at  one 
gush.  It  was  Shakspeare's  plan  ;  no  easy  writer  he,  or  he 
had  never  been  a  Shakspeare.  Neither  was  Milton  one  of 
the  mob  of  gentlemen  that  write  with  ease ;  he  did  not 
attain  Shakspeare's  faculty,  one  perceives,  of  even  writing 
fast  after  long  preparation,  but  struggled  while  he  wrote. 
Goethe  also  tells  us  he  '  had  nothing  sent  him  in  his  sleep ; ' 
no  page  of  his  but  he  knew  well  how  it  came  there.  It  is 
reckoned  to  be  the  best  prose,  accordingly,  that  has  been 
written  by  any  modem.  Schiller,  as  an  unfortunate  and 
unhealthy  man,  ^konnte  nie  fertig  werden,  never  could  get 
done;'  the  noble  genius  of  him  struggled  not  wisely  bat 
too  well,  and  wore  his  life  itself  heroically  out  Or  did 
Petrarch  write  easily  ?  Dante  sees  himself  *  growing  lean ' 
over  his  Divine  Comedy;  in  stem  solitary  death-wrestle 
with  it,  to  prevail  over  it,  and  do  it,  if  his  uttermost  faculty 
may :  hence,  too,  it  is  done  and  prevailed  over,  and  the  fiery 
life  of  it  endures  for  evermore  among  men.  No :  creation, 
one  would  think,  cannot  be  easy;  your  Jove  has  severe 
pains,  and  fire-flames,  in  the  head  out  of  which  an  armed 
Pallas  is  stmggling !  As  for  manufacture,  that  is  a  different 
matter,  and  may  become  easy  or  not  easy,  according  as  it 
is  taken  up.  Yet  of  manufacture  too,  the  general  trath  is 
that,  given  the  manufacturer,  it  will  be  worthy  in  direct 
proportion  to  the  pains  bestowed  upon  it;  and  worthless 
always,  or  nearly  so,  with  no  pains.     Cease,  therefore,  O 
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ready-writer,  to  brag  openly  of  thy  rapidity  and  facility  ;  to 
thee  (if  thou  be  in  the  manufacturing  line)  it  is  a  b<^nefit,  an 
increase  of  wages ;  but  to  me  it  is  sheer  loss,  worsening  of 
my  pennyworth :  why  wilt  thou  brag  of  it  to  me  ?  Write 
easily,  by  steam  if  thou  canst  contrive  it,  and  canst  sell  it ; 
but  hide  it  like  virtue  !  "  Easy  writing,"  said  Sheridan,  '*  is 
sometimes  d — d  hard  reading."  Sometimes ;  and  always  it 
is  sure  to  be  rather  useless  reading,  which  indeed  (to  a  crea- 
ture of  few  years  and  much  work)  may  be  reckoned  the 
hardest  of  all. 

Scott's  productive  facility  amazed  everybody;  and  set 
Captain  Hall,  for  one,  upon  a  very  strange  method  of  ac- 
counting for  it  without  miracle ;  —  for  which  see  his  Journal, 
above  quoted  from.  The  Captain,  on  counting  line  for  line, 
found  that  he  himself  had  written  in  that  Journal  of  his 
almost  as  much  as  Scott,  at  odd  hours  in  a  given  number 
of  days ;  '  and  as  for  the  invention,*  says  he,  *  it  is  known 
that  this  costs  Scott  nothing,  but  comes  to  him  of  its  own 
accord.'  Convenient  indeed !  —  But  for  us  too  Scott's  ra- 
pidity is  great,  is  a  proof  and  consequence  of  the  solid  health 
of  the  man,  bodily  and  spiritual ;  great,  but  unmiraculous ; 
not  greater  than  that  of  many  others  besides  Captain  Hall. 
Admire  it,  yet  with  measure.  For  observe  always,  there 
are  two  conditions  in  work :  let  me  fix  the  quality,  and 
y<m  shall  ^K  the  quantity  !  Any  man  may  get  through  work 
rapidly  who  easily  satisfies  himself  about  it.  Print  the  talk 
of  any  man,  there  will  be  a  thick  octavo  volume  daily ;  make 
his  writing  three  times  as  good  as  his  talk,  there  will  be  the 
third  part  of  a  volume  daily,  which  still  is  good  work.  To 
write  with  never  such  rapidity  in  a  passable  manner,  is  in- 
dicative not  of  a  man's  genius,  but  of  his  habits ;  it  will 
prove  his  soundhess  of  nervous  system,  his  practicality  of 
mind,  and  in  fine,  that  he  has  the  knack  of  his  trade.  In 
the  most  flattering  view,  rapidity  will  betoken  health  of 
mind :  much  also,  perhaps  most  of  all,  will  depend  on  health 
of  body.     Doubt  it  not,  a  faculty  of  easy  writing  is  attain- 
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able  by  man !  The  human  genius,  once  fairly  set  in  this 
direction,  will  carry  it  far.  William  Cobbett,  one  of  the 
healthiest  of  men,  was  a  greater  improviser  even  than 
Walter  Scott :  his  writing,  considered  as  to  quality  and  quan- 
tity, of  Rural  Rides,  Registers,  Grammars,  Sermons,  Peter 
Porcupines,  Histories  of  Reformation,  ever-fresh  denounce- 
ments of  Potatoes  and  Paper-money,  —  seems  to  us  still 
more  wonderful.  Pierre  Bayle  wrote  enormous  folios,  one 
sees  not  on  what  motive-principle ;  he  flowed-on  forever,  a 
mighty  tide  of  ditch-water ;  and  even  died  flowing,  with  the 
pen  in  his  hand.  But  indeed  the  most  unaccountable  ready- 
writer  of  all  is,  probably,  the  common  Editor  of  a  Daily 
Newspaper.  Consider  his  leading  articles  ;  what  they  treat 
of,  how  passably  they  are  done.  Straw  that  has  been 
thrashed  a  hundred  times  without  wheat ;  ephemeral  sound 
of  a  sound ;  such  portent  of  the  hour  as  all  men  have  seen 
a  hundred  times  turn  out  inane:  how  a  man,  with  merely 
human  faculty,  buckles  himself  nightly  with  new  vigour  and 
interest  to  this  thrashed  straw,  nightly  thrashes  it  anew, 
nightly  gets-up  new  thunder  about  it ;  and  so  goes  on  thrash- 
ing and  thundering  for  a  considerable  series  of  years ;  this 
is  a  fact  remaining  still  to  be  accounted  for,  in  human  physi- 
ology.    The  vitality  of  man  is  great 

Or  shall  we  say,  Scott,  among  the  many  things  he  carried 
towards  their  ultimatum  and  crisis,  carried  this  of  ready- 
writing  too,  that  so  all  men  might  better  see  what  was  in 
it?  It  is  a  valuable  consummation.  Not  without  results; 
—  results,  at  some  of  which  Scott  as  a  Tory  politician  would 
have  greatly  shuddered.  For  if  once  Printing  have  grown 
to  be  as  Talk,  then  Democracy  (if  we  look  into  the  roots 
of  things)  is  not  a  bugbear  and  probability,  but  a  certainty, 
and  event  as  good  as  come !  ^  Inevitable  seems  it  me.'  But 
leaving  this,  sure  enough  the  triumph  of  ready-writing  ap- 
pear to  be  even  now ;  everywhere  the  ready-writer  is  found 
bragging  strangely  of  his  readiness.  In  a  late  translated 
Don   Carlos^  one  of  the  most  indifferent  translations  ever 
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done  with  anj  sign  of  ability,  a  hitherto  unknown  individual 
is  found  assuring  bis  reader,  ^  The  reader  will  possibly  think 
^  it  an  excuse,  when  I  assure  him  that  the  whole  piece  was 

*  completed  within  the  space  of  ten  weeks,  that  is  to  say,  bc- 
'tween  the  sixth  of  January  and  the  eighteenth  of  March 
*of  this  year  (inclusive  of  a  fortnight's  interruption  from 

*  over-exertion) ;  that  I  often  translated  twenty  pages  a-day, 
'and  that  the  fifth  act  was  the  work  of  five  days.'^  O 
hitherto  unknown  individual,  what  is  it  to  me  what  time  it 
was  the  work  of,  whether  five  days  or  five  decades  of  years  ? 
The  only  question  is,  How  hast  thou  done  it? — So,  how- 
ever, it  stands :  the  genius  of  Extempore  irresistibly  lording 
it,  advancing  on  us  like  ocean-tides,  like  Noah's  deluges  — 
of  ditch-water!  The  prospect  seems  one  of  the  lamenta- 
blest.  To  have  all  Literature  swum  away  from  us  in  watery 
Extempore,  and  a  spiritual  time  of  Noah  supervene  ?  That 
surely  is  an  awful  reflection ;  worthy  of  dyspeptic  Matthew 
Bramble  in  a  London  fog!  Be  of  comfort,  O  splenetic 
Matthew;  it  is  not  Literature  they  are  swimming  away;  it 
is  only  Book-publishing  and  Book-selling.  Was  there  not 
a  Literature  before  Printing  or  Faust  of  Mentz,  and  yet 
men  wrote  extempore  ?  Nay,  before  Writing  or  Cadmus  of 
Thebes,  and  yet  men  spoke  extempore  ?  Literature  is  the 
Thought  of  thinking  Souls ;  this,  by  the  blessing  of  God, 
can  in  no  generation  be  swum  away,  but  remains  with  us 
to  the  end. 

Scott's  career,  of  writing  impromptu  novels  to  buy  farms 
with,  was  not  of  a  kind  to  terminate  voluntarily,  but  to  ac- 
celerate itself  more  and  more ;  and  one  sees  not  to  what 
wise  goal  it  could,  in  any  case,  have  led  him.  Bookseller 
Constable's  bankruptcy  was  not  the  ruin  of  Scott ;  his  ruin 
was,  that  ambition,  and  even  false  ambition,  had  laid  hold 
of  him ;  that  his  way  of  life  was  not  wise.     Whither  could 

I  Don  Carlot^  a  Dramatic  Poem,  from  the  German  of  Schiller.  Mann- 
heim and  London,  1887. 
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it  lead  ?  Where  could  it  stop  ?  New  farms  there  remained 
ever  to  be  bought,  while  new  novels  could  pay  for  them. 
More  and  more  success  but  gave  more  and  more  appetite, 
more  and  more  audacity.  The  impromptu  writing  must 
have  waxed  ever  thinner;  declined  faster  and  faster  into 
the  questionable  category,  into  the  condemnable,  into  the 
generally  condemned.  Already  there  existed,  in  secret, 
everywhere  a  considerable  opposition  party;  witnesses  of 
the  Waverley  miracles,  but  unable  to  believe  in  them,  forced 
silently  to  protest  against  them.  Such  opposition  party  was 
in  the  sure  case  to  grow ;  and  even,  with  the  impromptu 
process  ever  going  on,  ever  waxing  thinner,  to  draw  the 
world  over  to  it.  Silent  protest  must  at  length  come  to 
words;  harsh  truths,  backed  by  harsher  facts  of  a  world- 
popularity  overwrought  and  worn-out,  behoved  to  have 
been  spoken ;  —  such  as  can  be  spoken  now  without  reluc- 
tance, when  they  can  pain  the  brave  man's  heart  no  more. 
Who  knows?  Perhaps  it  was  better  ordered  to  be  all 
otkervnse*  Otherwise,  at  any  rate,  it  was.  One  day  the 
Constable  mountain,  which  seemed  to  stand  strong  like  the 
other  rock  mountains,  gave  suddenly,  as  the  icebergs  do,  a 
loud-sounding  crack ;  suddenly,  with  huge  clangor,  shivered 
itself  into  ice-dust ;  and  sank,  canying  much  along  with  it. 
In  one  day  Scott's  high-heaped  money-wages  became  fairy- 
money  and  nonentity ;  in  one  day  the  rich  man  and  lord 
of  land  saw  himself  penniless,  landless,  a  bankrupt  among 
creditors. 

It  was  a  hard  trial.  He  met  it  proudly,  bravely,  —  like 
a  brave  proud  man  of  the  world.  Perhaps  there  had  been 
a  prouder  way  still :  to  have  owned  honestly  that  he  was  un- 
successful then,  all  bankrupt,  broken,  in  the  world's  goods 
and  repute ;  and  to  have  turned  elsewhither  for  some  refuge. 
Refuge  did  lie  elsewhere ;  but  it  was  not  Scott's  course,  or 
fashion  of  mind,  to  seek  it  there.  To  say,  Hitherto  I  have 
been  all  in  the  wrong,  and  this  my  fame  and  pride,  now 
broken,  was  an  empty  delusion  and  spell  of  accursed  witch- 
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craft  1  It  was  difficult  for  flesh  and  blood !  He  said,  I  will 
retrieve  myself,  and  make  my  point  good  yet,  or  die  for  it. 
Silently,  like  a  proud  strong  man,  he  girt  himself  to  the  Her- 
cules' task,  of  removing  rubbish-mountains,  since  that  was  it ; 
of  paying  large  ransoms  by  what  he  could  still  write  and  sell. 
In  his  declining  years  too;  misfortune  is  doubly  and  trebly 
unfortunate  that  befalls  us  then.  Scott  fell  to  his  Hercules' 
task  like  a  very  man,  and  went  on  with  it  unweariedly  ;  with 
a  noble  cheerfulness,  while  his  life-strings  were  cracking,  he 
grappled  with  it,  and  wrestled  with  it,  years  long,  in  death- 
grips,  strength  to  strength;  —  and  it  proved  the  stronger; 
and  his  life  and  heart  did  crack  and  break :  the  cordage  of 
a  most  strong  heart !  Over  these  last  writings  of  Scott,  his 
Napdeom,  Demonologies,  Scotch  Btstoriesy  and  the  rest,  crit- 
icism, finding  still  much  to  wonder  at,  much  to  commend, 
will  utter  no  word  of  blame ;  this  one  word  only.  Woe  is 
me !  The  noble  war-horse  that  once  laughed  at  the  shaking 
of  the  spear,  how  is  he  doomed  to  toil  himself  dead,  drag- 
ging ignoble  wheels!  Scott's  descent  was  like  that  of  a 
spent  projectile :  rapid,  straight  down ;  —  perhaps  mercifully 
so.  It  is  a  tragedy,  as  all  life  is  ;  one  proof  more  that  For- 
tune stands  on  a  restless  fflobe  ;  that  Ambition,  literary,  war- 
like, politic,  pecuniary,  never  yet  profited  any  man. 

Our  last  extract  shall  be  from  Volume  Sixth ;  a  very  trag- 
ical one.  Tragical,  yet  still  beautiful;  waste  Ruin's  havoc 
borrowing  a  kind  of  sacredness  from  a  yet  sterner  visitation, 
that  of  Death !  Scott  has  withdrawn  into  a  solitary  lodging- 
house  in  Edinburgh,  to  do  daily  the  day's  work  there ;  and 
had  to  leavi^  his  wife  at  Abbotsford  in  the  last  stage  of  dis- 
ease. He  went  away  silently ;  looked  silently  at  the  sleeping 
face  he  scarcely  hoped  ever  to  see  again.  We  quote  from  a 
Diary  he  had  begun  to  keep  in  those  months,  on  hint  from 
Byron's  Ravenna  Journal:  copious  sections  of  it  render  this 
Sixth  Volume  more  interesting  than  any  of  the  former  ones : 

'Abbotsford,  May  11  (1826).—  ♦  ♦  It  withers  my  heart  to  think 
of  it,  and  to  recollect  that  I  can  hardly  hope  again  to  seek  confidence 
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and  counsel  from  that  ear,  to  which  all  might  be  safely  confided. 
But  in  her  present  lethargic  state,  what  would  my  attendance  have 
availed  ?  — and  Anne  has  promised  dose  and  constant  intelligence. 
I  must  dine  with  James  Ballantyne  to-day  en  famiUe.  I  cannot  help 
it ;  but  would  rather  be  at  home  and  alone.  Howeyer,  I  can  go  out 
too.  I  will  not  yield  to  the  barren  sense  of  hopelessness  which  strug- 
gles to  inyade  me. 

*  Edinbwrghf — Mrs.  Brown* s  lodgings.  North  St.  David  Street — Mag 
12.  —  I  passed  a  pleasant  day  with  kind  J.  B.,  which  was  a  great 
relief  from  the  bhick  dog,  which  would  have  worried  me  at  home. 
He  was  quite  alone. 

•Well,  here  I  am  in  Arden.  And  I  may  say  with  Touchstone, 
"  When  I  was  at  home  I  was  in  a  better  place ;  "  I  must,  when  there 
is  occasion,  draw  to  my  own  Baillie  Nicol  JarTie's  consolation  — 
^'One  cannot  carry  the  comforts  of  the  Sau^Market  about  with 
one."  Were  I  at  ease  in  mind,  I  think  the  body  is  very  well  cared 
for.  Only  one  other  lodger  in  the  house,  a  Mr.  Shandy,  —  a  cler- 
gyman, and,  despite  his  name,  said  to  be  a  quiet  one.' 

*  May  14.  —  A  fair  good-morrow  to  you,  Mr.  Sun,  who  are  shining 
so  brightly  on  these  dull  walls.  Methinks  you  look  as  if  you  were 
looking  as  bright  on  the  banks  of  the  Tweed ;  but  look  where  you 
will,  Sir  Sun,  you  look  upon  sorrow  and  suffering.  —  Hogg  was  here 
yesterday,  in  danger,  from  having  obtained  an  accommodation  of 
10(V.  from  James  Ballantyne,  which  he  is  now  obliged  to  repay.  I 
am  unable  to  help  the  poor  fellow,  being  obliged  to  borrow  myself.' 

'  Mag  15.  —  Received  the  melancholy  intelligence  that  all  is  over 
at  Abbotsford.' 

*Abbots/ord,  Mag  16.  —  She  died  at  nine  in  the  morning,  after  being 
very  ill  for  two  days  —  easy  at  last.  I  arrived  here  late  last  night. 
Anne  is  worn  out,  and  has  had  hysterics,  which  returned  on  my  ar- 
rival. Her  broken  accents  were  like  those  of  a  child,  the  language 
as  well  as  the  tones  broken,  but  in  the  most  gentle  voice  of  submis- 
sion. •'  Poor  mamma  —  never  return  again  —  gone  forever — a  bet- 
ter place."  Then,  when  she  came  to  herself,  she  spoke  with  sense, 
fireedom  and  strength  of  mind,  till  her  weakness  returned.  It  would 
have  been  inexpressibly  moving  to  me  as  a  stranger  —  what  was  it 
then  to  the  father  and  the  husband  ?  For  myself,  I  scarce  know  how 
I  feel ;  sometimes  as  firm  as  the  Bass  Rock,  sometimes  as  weak  as 
the  water  that  breaks  on  it.  I  am  as  alert  at  thinking  and  deciding 
as  I  ever  was  in  my  life.  Tet,  when  I  contrast  what  this  place  now 
is,  with  what  it  has  been  not  long  since,  I  think  my  heart  will  break. 
Iionely,  aged,  deprived  of  my  family  —  all  but  poor  Anne;  an  impov- 
erished, an  embarrassed  man,  deprived  of  the  sharer  of  my  thoughts 
and  counsels,  who  could  always  talk-down  my  sense  of  the  calami- 
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tou8  apprehensions  which  break  the  heart  that  must  bear  them  alone. 

—  Even  her  foibles  were  of  seryioe  to  me,  by  giving  me  things  to 
think  of  beyond  my  weary  self-reflections. 

'  I  have  seen  her.    The  figure  I  beheld  is,  and  is  not  my  Charlotte 

—  my  thirty-yean'  companion.  There  is  the  same  symmetry  of 
form,  though  those  limbs  are  rigid  which  were  once  so  gracefully 
ekstic  —  but  that  yellow  mask,  with  pinched  features,  which  seems 
to  mock  life  rather  than  emulate  it,  can  it  be  the  face  ,that  was  once 
BO  full  of  lively  expression  ?  I  will  not  look  on  it  again.  Anne 
tliinks  her  little  changed,  because  the  latest  idea  she  had  formed  of 
her  mother  is  as  she  appeared  under  circumstances  of  extreme  pain. 
Mine  go  back  to  a  period  of  comparative  ease.  If  I  write  long  in 
this  way,  I  shall  write-down  my  resolution,  which  I  should  rather 
write-up,  if  I  could.' 

*  A/ay  18.  —  ♦  ♦  Cerements  of  lead  and  of  wood  already  hold 
her;  cold  earth  must  have  her  soon.  But  it  is  not  my  Charlotte,  it 
is  not  the  bride  of  my  youth,  the  mother  of  my  children,  that  will  be 
laid  among  the  ruins  of  Dryburgh,  which  we  have  so  often  visited  in 
gaiety  and  pastime.    No,  no.' 

'  May  22.  —  ♦  ♦  Well,  I  am  not  apt  to  shrink  ftom  that  which 
is  my  duty,  merely  because  it  is  painfUl ;  but  I  wish  this  funeral-day 
over.  A  kind  of  cloud  of  stupidity  hangs  about  me,  as  if  all  were 
unreal  that  men  seem  to  be  doing  and  talking.' 

'  Majf  26.  —  *  *  Were  an  enemy  coming  upon  my  house,  would 
I  not  do  my  best  to  fight,  although  oppressed  in  spirits ;  and  shall  a 
similar  despondency  prevent  me  firom  mental  exertion  ?  It  shall  not, 
by  Heaven ! ' 

*  Edinburgh^  May  80.  —  Returned  to  town  last  night  with  Charles. 
This  morning  resume  ordinary  habits  of  rising  early,  working  in 
the  morning,  and  attending  the  Court.  *  *  *  I  finished  correcting 
the  proofs  for  the  Quarterly ;  it  is  but  a  flimsy  article,  but  then  the 
circumstances  were  most  untoward.  —  This  has  been  a  melancholy 
day  —  most  melancholy.  I  am  afraid  poor  Charles  found  me  weep- 
ing. I  do  not  know  what  other  folks  feel,  but  with  me  the  hysterical 
passion  that  impels  tears  is  a  terrible  violence  —  a  sort  of  tiirottling 
sensation — then  succeeded  by  a  state  of  dreaming  stupidity,  in  which 
I  ask  if  my  poor  Charlotte  can  actually  be  dead.'  ^ 

This  is  beautiful  as  well  as  tragicaL  Other  scenes,  in  that 
Seventh  Volume,  must  come,  which  will  have  no  beautj,  but 
be  tragical  only.     It  is  better  that  we  are  to  end  here. 

And  so  the  curtain  falls;   and  the  strong  Walter  Scott 

1  Vol.  vi.  pp.  297-307. 
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is  with  U3  no  more.  A  possession  from  him  does  remain ; 
widely  scattered;  yet  attainable ;  not  inconsiderable.  It  can 
be  said  of  him,  When  he  departed,  he  took  a  Man's  life  along 
with  him.  No  sounder  piece  of  British  manhood  was  put 
together  in  that  eighteenth  century  of  Time.  Alas,  his  fine 
Scotch  face,  with  its  shaggy  honesty,  sagacity  and  goodness, 
when  we  saw  it  latterly  on  the  Edinburgh  streets,  was  all 
worn  with  care,  the  joy  all  fled  from  it;  —  ploughed  deep 
with  labour  and  sorrow.  We  shall  never  forget  it ;  we  shall 
never  see  it  again.  Adieu,  Sir  Walter,  pride  of  all  Scotch- 
men, take  our  proud  and  sad  farewell. 
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VARNHAGEN  VON  ENSE'S  MEMOIRS.i 

[1838.] 

The  Lady  Rahel,  or  Rachel,  surnamed  Levin  ia  her 
maiden  days,  who  died  some  five  years  ago  as  Madam 
Yamhagea  von  Ense,  seems  to  be  still  memorable  and  notp 
able,  or  to  have  become  more  than  ever  so,  among  our  Grer- 
man  friends.  The  widower,  long  known  in  Berlin  and 
Grermany  for  an  intelligent  and  estimable  man,  has  here 
published  successively,  as  author,  or  as  editor  and  annotator, 
so  many  Volumes,  Nine  in  all,  about  her,  about  himself,  and 
the  things  that  occupied  and  environed  them.  Nine  Vol- 
umes, properly,  of  German  Memoirs ;  of  letters,  of  miscel- 
lanies, biographical  and  autobiographical ;  which  we  have 
read  not  without  zeal  and  diligence,  and  in  part  with  great 
pleasure.  It  seems  to  us  that  such  of  our  readers  as  take 
interest  in  things  German,  ought  to  be  apprised  of  this  Pub- 
lication; and  withal  that  there  are  in  it  enough  of  things 
European  and  universal  to  furnish-out  a  few  pages  for  read- 
ers not  specially  of  that  class. 

One  may  hope,  Germany  is  no  longer  to  any  person  that 

1  London  and  Westminster  Review,  No.  62.  —  1.  RaheL  EinBuck 
des  Andenkeiu  fir  ihre  Freunde  (Rahel.  A  Book  of  Memorial  for  her 
Friends).    8  vols.    Berlin,  1884. 

2.  GaUerie  vonBUdnUsen  aut  Baker 8  Vmgang  und  Briefwecksel  (Gallery 
of  Portraits  from  Rahers  Circle  of  Society  and  Correspondence).  Edited 
by  K.  A.  Vamhagen  von  Ense.    2  vols.    Leipzig,  1886. 

8.  Denkwi^rdigkeiten  und  vermischte  Schriften  (Memoirs  and  Miscellane- 
ous Writings).  By  K.  A.  Vamhagen  von  Ense.  4  vols.  Mannheim, 
1887-88. 
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vacant  land,  of  gray  vapour  and  chimeras,  which  it  was  to 
most  Englishmen,  not  manj  years  ago.  One  may  hope  that, 
as  readers  of  Grerman  have  increased  a  hundredfold,  some 
partial  intelligence  of  Germany,  some  interest  in  things 
Grerman,  may  have  increased  in  a  proportionably  higher 
ratio.  At  all  events.  Memoirs  of  men,  German  or  other, 
will  find  listeners  among  men.  Sure  enough,  Berlin  city,  on 
the  sandy  banks  of  the  Spree,  is  a  living  city,  even  as  Lon- 
don is,  on  the  muddy  banks  of  Thames.  Daily,  with  every 
rising  of  the  blessed  heavenly  light,  Berlin  sends  up  the 
smoke  of  a  hundred-thousand  kindled  hearths,  the  fret  and 
stir  of  five-hundred-thousand  new-awakened  human  souls ; — 
marking  or  defacing  with  such  smoke-cloud,  material  or 
spiritual,  the  serene  of  our  common  all-embracing  Heaven. 
One  Heaven,  the  same  for  all,  embraces  that  smoke-cloud 
too,  adopts  it,  absorbs  it,  like  the  rest.  Are  there  not  dinner- 
parties, ^aesthetic  teas;'  scandal-mongeries,  changes  of  min- 
istry, police-cases,  literary  gazettes  ?  The  clack  of  tongues, 
the  sound  of  hammers,  mounts  up  in  that  comer  of  the 
Planet  too,  for  certain  centuries  of  Time.  Berlin  has  its 
royalties  and  diplomacies,  its  traffickings,  travailings ;  litera- 
tures, sculptures,  cultivated  heads,  male  and  female ;  and 
boasts  itself  to  be  'the  intellectual  capital  of  Germany.' 
Nine  Volumes  of  Memoirs  out  of  Berlin  will  surely  contain 
something  for  us. 

Samuel  Johnson,  or  perhaps  another,  used  to  say,  there 
was  no  man  on  the  streets  whose  biography  he  would  not 
like  to  be  acquainted  with.  No  rudest  mortal  walking  there 
who  has  not  seen  and  known  experimentally  something, 
which,  could  he  tell  it,  the  wisest  would  hear  willingly  from 
him  !  Nay,  after  all  that  can  be  said  and  celebrated  about 
poetry,  eloquence  and  the  higher  forms  of  composition  and 
utterance ;  is  not  the  primary  use  of  speech  itself  this  same, 
to  utter  memoirs^  that  is,  memorable  experiences  to  our  fel- 
low-creatures ?  A  fact  is  a  fact ;  man  is  forever  the  brother 
of  man.     That  thou,  O  my  brother,  impart  to  me  truly  how 
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it  stands  with  thee  in  that  inner  man  of  thine,  what  livelj 
images  of  things  past  thy  memory  has  painted  there,  what 
hopes,  what  thoughts,  affections,  knowledges  do  now  dwell 
there :  for  this  and  for  no  other  object  that  I  can  see,  was 
the  gift  of  speech  and  of  hearing  bestowed  on  us  two.  I 
saj  not  how  thou  feignest  Thy  fictions,  and  thousand-and- 
one  Arabian  Nights,  promulgated  as  fictions,  what  are  they 
also  at  bottom  but  this,  things  that  are  in  thee,  though  only 
images  of  things  ?  But  to  bewilder  me  with  falsehoods^ 
indeed;  to  ray-out  error  and  darkness,  —  misintelligence, 
which  means  misattainment,  otherwise  failure  and  sorrow ; 
to  go  about  confusing  worse  our  poor  world's  confusion,  and, 
as  a  son  of  Nox  and  Chaos,  propagate  delirium  on  earth : 
not  surely  with  this  view,  but  with  a  far  different  one,  was 
that  miraculous  tongue  suspended  in  thy  head,  and  set  vibrat* 
ing  there!  —  In  a  word,  do  not  two  things,  veracity  and 
memoir'Writingy  seem  to  be  prescribed  by  Nature  herself 
and  the  very  constitution  of  man  ?  Let  us  read,  therefore, 
according  to  opportunity,  —  and,  with  judicious  audacity, 
review ! 

Our  Nine  printed  Volumes  we  called  German  Memoirs. 
They  agree  in  this  general  character,  but  are  otherwise  to 
be  distinguished  into  kinds,  and  differ  very  much  in  their 
worth  for  us.  The  first  book  on  our  list,  entitled  RaheL,  is 
a  book  of  private  letters ;  three  thick  volumes  of  Letters 
written  by  that  lady;  selected  from  her  wide  correspond- 
ence ;  with  a  short  introduction,  with  here  and  there  a  short 
note,  and  that  on  Vamhagen's  part  is  all.  Then  follows,  ia 
two  volumes,  the  woris  named  GaUery  of  Portraits  ;  consist- 
ing  principally  of  Letters  to  Rahel,  by  various  persons, 
mostly  persons  of  note ;  to  which  Vamhagen,  as  editor,  has 
joined  some  slight  commentary,  some  short  biographical  sketch 
of  each.  Of  these  five  volumes  of  German  Letters  we  will 
say,  for  the  present,  that  they  seem  to  be  calculated  for  Ger- 
many, and  even  for  some  special  circle  there,  rather  than  for 
England  or  us.    A  glance  at  them  afterwards,  we  hope,  will 
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be  possible.  But  the  third  work,  that  of  Yarnhagen  himself, 
is  the  one  we  must  chiefly  depend  on  here  :  the  four  volumes 
of  Memoirs  and  MUcellanies  ;  lively  pieces ;  which  can  be 
safelj  recommended  as  altogether  pleasant  reading  to  every 
one.  They  are  *  Miscellaneous  Writings,'  as  their  fitle  indi- 
cates ;  in  part  collected  and  reprinted  out  of  periodicals,  or 
wherever  they  lay  scattered ;  in  part  sent  forth  now  for  the 
first  time.  There  are  criticisms,  notices  literary  or  didactic ; 
always  of  a  praiseworthy  sort,  generally  of  small  extent 
There  are  narrations ;  there  is  a  long  personal  narrative,  as 
it  might  be  called,  of  service  in  the  '  Liberation  War '  of 
1814,  wherein  Yarnhagen  did  duty  as  a  volunteer  officer  in 
Tettenborn*s  corps,  among  the  Cossacks :  this  is  the  longest 
piece,  by  no  means  the  best  There  is  farther  a  curious 
narrative  of  Lafayette's  escape  (brief  escape  with  recapture) 
from  the  Prison  of  Olmiitz.  Then  also  there  is  a  curious 
biography  of  Doctor  BoUmann,  the  brave  young  Hanoverian, 
who  aided  Lafayette  in  that  adventure.  Then  other  h\o^ 
raphies  not  so  curious ;  on  the  whole,  there  are  many 
biographies :  Biography,  we  might  say,  is  the  staple  article ; 
an  article  in  which  Yarnhagen  has  long  been  known  to  exceL 
Lastly,  as  basis  for  the  whole,  there  are  presented,  fitfully, 
now  here,  now  there,  and  with  long  intervals,  considerable 
flections  of  Autobiography ;  —  not  confessions,  indeed,  or 
questionable  work  of  the  Rousseau  sort,  but  discreet  rem- 
iniscences, personal  and  other,  of  a  man  who  having  looked 
on  much,  may  be  sure  of  willing  audience  in  reporting  it 
well.  These  are  the  Four  Yolumes  written  by  Yarnhagen 
von  £nse;  those  are  the  Five  edited  by  him.  We  shall 
regard  his  autobiographic  memorials  as  a  general  substratum, 
0{ibolding  and  uniting  into  a  certain  coherence  the  multifile 
rioiis  ccHitents  of  these  publications  :  it  is  Yarnhagen  von 
Ense's  Passage  through  Life ;  this  is  what  it  yielded  him ; 
these  are  the  things  and  persons  he  took  note  of,  and  had  to 
do  withy  in  travelling  thus  far. 

Beyond  asKsertaining  for  ourselves  what  manner  of  eye- 
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sight  and  waj  of  judgment  this  our  Memoir-writer  has,  it  is 
not  necessarjr  to  insist  much  on  Vamhagen's  qualities  or 
literary  character  here.  He  seems  to  us  a  man  peculiarly 
fitted,  both  by  natural  endowment  and  by  position  and  oppor- 
tunity, for  writing  memoirs.  In  the  space  of  half  a  century 
that  he  has  lived  in  tliis  world,  his  course  has  been  what  we 
might  call  erratic  in  a  high  degree  :  from  the  student's  garret 
in  Halle  or  Tubingen  to  the  Tuileries  hall  of  audience  and 
the  Wagram  battle-field,  from  Chamisso  the  poet  to  Napoleon 
the  emperor,  his  path  has  intersected  all  manner  of  paths  of 
men.  He  has  a  fine  intellectual  gift ;  and  what  is  the  founda- 
tion of  that  and  of  all,  an  honest,  sympathising,  manfully 
patient,  manfully  courageous  heart  His  way  of  life,  too 
erratic  we  should  fear  for  happiness  or  ease,  and  singularly 
checkered  by  vicissitude,  has  had  this  considerable  advan- 
tage, if  no  other,  that  it  has  trained  him,  and  could  not  but 
train  him,  to  a  certain  Catholicism  of  mind.  He  has  been  a 
student  of  literature,  an  author,  a  student  of  medicine,  a 
soldier,  a  secretary,  a  diplomatist.  A  man  withal  of  modest, 
affectionate  nature ;  courteous  and  yet  truthful ;  of  quick 
apprehension,  precise  in  utterance ;  of  just,  extensive,  occa- 
sionally of  deep  and  fine  insight:  this  is  a  man  qualified 
beyond  most  to  write  memoirs.  We  should  call  him  one  of 
the  best  memoir-writers  we  have  met  with ;  decidedly  the 
best  we  know  of  in  these  days.  For  clearness,  grace  of 
method,  easy  comprehensibility,  he  is  worthy  to  be  ranked 
among  the  French,  who  have  a  natural  turn  for  memoir^ 
writing ;  and  in  respect  of  honesty,  valorous  gentleness  and 
simplicity  of  heart,  his  character  is  German,  not  French. 

Such  a  man,  conducting  us  in  the  spirit  of  cheerful  friend- 
liness along  his  course  of  life,  and  delineating  what  he  has 
found  most  memorable  in  it,  produces  one  of  the  pleasantest 
books.  Brave  old  Germany,  in  this  and  the  other  living 
phasis,  now  here,  now  there,  from  Rhineland  to  the  East-sea, 
from  Hamburg  and  Berlin  to  Deutsch- Wagram  and  the 
Marchfeld,  paints  itself  in  the  colours  of  reality ;  with  nota- 
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ble  persons,  with  notable  events.  For  consider  withal  in 
wliat  a  time  this  man's  life  has  lain  :  in  the  thick  of  European 
things,  while  the  Nineteenth  Century  was  opening  itself. 
Amid  convulsions  and  revolutions,  outward  and  inward, — 
with  Napoleons,  Groethes,  Fichtes ;  while  prodigies  and  baU 
tie-thunder  shook  the  world,  and,  *  amid  the  glare  of  confla- 
grations, and  the  noise  of  falling  towns  and  kingdoms,'  a 
New  Era  of  Thought  was  also  evolving  itself:  one  of  the 
wonderfullest  times  I  On  the  whole,  if  men  like  Varnhagen 
were  to  be  met  with,  why  have  we  not  innumerable  Me- 
moirs ?  Alas,  it  is  because  the  men  like  Varnhagen  are  not 
to  be  met  with  ;  men  with  the  clear  eye  and  the  open  heart 
Without  such  qualities,  memoir- writers  are  but  a  nuisance ; 
which,  so  often  as  they  show  themselves,  a  judicious  world 
is  obliged  to  sweep  into  the  cesspool,  with  loudest  possible 
prohibition  of  the  like.  If  a  man  is  not  open-minded,  if  he 
U  ignorant,  perverse,  egotistic,  splenetic ;  on  the  whole,  if  he 
is  false  and  stupid,  how  shall  he  write  memoirs  ?  — 

From  Varnhagen's  young  years,  especially  from  hia  col- 
lege years,  we  could  extract  many  a  lively  little  sketch,  of 
figures  partially  known  to  the  reader:  of  Chamisso,  La 
Motte  Fouque,  Raumer,  and  other  the  like;  of  Platonic 
Schleiermacher,  sharp,  crabbed,  shrunken,  with  his  wire- 
drawn logic,  his  sarcasms,  his  sly  malicious  ways;  of  Ho- 
meric Wolf,  with  his  biting  wit,  with  his  grim  earnestness  and 
inextinguishable  Homeric  laugh,  the  irascible  great-hearted 
man.  Or  of  La  Fontaine,  the  sentimental  novelist,  over 
whose  rose-coloured  moral-sublime  what  fair  eye  has  not 
wept  ?  Varnhagen  found  him  ^  in  a  pleasant  house  near  the 
Saale-gate '  of  Halle,  with  an  ugly  good-tempered  wife,  with 
a  pretty  niece,  which  latter  he  would  not  allow  to  read  a 
word  of  his  romance-stuff,  but  *  kept  it  locked  from  her  like 
poison ; '  a  man  jovial  as  Boniface,  swollen-out  on  booksell- 
ers' profit,  church-preferments  and  fat  things,  *  to  the  size  of 
a  hogshead ; '  for  the  rest,  writing  with  such  velocity  (he  did 
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some  hundred-and-fiftj  weeping  volumes  in  his  time)  that  he 
was  obliged  to  hold-in,  and  '  write  only  two  days  in  the 
week:'  this  was  La  Fontaine,  the  sentimental  novelist. 
But  omitting  all  these,  let  us  pick-out  a  family-picture  of  one 
far  better  worth  looking  at :  Jean  Paul  in  his  little  home  at 
Baireutb,  — '  little  city  of  my  habitation,  which  I  belong  to 
on  this  side  the  grave  ! '  It  is  Sunday,  the  23d  of  October 
1808,  according  to  Varnhagen's  note-book.  The  ingenious 
youth  of  four-and-twenty,  as  a  rambling  student,  passes  the 
day  of  rest  there,  and  luckily  for  us  has  kept  memorandums : 

*  Visit  to  Jean  Paul  Friedrich  Richter,  —  This  forenoon  I  went  to 
Jean  Paurs.  Friend  Harscher  was  out  of  humour,  and  would  not 
go,  say  what  I  would.  I  too,  for  that  matter,  am  but  a  poor,  name- 
less student ;  but  what  of  that  ? 

'  A  pleasant,  kindly,  inquisitive  woman,  who  had  opened  the  door  to 
me,  I  at  once  recognised  for  Jean  Paul's  wife  by  her  likeness  to  her 
sister.  A  child  was  sent  off  to  call  its  father.  He  came  directly ;  he 
had  been  forewarned  of  my  visit  by  letters  from  Berlin  and  Leipzig ; 
and  received  me  with  great  kindness.  As  he  seated  himself  beside 
me  on  the  sofa,  I  had  almost  laughed  in  his  face,  for  in  bending  down 
somewhat  he  had  the  very  look  our  Neumann,  in  his  Versuchen  und 
Hindemissetif  has  jestingly  given  him,  and  his  speaking  and  what  he 
spoke  confirmed  that  impression.  Jean  Paul  is  of  stout  figure ;  has 
a  All],  well-ordered  face ;  the  eyes  small,  gleaming-out  on  you  with 
lambent  fire,  then  again  veiled  in  soft  dimness ;  the  mouth  friendly, 
and  with  some  slight  motion  in  it  even  when  silent.  His  speech  is 
rapid,  almost  hasty,  even  stuttering  somewhat  here  and  there ;  not 
without  a  certain  degree  of  dialect,  difficult  to  designate,  but  which 
probably  is  some  mixture  of  Frankish  and  Saxon,  and  of  course  is 
altogether  kept-down  within  the  rules  of  cultivated  language. 

*  First  of  all,  I  had  to  tell  him  what  I  was  charged  with  in  the 
shape  of  messages,  then  whatsoever  I  could  tell  in  any  way,  about 
his  Berlin  friends.  He  willingly  i*cmenibered  the  time  he  had  lived 
in  Berlin,  as  Marcus  Herz's  neighbour,  in  Leder's  house ;  where  I, 
seven  years  before,  had  first  seen  him  in  the  garden  by  the  Spree, 
with  papers  in  his  hand,  which  it  was  privately  whispered  were 
leaves  of  Hesperus.  This  talk  about  persons,  and  then  still  more 
about  Literature  growing  out  of  that,  set  him  fairly  underway,  and 
soon  he  had  more  to  impart  than  to  inquire.  His  conversation  was 
throughout  amiable  and  good-natured,  always  full  of  meaning,  but  ^n 
quite  simple  tone  and  expression.    Though  I  knew  beforehand  that 
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his  wit  and  humour  belonged  only  to  his  pen,  that  he  could  hanlly 
write  the  shortest  note  without  these  introducing  themselves,  wliile 
on  the  contrary  his  oral  utterance  seldom  showed  the  like, — yet  it 
struck  me  much  that,  in  this  continual  movement  and  vivacity  of 
mood  to  which  he  yielded  himself,  I  observed  no  trace  of  these  quali- 
ties. His  demeanour  otherwise  was  like  his  speaking;  nothing 
forced,  nothing  studied,  nothing  that  went  beyond  the  burgher  tone. 
His  courtesy  was  the  free  expression  of  a  'kind  heart ;  his  way  and 
bearing  were  patriarchal,  considerate  of  the  stranger,  yet  for  himself 
too  altogether  unconstrained.  Neither  in  the  animation  to  which 
some  word  or  topic  would  excite  him,  was  this  fundamental  temper 
ever  altered ;  nowhere  did  severity  appear,  nowhere  any  exhibiting 
of  himself,  any  watching  or  spying  of  his  hearer ;  everywhere  kind- 
heartedness,  free  movement  of  his  somewhat  loose-flowing  nature, 
open  course  for  him,  with  a  hundred  transitions  from  one  course  to 
the  other,  howsoever  or  whithersoever  it  seemed  good  to  him  to  go. 
At  first  he  praised  everything  that  was  named  of  our  new  appear- 
ances in  Literature ;  and  then,  when  we  came  a  little  closer  to  the 
matter,  there  was  blame  enough  and  to  spare.  So  of  Adam  M tiller's 
Lectures,  of  Friedrich  Schlegel,  of  Tieck  and  others.  He  said,  Ger- 
man writers  ought  to  hold  by  the  people,  not  by  the  upper  classes, 
among  whom  all  was  already  dead  and  gone ;  and  yet  he  had  just 
been  praising  Adam  Miiller,  that  he  had  the  gift  of  speaking  a  deep 
word  to  cultivated  people  of  the  world.  He  is  convinced  that  from 
the  opening  of  the  old  Indian  world  nothing  is  to  be  got  for  us,  except 
the  adding  of  one  other  mode  of  poetry  to  the  many  modes  we  have 
already,  but  no  increase  of  ideas :  and  yet  he  had  just  been  celebra^ 
ing  Friedrich  SchlegeFs  labours  with  the  Sanscrit,  as  if  a  new  salva- 
tion were  to  issue  out  of  that.  He  was  free  to  confess  that  a  right 
Christian  in  these  days,  if  not  a  Protestant  one,  was  inconceivable  to 
him ;  that  changing  from  Protestantism  to  Catholicism  seemed  a 
monstrous  perversion ;  and  with  this  opinion  great  hope  had  been 
expressed,  a  few  minutes  before,  that  the  Catholic  spirit  in  Friedrich 
Schlegel,  combined  with  the  Indian,  would  produce  much  good !  Of 
Schleiermacher  he  spoke  with  respect;  signified,  however,  that  he 
did  not  relish  his  Ptnto  greatly ;  that  in  Jacobi's,  in  Herder's  soaring 
flight  of  soul  he  traced  far  more  of  those  divine  old  sages  than  in  the 
learned  acumen  of  Schleiermacher  ;  a  deliverance  which  I  could  not 
let  pass  without  protest.  Fichte,  of  whose  Addresses  to  the  German 
Nation,  held  in  Berlin  under  the  sound  of  French  drums,  I  had  much 
to  say,  was  not  a  favourite  of  his ;  the  decisiveness  of  that  energy 
gave  him  uneasiness  ;  he  said  he  could  only  read  Fichte  as  an  exer- 
cise, "  gymnastically,"  and  that  with  the  purport  of  his  Philosophy 
he  had  now  nothing  more  to  do. 
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'  Jean  Paul  was  called  out,  and  I  stayed  awhile  alone  with  his 
wife.  I  had  now  to  answer  many  new  questions  about  Berlin  ;  her 
interest  in  persons  and  things  of  her  native  town  was  by  no  moans 
sated  with  what  she  had  already  heard.  The  lady  pleased  me  ex- 
ceedingly ;  soft,  refined,  acute,  she  united  with  the  loveliest  expres- 
sion of  household  goodness  an  air  of  higher  breeding  and  freer  man- 
agement than  Jean  Paul  seemed  to  manifest.  Yet,  in  this  respect 
too,  she  willingly  held  herself  inferior,  and  looked-up  to  her  gifted 
husband.  It  was  apparent  everyway  that  their  life  together  was  a 
right  happy  one.  Their  three  children,  a  boy  and  two  girls,  are  beau- 
tiful, healthy,  well-conditioned  creatures.  I  had  a  hearty  pleasure 
in  tiiem ;  they  recalled  other  dear  children  to  my  tlioughts,  whom  I 
had  lately  been  beside  !  #  *  * 

'  With  continual  copiousness  and  in  the  best  humour,  Jean  Paul 
(we  were  now  at  table)  expatiated  on  all  manner  of  objects.  Among 
the  rest,  I  had  been  charged  with  a  salutation  from  Babel  Levin  to 
him,  and  the  modest  question,  '*  Whether  he  remembered  her  still  ?" 
His  face  beamed  with  joyful  satisfaction  :  *'  How  could  one  forget 
such  a  person  ?  "  cried  he  impressively.  "  That  is  a  woman  alone 
of  her  kind  :  I  liked  her  heartily  well,  and  more  now  than  ever,  as  I 
gain  in  sense  and  apprehension  to  do  it ;  she  is  the  only  woman  in 
whom  I  have  found  genuine  humour,  the  one  woman  of  this  world 
who  had  humour  1 "  He  called  me  a  lucky  fellow  to  have  such  a 
friend ;  and  asked,  as  if  proving  me  and  measuring  my  value,  How 
I  had  deserved  that  ? 

*  Monday,  2ith  October.  —  Being  invited,  I  went  a  second  time  to 
dine.  Jean  Paul  had  just  returned  from  a  walk  ;  his  wife,  with  one 
of  the  children,  was  still  out.  We  came  upon  his  writings ;  that 
questionable  string  with  most  authors,  which  the  one  will  not  have 
you  touch,  which  another  will  have  you  keep  jingling  continually. 
He  was  here  what  I  expected  him  to  be :  free,  unconstrained,  good- 
natured,  and  sincere  with  his  whole  heart.  His  Dream  of  a  Madman, 
just  published  by  Cotta,  was  what  had  led  us  upon  this.  He  said  he 
could  write  such  things  at  any  time ;  the  mood  for  it,  when  he  was 
in  health,  lay  in  his  own  power ;  he  did  but  seat  himself  at  the  harp- 
sichord, and  fantasying  for  awhile  on  it,  in  the  wildest  way,  deliver 
himself  over  to  the  feeling  of  the  moment,  and  then  write  his  imagin- 
ings, —  according  to  a  certain  predetermined  course,  indeed,  which 
however  he  would  often  alter  as  he  went  on.  In  this  kind  he  had 
once  undertaken  to  write  a  Ileli,  such  as  mortal  never  beard  of;  and 
a  great  deal  of  it  is  actually  done ;  but  not  fit  for  print.  Speaking 
of  descriptive  composition,  he  also  started  as  in  fright  when  I  ven- 
tured  to  say  that  Goethe  was  less  complete  in  this  province ;  he  re- 
minded me  of  two  passages  in  Werter,  which  are  indeed  among  the 
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finest  descriptions.  He  said  that  to  describe  anj  scene  well,  the  poet 
must  make  the  bosom  of  a  man  his  camera  obscura^  and  look  at  it 
through  this,  then  would  he  see  it  poetically.  ♦  ♦  * 

'  The  conversation  turned  on  public  occurrences,  on  the  condition 
of  Germany,  and  the  oppressive  rule  of  the  French.  To  me  discus- 
sions of  that  sort  are  usually  disagreeable ;  but  it  was  delightful  to 
hear  Jean  Paul  express,  on  such  occasion,  his  noble  patriotic  senti- 
ments ;  and,  for  the  sake  of  this  rock-island,  I  willingly  swam  through 
the  empty  tide  of  uncertain  news  and  wavering  suppositions  which 
environed  it.  What  he  said  was  deep,  considerate,  hearty,  valiant, 
German  to  the  marrow  of  the  bone.  I  had  to  tell  him  much ;  of 
Napoleon,  whom  he  knew  only  by  portraits ;  of  Johannes  von  Miil- 
ler ;  of  Fichte,  whom  he  now  as  a  patriot  admired  cordially  :  of  the 
Marquez  de  la  Romana  and  his  Spaniards,  whom  I  had  seen  in  Ham- 
burg. Jean  Paul  said  he  at  no  moment  doubted,  but  the  Germans, 
like  the  Spaniards,  would  one  day  rise,  and  Prussia  would  avenge  its 
disgrace,  and  free  the  country ;  he  hoi)ed  his  son  would  live  to  see 
it,  and  did  not  deny  that  he  was  bringing  him  up  for  a  soldier.    *    * 

'  October  2bth.  —  I  stayed  to  supper,  contrary  to  my  purpose,  hav- 
ing to  set-out  next  morning  early.  The  lady  was  so  kind,  and  Jean 
Paul  himself  so  trustful  and  blithe,  I  could  not  withstand  their  en- 
treaties. At  the  neat  and  well-furnished  table  (reminding  you  that 
South  Germany  was  now  near),  the  best  humour  reigned.  Among 
other  things,  we  had  a  good  laugh  at  this,  that  Jean  Paul  offered  me 
an  introduction  to  one  of  what  he  called  his  dearest  friends  in  Stutt- 
gart, —  and  then  was  obliged  to  give  it  up,  having  irrevocably  for- 
gotten his  name  I  Of  a  more  serious  sort,  again,  was  our  conversa- 
tion about  Tieck,  Friedrich  and  Wilhelm  Schlegel,  and  others  of  the 
romantic  school.  He  seemed  in  ill  humour  with  Tieck  at  the  mo- 
ment. Of  Goethe  he  said  :  "  Goctlie  is  a  consecrated  head ;  he  has  a 
place  of  his  own,  high  above  us  all."  We  spoke  of  Goethe  after- 
wards, for  some  time  :  Jean  Paul,  with  more  and  more  admiration, 
nay  with  a  sort  of  fear  and  awe-struck  reverence. 

*  Some  beautiful  fruit  was  brought-in  for  dessert  On  a  sudden, 
Jean  Paul  started  up,  gave  me  his  hand,  and  said  :  "  Forgive  me,  I 
must  go  to  bed  I  Stay  you  here  in  God's  name,  for  it  is  still  early, 
and  chat  with  my  wife ;  there  is  much  to  say,  between  you,  which 
my  talking  has  kept  back.  I  am  a  Spiessburger "  (of  the  Club  of 
Odd  Fellows),  "  and  my  hour  is  come  for  sleep."  He  took  a  candle, 
and  said  good-night.  We  parted  with  great  cordiality,  and  the  wish 
expressed  on  both  sides,  that  I  might  stay  at  Baireuth  another 
time.' 

These  biographic  phenomena ;   Jean  Paul's  loose-flowing 
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talk,  his  careless  variable  judgments  of  men  and  things  ;  the 
prosaic  basis  of  the  free-and-easj  in  domestic  life  with  the 
poetic  Shandean,  Shakspearean,  and  even  Dantesque,  that 
grew  fi-om  it  as  its  public  outcome ;  all  this  Vamhagen  had 
to  rhyme  and  reconcile  for  himself  as  he  best  could.  The 
loose-flowing  talk  and  variable  judgments,  the  flEict  that 
Richter  went  along,  '  looking  only  right  before  him  as  with 
blinders  on,*  seemed  to  Vamhagen  a  pardonable,  nay  an 
amiable  peculiarity,  the  mark  of  a  trustful,  spontaneous,  art- 
less nature  ;  connected  with  whatever  was  best  in  Jean  PauL 
He  found  him  on  the  whole  (what  we  at  a  distance  have 
always  done)  *a  genuine  and  noble  man:  no  deception  or 

*  impurity  exists  in  his  life :  he  is  altogether  as  he  writes, 

*  lovable,  hearty,  robust  and  brave.  A  valiant  man  I  do  be- 
'  lieve :  did  the  cause  summon,  I  fancy  he  would  be  readier 

*  with  his  sword  too  than  the  most.'  And  so  we  quit  our 
loved  Jean  Paul,  and  his  simple  little  Baireuth  home.  The 
lights  are  blown-out  there,  the  fruit-platters  swept  away,  a 
dozen  years  ago,  and  all  is  dark  now,  —  swallowed  in  the 
long  Night  Thanks  to  Vamhagen,  that  he  has,  though  im- 
perfectly, rescued  any  glimpse  of  it,  one  scene  of  it,  still 
visible  to  eyes,  by  the  magic  of  pen-and-ink. 

The  next  picture  that  strikes  us  is  not  a  family-piece,  but 
a  battle-piece:  Deutsch-Wagram,  in  the  hot  weather  of  1809  ; 
whither  Vamhagen,  with  a  great  change  of  place  and  plan, 
has  wended,  purposing  now  to  be  a  soldier,  and  rise  by  fight- 
ing the  tyrannous  French.  It  is  a  fine  picture;  with  the 
author's  best  talent  in  it.  Deutsch-Wagram  village  is  filled 
with  soldiers  of  every  uniform  and  grade  ;  in  all  manner  of 
movements    and   employments ;    Archduke   Karl   is   heard 

*  fantasying  for  an  hour  on  the  pianoforte,'  before  his  serious 
generalissimo  duties  begin.  The  Marchfeld  has  its  camp, 
the  Marchfeld  is  one  great  camp  of  many  nations,  —  Ger- 
mans, Hungarians,  Italians,  Madshars;  advanced  sentinels 
walk  steady,  drill-sergeants  bustle,  drums  beat;  Austrian 
generals  gallop,  '  in   blue-gray  coat  and   red  breeches,'  — 
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combining  'simplicity  with  couspicuousness.'  Faint  on  our 
south-western  horizon  appears  the  Stephans-thurm  (Saint- 
Stephen's  Steeple)  of  Vienna ;  south,  over  the  Danube,  are 
seen  endless  French  hosts  defiling  towards  us,  with  dust  and 
glitter,  along  the  hill-roads ;  one  may  hope,  though  with  mis- 
givings, there  will  be  work  soon. 

Meanwhile,  in  every  regiment  there  is  but  one  tent,  a 
chapel,  used  also  for  sheher  to  the  chief  officers ;  you,  a 
subaltern,  have  to  lie  on  the  ground,  in  your  own  dug  trench, 
to  which,  if  you  can  contrive  it,  some  roofing  of  branches  and 
rushes  may  be  added.  It  is  burning  sun  and  dust,  occasion- 
ally it  is  thunder-storm  and  water-spouts ;  a  volunteer,  if  it 
were  not  for  the  ho[>e  of  speedy  battle,  has  a  poor  time  of 
it :  your  soldiers  speak  little,  except  unintelligible  Bohemian 
Sclavonic ;  your  brother  ensigns  know  nothing  of  Xenophon, 
Jean  Paul,  of  patriotism,  or  the  higher  philosophies ;  hope 
only  to  be  soon  back  at  Prague,  where  are  billiards  and 
things  suitable.  *  The  following  days  were  heavy  and  void : 
'  the  great  summer-heat  had  withered  grass  and  grove  ;  the 
'  willows  of  the  Russbach  were  long  since  leafless,  in  part 

*  barkleas ;  on  the  endless  Plain  fell  nowhere  a  shadow  ;  only 

*  dim  dust-clouds,  driven-up  by  sudden  whirlblasts,  veiled  for 
'  a  moment  the  glaring  sky,  and  sprinkled  all  things  with  a 

*  hot  rain  of  sand.  We  gave-up  drilling  as  impossible,  and 
'  crept  into  our  earth-holes.'  It  is  feared,  too,  there  will  be 
no  battle :  Vamhagen  has  thoughts  of  making-off  to  the  fight- 
ing Duke  of  Brunswick-Oels,  or  some  other  that  will  fight. 

*  However,'  it  would  seem,  '  the  worst  trial  was  already  over. 

*  Afler  a  hot,  wearying,  wasting  day,  which  promised  nothing 
'  but  a  morrow  like  it,  there  arose  on  the  evening  of  the  30th 
'  of  June,  from  beyond  the  Danube,  a  sound  of  cannon- 
'  thunder ;  a  solacing  refreshment  to  the  languid  soul !     A 

*  party  of  French,  as  we  soon  learned,  had  got  across  from 
'  the  Lobau,  by  boats,  to  a  little  island  named  MUhleninsel, 

*  divided  only  by  a  small  arm  from  our  side  of  the  river ; 
'  they  had  then  thrown  a  bridge  over  this  too,  with  defences ; 
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*  our  batteries  at  Esslingen  were  for  hindering  the  enemy *d 
^passing  there,  and  his  nearest  cannons  about  the  Lobau 
^made  answer.'     On  the  fourth  day  after, 

*■  Archduke  John  got  orders  to  advance  again  as  far  as  Marcheck ; 
that,  in  the  eyent  of  a  battle  on  the  morrow,  he  might  act  on  tiie 
enemy's  right  flank.  With  us  too  a  resolute  engagement  was  ar- 
ranged. On  the  4th  of  July,  in  the  evening,  we  were  ordered,  if 
tliere  was  cannonading  in  the  night,  to  remain  quiet  till  daybreak; 
but  at  daybreak  to  be  under  arms.  Accordingly,  so  soon  as  it  was 
dark,  there  began  before  us,  oh  the  Danube,  a  violent  fire  of  artillery ; 
the  sky  glowed  ever  and  anon  with  the  cannon-flashes,  with  the 
courses  of  bombs  and  grenades :  for  nearly  two  hom^  this  thunder- 
game  lasted  on  both  sides ;  for  the  French  had  begun  their  attack 
almost  at  tlie  same  time  with  ours,  and  while  we  were  striving  to 
ruin  their  works  on  the  Lobau,  they  strove  to  burn  Enzersdorf  town, 
and  ruin  ours.  The  Austrian  cannon  could  do  Uttle  against  the 
strong  works  on  the  Lobau.  On  the  other  hand,  the  enemy's  attack 
began  to  tell ;  in  his  object  was  a  wider  scope,  more  decisive  energy ; 
his  guns  were  more  numerous,  more  effectual:  in  a  short  time 
Enzersdorf  burst-out  in  flames,  and  our  artillery  struggled  without 
efiect  agamst  their  superiority  of  force.  The  region  round  had  been 
illuminated  for  some  time  with  tlie  conflagration  of  that  Uttle  town, 
when  Uie  sky  grew  black  with  heavy  thunder :  the  rain  poured  down, 
the  flames  dwindled,  the  artillery  fired  seldomer,  and  at  length  fell 
silent  altogether.  A  frightful  tliunder-storm,  such  as  no  one  thought 
he  had  ever  seen,  now  raged  over  the  broad  Marchfeld,  which  shook 
with  the  crashing  of  the  Uiunder,  and,  in  the  pour  of  rain-floods  and 
howl  of  winds,  was  in  such  a  roar,  that  even  the  artillery  could  not 
have  been  heard  in  it.' 

On  the  morrow  morning,  in  spite  of  Austria  and  the  war 
of  elements,  Napoleon,  with  his  endless  hosts,  and  'six- 
hundred  pieces  of  artilleiy  *  in  front  of  them,  is  across ;  ad- 
vancing like  a  conflagration  ;  and  soon  the  whole  Marchfeld, 
far  and  wide,  is  in  a  blaze. 

'  Ever  stronger  batteries  advanced,  ever  larger  masses  of  troops 
came  into  action ;  the  whole  line  blazed  with  fire,  and  moved  forward 
and  forward.  We,  from  our  higher  position,  had  hitherto  looked  at  tho 
evolutions  and  fightings  before  us,  as  at  a  show  ;  but  now  the  battle 
had  got  nigher ;  the  air  over  us  sang  with  cannon-balls,  which  were 
lavishly  hurled  at  us,  and  soon  our  batteries  began  to  bellow  in  an- 
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8wer.  The  infantry  got  orders  to  lie  flat  on  the  ground,  and  the 
enemy's  balls  at  first  did  little  execution  ;  however,  as  he  kept  inces- 
santly advancing,  the  regiments  erelong  stood  to  their  arms.  The 
Archduke  Generalissimo,  with  his  staff,  came  galloping  along,  drew 
bridle  in  front  of  us  ;  he  gave  his  commands  ;  looked  down  into  the 
plain,  where  the  French  still  kept  advancing.  Tou  saw  by  his  face 
that  he  heeded  not  danger  or  death,  that  he  lived  altogether  in  his 
work  ;  his  whole  bearing  had  got  a  more  impressive  aspect,  a  loftier 
determination,  full  of  joyous  courage,  which  he  seemed  to  diffuse 
round  him ;  the  soldiers  looked  at  him  with  pride  and  trust,  many 
voices  saluted  him.  He  had  ridden  a  little  on  towards  Baumersdorf, 
when  an  adjutant  came  galloping  back,  and  cried :  "  Volunteers 
forward  I "  In  an  instant,  almost  the  whole  company  of  Captain 
Marais  stept-out  as  volunteers:  we  fancied  it  was  to  storm  the 
enemy's  nearest  battery,  which  was  advancing  through  the  corn- 
fields in  front ;  and  so,  cheering  with  loud  shout,  we  hastened  down 
the  declivity,  when  a  second  at^utant  came  in,  with  the  order  that 
we  were  but  to  occupy  the  Rnssbach,  defend  the  passage  of  it,  and 
not  to  fire  till  the  enemy  were  quite  close.  Scattering  ourselves  into 
skirmishing  order,  behind  willow-trunks,  and  high  com,  we  waited 
with  firelocks  ready;  covered  against  cannon-balls,  but  hit  by 
musket-shots  and  howitzer-grenades,  which  the  enemy  sent  in  great 
numbers  to  our  quarter.  About  an  hour  we  waited  here,  in  the  in- 
cessant roar  of  the  artillery,  which  shot  both  ways  over  our  heads ; 
with  regret  we  soon  remarked  that  the  enemy's  were  superior,  at 
least  in  number,  and  delivered  twice  as  many  shots  as  ours,  which 
however  was  far  better  served ;  the  more  did  we  admire  the  active 
zeal  and  valorous  endurance  by  which  the  unequal  match  was  never- 
theless maintained. 

*  The  Emperor  Napoleon  meanwhile  saw,  with  impatience,  the  day 
passing-on  without  a  decisive  result ;  he  had  calculated  on  striking 
the  blow  at  once,  and  his  great  accumulated  force  was  not  to  have 
directed  itself  all  hitherward  in  vain.  Rapidly  he  arranged  his  troops 
for  storming.  Marshal  Bernadotte  got  orders  to  press  forward,  over 
Atterkla,  towards  Wagram;  and,  by  taking  this  place,  break  the 
middle  of  the  Austrian  line.  Two  deep  storming  columns  were  at 
the  same  time  to  advance,  on  the  right  and  left,  from  Baumersdorf 
over  the  Russbach ;  to  scale  the  heights  of  the  Austrian  position,  and 
sweep  away  the  troops  there.  French  infantry  had,  in  the  mean 
while,  got  up  close  to  where  we  stood ;  we  skirmishers  were  called 
b:tek  from  the  Russbach,  and  again  went  into  the  general  line  :  along 
the  whole  extent  of  which  a  dreadful  fire  of  musketry  now  began. 
This  monstrous  noise  of  the  universal,  never-ceasing  crack  of  shots, 
and  still  more,  that  of  the  infinite  jingle  of  iron,  in  handling  of  more 
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than  twenty-thousand  muskets  all  crowded  together  here,  was  the 
onlj'  new  and  entirely  strange  impression  that  I,  in  these  my  first  ex- 
periences in  war,  could  say  I  had  got ;  all  the  rest  was  in  part  con- 
formable to  my  preconceiyed  notion,  in  part  even  below  it :  but 
everything,  the  thunder  of  artillery  never  so  numerous,  every  noise 
I  had  heard  or  figured,  was  trifling,  in  comparison  with  this  continu- 
ous storm-tumult  of  the  small-arms,  as  we  call  them,  —  that  weapon 
by  which  indeed  our  modem  battles  do  chiefly  become  deadly.' 

What  boots  it  ?  Ensign  Vamhagen  and  Greneralissimo 
Archduke  Karl  are  beaten ;  have  to  retreat  in  the  best  pos- 
sible order.  The  sun  of  Wagram  sets  as  that  of  Austerlitz 
had  done ;  the  war  has  to  end  in  submission  and  marriage : 
and,  as  the  great  Atlantic  tide-stream  rushes  into  every  creek 
and  alters  the  current  there,  so  for  our  Vamhagen  too  a  new 
chapter  opens,  —  the  diplomatic  one,  in  Paris  first  of  all. 
Varnhagen's  experiences  At  the  Court  of  Napoleony  as  one 
of  his  sections  is  headed,  are  extremely  entertaining.  They 
are  tragical,  comical,  of  mixed  character ;  always  dramatic, 
and  vividly  given.  We  have  a  grand  Schwartzenberg  Fes- 
tival, and  the  Emperor  himself,  and  all  high  persons  present 
in  grand  gala ;  with  music,  light  and  crowned  goblets ;  in  a 
wooden  pavilion,  with  upholstery  and  draperies:  a  rag  of 
drapery  flutters  the  wrong  way  athwart  some  waxlight, 
shrivels  itself  up  in  quick  fire,  kindles  the  other  draperies, 
kindles  the  gums  and  woods,  and  all  blazes  into  swifl-choking 
ruin  ;  a  beautiful  Princess  Schwartzenberg,  lost  in  the  mad 
tumult,  is  found  on  the  morrow  as  ashes  amid  the  ashes! 
Then  also  there  are  soirees  of  Imperial  notabilities ;  '  the 
'  gentlemen  walking  about  in  varied  talk,  wherein  jou  detect 
'a  certain  cautiousness;  the  ladies  all  solemnly  ranged  in 
'  their  chairs,  rather  silent  for  ladies.'  Berthier  is  a  '  man  of 
composure,'  not  without  higher  capabilities.  Denon,  in  spite 
of  his  kind  speeches,  produces  an  ill  effect  on  one ;  and  in 
his  habit  hahiUey  with  court-rapier  and  lace-cuffs,  *  looks  like 
a  dizened  ape.'  Cardinal  Maury  in  red  stockings,  he  that 
was  once  Abb^  Maury,  *pet  son  of  the  scarlet-woman,' 
whispers  diplomatically  in  your  ear,  in  passing,  "  Notts  avons 
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beaucaup  de  joie  de  vous  voir  id"  But  the  thing  that  will 
best  of  all  suit  us  here,  is  the  pre:$entation  to  Napoleon 
himself: 

'  On  Sanday,  the  22d  of  Julj  (1810),  was  to  be  the  Emperor's  first 
leyee  after  that  &tal  occurrence  of  the  fire ;  and  we  were  told  it  would 
be  uncommonly  fine  and  grand.  In  Berlin  I  bad  often  accidentally 
seen  Napoleon,  and  afterwards  at  Vienna  and  Schonbrunn  ;  but  always 
too  &r  off  for  a  right  impression  of  him.  At  Prince  Schwartzenberg's 
l^stiyal,  the  look  of  the  man,  in  that  whirl  of  horrible  occurrences, 
had  eflOiced  itself  again.  I  assume,  therefore,  that  I  saw  him  for  the 
first  time  now,  when  I  saw  him  rightiy,  near  at  hand,  with  conven- 
ience, and  a  sufficient  length  of  time.  The  frequent  opportunities  I 
afterwards  had,  in  the  Tuileries  and  at  Saint-Cloud  (in  the  latter 
pUce  especially,  at  the  brilliant  theatre,  open  only  to  the  Emperor 
and  his  guests,  where  Talma,  Fleury  and  La  Kaucourt  figured),  did 
but  confirm,  and,  as  it  were,  complete  that  first  impression. 

'  We  had  driven  to  the  Tuileries,  and  arrived  through  a  great  press 
of  guards  and  people  at  a  chamber,  of  which  I  had  already  heard, 
under  the  name  of  Salle  des  Ambassadeurs.  The  way  in  which,  here 
in  this  narrow  ill-furnished  pen,  so  many  high  personages  stood 
jammed  together,  had  something  ludicrous  and  insulting  in  it,  and 
was  indeed  the  material  of  many  a  Paris  jest.  —  The  richest  uniforms 
and  court-dresses  were,  with  difficulty  and  anxiety,  struggling  hither- 
ward  and  thitherward ;  intermixed  with  Imperial  Uveries  of  men 
banding  refreshments,  who  always,  by  the  near  peril,  suspended 
every  motion  of  those  about  them.  The  talk  was  loud  and  vivacious 
on  all  sides  ;  people  seeking  acquaintances,  seeking  more  room,  seek- 
ing better  light.  Seriousness  of  mood,  and  dignified  concentration 
of  oneself,  seemed  foreign  to  all ;  and  what  a  man  could  not  bring 
with  him,  there  was  nothing  here  to  produce.  The  whole  matter 
had  a  distressful,  offensive  air ;  you  found  yourself  ill-off,  and  waited 
out  of  humour.  My  look,  however,  dwelt  with  especial  pleasure  on 
the  members  of  our  Austrian  Embassy,  whose  bearing  and  demean- 
our did  not  discredit  the  dignity  of  the  old  Imperial  house.  —  Prince 
Schwartzenberg,  in  particular,  had  a  stately  aspect;  ease  without 
negligence,  gravity  without  assumption,  and  over  all  an  honest  good- 
ness of  expression  ;  beautifully  contrasted  with  the  smirking  saloon- 
activity,  the  perked-up  courtierism  and  pretentious  nullity  of  many 
here.  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

'  At  last  the  time  came  for  going-up  to  audience.  On  the  first  an- 
nouncement of  it,  all  rushed  without  order  towards  the  door ;  you 
squeezed  along,  you  pushed  and  shoved  your  neighbour  without 
ceremony.    Chamberlains,  pages  and  guards  filled  the  passages  and 
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ante-chamber ;  restless,  overdone  ofBciousness  struck  you  here  too ; 
the  soldiers  seemed  the  only  figures  that  knew  how  to  behave  in  their 
business,  —  and  this,  truly,  they  had  learned,  not  at  Court,  but  from 
their  drill-sergeants. 

'  We  had  formed  ourselves  into  a  half-circle  in  the  Audience  Hall, 
and  got  placed  in  several  crowded  ranks,  when  the  cry  of  "  L'Empe- 
reur  !  "  announced  the  appearance  of  Napoleon,  who  entered  from  the 
lower  side  of  the  apartment  In  simple  blue  uniform,  his  little  hat 
under  his  arm,  he  walked  heavily  towards  us.  His  bearing  seemed 
to  me  to  express  the  contradiction  between  a  will  that  would  attain 
something,  and  a  contempt  for  those  by  whom  it  was  to  be  attained. 
An  imposing  appearance  he  would  undoubtedly  have  liked  to  have ; 
and  yet  it  seemed  to  him  not  worth  the  trouble  of  acquiring ;  acquir- 
ing, I  may  say,  for  by  nature  he  certainly  had  it  not.  Thus  there 
alternated  in  his  manner  a  negligence  and  a  studiedness,  which  com- 
bined themselves  only  in  unrest  and  dissatisfaction.  He  turned  first 
to  the  Austrian  Embassy,  which  occupied  one  extremity  of  the  half- 
circle.  The  consequences  of  the  unlucky  festival  gave  occasion  to 
various  questions  and  remarks.  The  Emperor  sought  to  appear 
sympathetic,  he  even  used  words  of  emotion ;  but  this  tone  by  no 
means  succeeded  with  him,  and  accordingly  he  soon  let  it  drop.  To 
the  Russian  Ambassador,  Kurakin,  who  stood  next,  his  manner  had 
already  changed  into  a  rougher ;  and  in  his  farther  progress  some 
face  or  some  thought  must  have  stung  him,  for  he  got  into  violent 
anger ;  broke  stormfuUy  out  on  some  one  or  other,  not  of  the  most 
important  there,  whose  name  has  now  escaped  me ;  could  be  pacified 
with  no  answer,  but  demanded  always  new ;  rated  and  threatened, 
and  held  the  poor  man,  for  a  good  space,  in  tormenting  anniliilation. 
Those  who  stood  nearer,  and  were  looking  at  this  scene,  not  without 
anxieties  of  their  own,  declared  afterwards  that  there  was  no  cause 
at  all  for  such  fury ;  that  the  Emperor  had  merely  been  seeking  an 
opportunity  to  vent  his  ill-humour,  and  had  done  so  even  intention- 
ally, on  this  poor  wight,  that  all  the  rest  might  be  thrown  into  due 
terror,  and  every  opposition  beforehand  beaten  down. 

'  As  he  walked  on,  he  again  endeavoured  to  speak  more  mildly ; 
but  his  jarred  humour  still  sounded  tlirough.  His  words  were  short, 
hasty,  as  if  shot  from  him,  and  on  the  most  indiflerent  matters  had 
a  passionate  rapidity;  nay  when  he  wished  to  be  kindly,  it  still 
sounded  as  if  he  were  in  anger.  Such  a  raspy,  untamed  voice  as 
that  of  his  I  have  hardly  heard. 

*  His  eyes  were  dark,  overclouded,  fixed  on  the  ground  before 
him  ;  and  only  glanced  backwards  in  side-looks  now  and  then,  swift 
and  siiarp,  on  the  persons  there.  When  he  smiled,  it  was  but  tlie 
mouth  and  a  part  of  the  cheeks  that  smiled ;  brow  and  eyes  re- 
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mained  gloomily  motioDlesfl.  If  he  constrained  these  also,  as  I  have 
subsequently  seen  him  do,  his  countenance  took  a  still  more  dis- 
torted expression.  This  union  of  gloom  and  smile  had  something 
frightfully  repulsiye  in  it.  I  know  not  what  to  think  of  the  people 
who  have  called  this  countenance  gracious,  and  its  kindliness  at- 
tractive.  Were  not  his  features,  though  undeniably  beautiful  in 
the  plastic  sense,  yet  hard  and  rigorous  like  marble ;  foreign  to  all 
trust,  incapable  of  any  heartiness  ? 

'  What  he  said,  whenever  I  heard  him  speaking,  was  always  triyial 
both  in  purport  and  phraseology ;  without  spirit,  without  wit,  without 
force,  nay,  at  times,  quite  poor  and  ridiculous.  Faber,  in  his  Notices 
8ur  Vlnterieur  de  la  France^  has  spoken  expressly  of  his  questions, 
those  questions  which  Napoleon  was  wont  to  prepare  beforehand  for 
certain  persons  and  occasions,  to  gain  credit  thereby  for  acuteness 
and  special  knowledge.  This  is  literally  true  of  a  visit  he  had  made 
a  short  while  before  to  the  great  Library  :  all  the  way  on  the  stairs, 
he  kept  calling  out  about  that  passage  in  Josephus  where  Jesus  is 
made  mention  of;  and  seemed  to  have  no  other  task  here  but  that 
of  showing-off  this  bit  of  learning ;  it  had  altogether  the  air  of  a 
question  got  by  heart.  *  *  *  His  gift  lay  in  saying  things  sharp, 
or  at  least  unpleasant ;  nay,  when  he  wanted  to  speak  in  another 
sort,  he  often  made  no  more  of  it  than  insignificance :  thus  it  befell 
once,  as  I  myself  witnessed  in  Saint-Cloud,  he  went  through  a 
whole  row  of  Uidies,  and  repeated  twenty  times  merely  these  three 
words,  "Ilfaitchaud."    ♦    ♦    * 

'At  this  time  there  circulated  a  song  on  his  second  marriage; 
a  piece  composed  in  the  lowest  popular  tone,  but  which  doubtless 
had  originated  in  the  higher  classes.  Napoleon  saw  his  power  and 
splendour  stained  by  a  ballad,  and  breathed  revenge ;  but  the  police 
could  no  more  detect  the  author  than  they  could  the  circulators.  To 
me  among  others  a  copy,  written  in  a  bad  hand  and  witliout  name, 
had  been  sent  by  the  city-post;  I  had  privately  with  friends  amused 
myself  over  the  burlesque,  and  knew  it  by  heart.  Altogether  at  the 
wrong  time,  exactly  as  the  Emperor,  gloomy  and  sour  of  humour, 
was  now  passing  me,  the  words  and  tune  of  that  song  came  into  my 
head  ;  and  the  more  I  strove  to  drive  them  back,  the  more  decidedly 
they  forced  themselves  forward ;  so  that  my  imagination,  excited  by 
the  very  frightfulness  of  the  thing,  was  getting  giddy,  and  seemed 
on  the  point  of  breaking-forth  into  the  deadliest  offence, — when 
happily  the  audience  came  to  an  end ;  and  deep  repeated  bows  ac- 
companied the  exit  of  Napoleon ;  who  to  me  had  addressed  none  of 
his  words,  but  did,  as  he  passed,  turn  on  me  one  searching  glance  of 
the  eye,  with  the  departure  of  which  it  seemed  as  if  a  real  danger 
had  vanished. 
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'The  Emperor  gone,  all  breathed  free,  as  if  disloaded  from  a 
heavy  burden.  By  degrees  the  company  again  grew  loud,  and 
then  went  over  altogether  into  the  noisj  disorder  and  haste  which 
had  ruled  at  the  commencement.  The  French  courtiers,  especially, 
took  pains  to  redeem  their  late  downbent  and  terrified  bearing  by  a 
free  jocularity  now ;  and  even  in  descending  the  stairs  there  arose 
laughter  and  quizzing  at  the  leree,  the  solemnity  of  which  had  ended 
here.' 

Such  was  Varnhagen  von  Ense's  presentation  to  Napoleon 
Bonaparte  in  the  Palace  of  the  Tuileries.  What  Varnhagen 
saw  remain.*^  a  possession  for  him  and  for  us.  The  judgment 
he  formed  on  what  he  saw,  will  —  depend  upon  circum- 
stances. For  the  eye  of  the  intellect  *sees  in  all  objects 
what  it  brought  with  it  the  means  of  seeing.'  Napoleon 
is  a  man  of  the  sort  which  Varnhagen  elsewhere  calls  dat- 
montsch,  a  '  daemonic  man ; '  whose  meaning  or  magnitude 
is  not  very  measurable  by  men ;  who,  with  his  ownness  of 
impulse  and  insight,  with  his  mystery  and  strength,  in  a 
word,  with  his  originality  (if  we  will  understand  that), 
reaches  down  into  the  region  of  the  perennial  and  primeval, 
of  the  inarticulate  and  unspeakable ;  concerning  whom  in- 
numerable things  may  be  said,  and  the  right  thing  not  said 
for  a  long  while,  or  at  all.  We  will  leave  him  standing  on 
bis  own  basis,  at  present ;  bullying  the  hapless  obscure  func- 
tionary there ;  declaring  to  all  the  world  the  meteorological 
fact,  E  fait  chaud, 

Varnhagen,  as  we  see,  has  many  things  to  write  about; 
but  the  thing  which  beyond  all  others  he  rejoices  to  write 
about,  and  would  gladly  sacrifice  all  the  rest  to,  is  the 
memory  of  Rahel,  his  deceased  wife.  Mysterious  indica- 
tions have  of  late  years  flitted  round  us,  concerning  a  certain 
Rahel,  a  kind  of  spiritual  queen  in  Germany,  who  seems  to 
have  lived  in  familiar  relation  to  most  of  the  distinguished 
persons  of  that  country  in  her  time.  Travellers  to  Ger- 
many, now  a  numerous  set  with  us,  ask  you  as  they  return 
from  {esthetic  capitals  and  circles,  "  Do  you  know  Rahel  ?  " 
Marquis  Custine,  in   the  Revue  de  Paris  (treating  of  this 
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Book  of  Rahets  Letters)  says,  bj  experience :  *  She  was  a 
'  woman  as  extraordinary  as  Madame  de  Staei,  for  her  facul- 
ties of  mind,  for  her  abundance  of  ideas,  her  light  of  soul 
'and  her  goodness  of  heart:   she  had,  moreover,  what  the 

•  author  of  Cortnne  did  not  pretend  to,  a  disdain  for  oratory ; 
'  she  did  not  write.  The  silence  of  minds  like  hers  is  a  force 
'  too.  With  more  vanity,  a  person  so  superior  would  have 
'sought  to  make  a  public  for  herself:  but  Rahel desired  only 
'  friends.    She  spoke  to  communicate  the  life  that  was  in  her ; 

•  never  did  she  speak  to  be  admired.'  Groethe  testifies  that 
she  is  a  '  right  woman ;  with  the  strongest  feelings  I  have 
ever  seen,  and  the  completest  mastery  of  them.'  Richter 
addresses  her  by  the  title  geflugeUe,  *  winged  one.'  Such  a 
Rahel  might  be  worth  knowing. 

We  find,  on  practical  inquiry,  that  Rahel  was  of  Berlin ; 
by  birth  a  Jewess,  in  easy,  not  affluent  circumstances ;  who 
lived,  mostly  there,  from  1771  to  1833.  That  her  youth 
passed  in  studies,  struggles,  disappointed  passions,  sicknesses, 
and  other  sufferings  and  vivacities  to  which  one  of  her  ex- 
citable organisation  was  liable.  That  she  was  deep  in  many 
spiritual  provinces,  in  Poetry,  in  Art,  in  Philosophy ;  —  the 
first,  for  instance,  or  one  of  the  first  to  recognise  the  signifi- 
cance of  Goethe,  and  teach  the  Schlegels  to  do  it.  That 
she  wrote  nothing :  but  thought,  did  and  spoke  many  things, 
which  attracted  notice,  admiration  spreading  wider  and  wider. 
That  in  1814  she  became  the  wife  of  Varnhagen  ;  the  loved 
wife,  though  her  age  was  forty-three,  exceeding  his  by  some 
twelve  years  or  more,  and  she  could  never  boast  of  beauty. 
That  without  beauty,  without  wealth,  foreign  celebrity,  or 
any  artificial  nimbus  whatsoever,  she  had  grown  in  her 
silently  progi'essive  way  to  be  the  most  distinguished  woman 
in  Berlin  ;  admired,  partly  worshipped  by  all  manner  of 
high  persons,  from  Prince  Louis  of  Prussia  downwards ; 
making  her  mother's,  and  then  her  husband's  house  the 
centre  of  an  altogether  brilliant  circle   there.     This  is  the 

•  social    phenomenon   of  Rahel.'     What    farther   could    be 
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readily  done  to  understand  such  a  social  phenomenon  we 
have  endeavoured  to  do ;  with  what  success  the  reader  shall 
see. 

First  of  all,  we  have  looked  at  the  portrait  of  Rahel  given 
in  these  Volumes.  It  is  a  face  full  of  thought,  of  affection 
and  energy ;  with  no  pretensions  to  heauty,  yet  lovable  and 
attractive  in  a  singular  degree.  The  strong  high  brow  and 
still  eyes  are  full  of  contemplation  ;  the  long  upper  lip  (sign 
of  genius,  some  say)  protrudes  itself  to  fashion  a  curved 
mouth,  condemnable  in  academies,  yet  beautifully  expressive 
of  laughter  and  affection,  of  strong  endurance,  of  noble 
silent  scorn  ;  the  whole  countenance  looking  as  with  cheer- 
ful clearness  through  a  world  of  great  pain  and  disappoint- 
ment ;  one  of  those  faces  which  the  lady  meant  when  she 
said :  "  But  are  not  all  beautiful  faces  ugly,  then,  to  begin 
with  ?  "  In  the  next  place,  we  have  read  diligently  what- 
soever we  could  anywhere  find  written  about  Rahel;  and 
have  to  remaik  here  that  the  things  written  about  her,  unlike 
some  things  written  by  her,  are  generally  easy  to  read. 
Yamhagen's  account  of  their  inteixx)urse ;  of  his  first  young 
feelings  towards  her,  his  long  waiting,  and  final  meeting  of 
her  in  snowy  weather  under  the  Lindens,  in  company  with 
a  lady  whom  he  knew  ;  his  tremulous  speaking  to  her  there, 
the  rapid  progress  of  their  intimacy;  and  so  onwards,  to 
love,  to  marriage :  all  this  is  touching  and  beautiful ;  a 
Petrarcan  romance,  and  yet  a  reality  with&L 

Finally,  we  have  read  in  these  Three  thick  Volumes  of 
Letters,  —  till,  in  the  Second  thick  Volume,  the  reading 
faculty  unhappily  broke  down,  and  had  to  skip  largely 
thenceforth,  only  diving  here  and  there  at  a  venture  with 
considerable  intervals  I  Such  is  the  melancholy  fact.  It 
must  be  urged  in  defence  that  these  Volumes  are  of  the 
toughest  reading ;  calculated,  as  we  said,  for  Germany  rather 
than  for  England  or  us.  To  be  written  with  such  indis- 
putable marks  of  ability,  nay  of  genius,  of  depth  and  sin- 
cerity, they  are  the  heaviest  business  we  perhaps  ever  met 
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with.  The  truth  is,  they  do  not  suit  us  at  all.  Thej  are 
subjective  letters,  what  the  metaphysiciaos  call  subjective, 
not  objective ;  the  grand  material  of  them  is  endless  de- 
picturing of  moods,  sensations,  miseries,  joys  and  lyrical 
conditions  of  the  writer;  no  definite  picture  drawn,  or 
rarely  any,  of  persons,  transactions  or  events  which  the 
writer  stood  amidst :  a  wrong  material,  as  it  seems  to  us. 
To  what  end,  to  what  end?  we  always  ask.  Not  by  look- 
ing at  itself,  but  by  looking  at  things  out  of  itself,  and 
ascertaining  and  ruling  these,  shall  the  mind  become  known. 
^  One  thing  above  all  others,'  says  Goethe  once ;  '  I  have 
never  thought  about  Thinking.'  What  a  thrifl  of  thinking- 
faculty  there ;  thrift  almost  of  itself  equal  to  a  fortune,  in 
these  days:  ^habe  nie  ans  Denken  gedachtl'  But  how 
much  wastefuUer  still  is  it  to  feel  about  Feeling  /  One  is 
wearied  of  that ;  the  healthy  soul  avoids  that  Thou  shalt 
look  outward,  not  inward.  Gazing  inward  on  one's  own 
self,  —  why,  this  can  drive  one  mad,  like  the  Monks  of 
Athos,  if  it  last  too  long !  Unprofitable  writing  this  wlh 
jective  sort  does  seem;  —  at  all  events,  to  the  present  re- 
viewer, no  reading  is  so  insupportable.  Nay,  we  ask,  might 
not  the  world  be  entirely  deluged  by  it,  unless  prohibited  ? 
Every  mortal  is  a  microcosm ;  to  himself  a  wiocrocosm,  or 
Universe  large  as  Nature;  universal  Nature  would  barely 
hold  what  he  could  say  about  himself.  Not  a  dyspeptic 
tailor  on  any  shopboard  of  this  city  but  could  furnish  all 
England,  the  year  through,  with  reading  about  himself,  about 
his  emotions  and  internal  mysteries  of  woe  and  sensibility,  if 
England  would  read  him.  It  is  a  course  which  leads  no- 
whither ;  a  course  which  should  be  avoided. 

Add  to  all  this,  that  such  self-utterance  on  the  part  of 
Bahel,  in  these  Letters,  is  in  the  highest  degree  vaporous, 
vague.  Her  very  mode  of  writing  is  complex,  nay  is  care- 
less, incondite  ;  with  dashes  and  splashes,  with  notes  of  ad- 
miration, of  interrogation  (nay,  both  together  sometimes), 
with  involutions,  abruptness,  whirls  and  tortuosities  ;  so  that 

VOL.  IV.  18 
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even  the  grammatical  meaning  is  altogether  burdensome  to 
Bei^e.  And  then  when  seized,  alas,  it  is  as  we  say,  of  due 
likeness  to  the  phraseology;  a  thing  crude,  not  articulated 
into  propositions,  but  flowing  out  as  in  bursts  of  interjection 
and  exclamation.  No  wonder  the  reading  faculty  breaks 
down !  And  yet  we  do  gather  gold  grains  of  precioaa 
thought  here  and  there ;  though  out  of  large  wastes  of  sand 
and  quicksand.  In  fine,  it  becomes  clear,  beyond  doubting, 
both  that  this  Rahel  was  a  woman  of  rare  gifts  and  worth,  a 
woman  of  true  genius ;  and  also  that  her  genius  has  passed 
away,  and  left  no  impress  of  itself  there  for  us.  These 
printed  Volumes  produce  the  efiect  not  of  speech,  but  of 
multifarious,  confused  wind-music.  It  seems  to  require  the 
aid  of  pantomime,  to  tell  us  what  it  means.  But  after  all» 
we  can  understand  how  talk  of  that  kind,  in  an  expressive 
mouth,  with  bright  deep  eyes,  and  the  vivacity  of  social 
movement,  of  question  and  response,  may  have  been  de- 
lightful ;  and  moreover  that,  for  those  to  whom  they  vividly 
recall  such  talk,  these  Letters  may  still  be  delightful.  Hear 
Marquis  de  Custine  a  little  farther : 

*Tou  could  not  speak  with  her,  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  without 
drawing  from  that  fountain  of  light  a  shower  of  sparkles.  The 
comic  was  at  her  command  equally  with  the  highest  degree  of  the 
sublime.  The  proof  that  she  was  natural  is  that  she  understood 
laughter  as  she  did  grief;  she  took  it  as  a  readier  means  of  showing 
truth ;  all  had  its  resonance  in  her,  and  her  manner  of  receiring  the 
Impressions  which  you  wished  to  communicate  to  her  modified  them 
in  yourself:  you  loved  her  at  first  because  she  had  admirable  gifts; 
and  then,  what  prevailed  over  everything,  because  she  was  entertain- 
ing. She  was  nothing  for  you,  or  she  was  all ;  and  she  could  be  all 
to  several  at  a  time  without  exciting  jealousy,  so  much  did  her  noble 
nature  participate  in  the  source  of  all  life,  of  all  clearness.    When 

one  has  lost  in  youth  such  a  firiend,'  &c.  &c *  It  seems  to 

me  you  might  define  her  in  one  word :  she  had  the  head  of  a  sage 
and  the  heart  of  an  apostle,  and  in  spite  of  that,  she  was  a  child  and 
a  woman  as  much  as  any  one  can  be.  Her  mind  penetrated  into  the 
obscurest  depths  of  Nature ;  she  was  a  thinker  of  as  much  and  more 
cleamess  than  our  Theosophist  Saint-Martin,  whom  she  comprehended 
and  admired ;  and  she  felt  like  an  artist.    Her  perceptions  were  al- 
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ways  double;  she  attained  the  snblimest  truths  hy  two  faculties 
which  are  iocompatible  in  ordinary  men,  by  feeling  and  by  reflec- 
tion. Her  friends  asked  of  themsclyes,  Whence  came  these  flashes 
of  genius  which  she  threw  from  her  in  conversation  ?  Was  it  the 
efibct  of  long  studies?  Was  it  the  effect  of  sudden  inspiration  ?  It 
was  the  intuition  granted  as  recompense  by  Heaven  to  souls  that  are 
true.  These  martyr  souls  wrestle  for  the  truth,  which  they  have  a 
forecast  of;  they  suffer  for  the  God  whom  they  love,  and  their  whole 
life  is  the  school  of  eternity.'  ^ 

This  enthusiastic  testimony  of  the  clever  sentimental  Mar- 
quis is  not  at  all  incredible  to  us,  in  its  way  :  jet  from  these 
Letters  we  have  nothing  whatever  to  produce  that  were  ade- 
quate to  make  it  good.  As  was  said  already,  it  is  not  to  be 
made  good  by  excerpts  and  written  documents ;  its  proof 
rests  in  the  memory  of  living  witnesses.  Meanwhile,  from 
these  same  wastes  of  sand,  and  even  of  quicksand,  dangerous 
to  linger  in,  we  will  try  to  gather  a  few  grains  the  most  like 
gold,  that  it  may  be  guessed,  by  the  charitable,  whether  or 
not  a  Pactolus  once  flowed  there  : 

*  If  there  be  miracles,  they  are  those  that  are  in  our  own  breast ; 
what  we  do  not  know,  we  call  by  that  name.  How  astonished, 
almost  how  ashamed  are  we,  when  the  inspired  moment  comes,  and 
we  get  to  know  them  I ' 

'  One  is  late  in  learning  to  lie :  and  late  in  learning  to  speak  the 
truth.'  —  'I  cannot,  because  I  cannot  lie.  Fancy  not  that  I  take 
credit  for  it:  I  cannot,  just  as  one  cannot  play  upon  the  flute.' 

'  In  the  meanest  hut  is  a  romance,  if  you  knew  the  hearts  there.' 

'  So  long  as  we  do  not  take  even  the  iigustice  which  is  done  us, 
and  which  forces  the  burning  teara  firom  us ;  so  long  as  we  do  not 
take  even  this  for  just  and  right,  we  are  in  the  thickest  darkness, 
without  dawn.' 

'  Manure  with  despair,  — but  let  it  be  genuine ;  and  yon  will  have 
a  noble  harvest.' 

'  True  misery  is  ashamed  of  itself;  hides  itself,  and  does  not  com- 
plain.   Tou  may  know  it  by  that.' 

*  What  a  commonplace  man  I  If  he  did  not  live  in  the  same  time 
with  us,  no  mortal  would  mention  him.' 

'Have  yon  remarked  that  Homer,  whenever  he  speaks  of  the 

1  Bevue  de  Parity  Novembre  1887. 
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water,  is  always  great;  as  Goethe  is,  when  he  speaks  of  the 
stars  ? ' 

'  If  one  were  to  say,  "  You  think  it  easy  to  be  original :  but  no,  it 
is  difficult,  it  costs  a  whole  life  of  labour  and  exertion," — you  would 
think  him  mad,  and  ask  no  more  questions  of  him.  And  yet  his 
opinion  would  be  altogether  true,  and  plain  enough  witlial.  Origi- 
nal, I  grant,  every  man  might  be,  and  must  be,  if  men  did  not  al- 
most always  admit  mere  undigested  hearsays  into  their  head,  and 
fling  them  out  again  undigested.  Whoever  honestly  questions  him- 
self, and  faithfully  answers,  is  busied  continually  with  all  tiiat  pre- 
sents itself  in  life ;  and  is  incessantly  inventing,  had  the  thing  been 
invented  never  so  long  before.  Honesty  belongs  as  a  first  condition 
to  good  thinking ;  and  there  are  almost  as  few  absolute  dunces  as 
geniuses.  Genuine  dunces  would  always  be  original ;  but  there  are 
none  of  them  genuine:  they  have  almost  always  understanding 
enough  to  be  dishonest.' 

'He  (the  blockhead)  tumbled  out  on  me  his  definition  of  genius: 
the  trivial  old  distinctions  of  intellect  and  heart ;  as  if  there  ever 
was,  or  could  be,  a  great  intellect  with  a  mean  heart ! ' 

*  Goethe  ?  When  I  think  of  him,  tears  come  into  my  eyes :  all 
other  men  I  love  with  my  own  strength ;  he  teaches  me  to  love  with 
his.     My  Poet  r 

'  Shive-trade,  war,  marriage,  working-classes :  —  and  they  are  as- 
tonished, and  keep  clouting,  and  remending  ? ' 

*  The  whole  world  is,  properly  speaking,  a  tragic  embarrtta.* 

* I  here,  Rahel  the  Jewess,  feel  that  I  am  as  unique  as 

the  greatest  appearance  in  tliis  earth.  The  greatest  artist,  philoso- 
pher, or  poet,  is  not  above  me.  We  are  of  the  same  element :  in  the 
same  rank,  and  stand  together.  Whichever  would  exclude  the 
other,  excludes  only  himself.  But  to  me  it  was  appointed  not  to 
write  or  act,  but  to  iiiv :  I  lay  in  embryo  till  my  century  ;  and  then 
was,  in  outward  respects,  so  Jlun^  away.  —  It  is  for  this  reason  that 
I  tell  you.  But  pain,  as  I  know  it,  is  a  life  too  :  and  I  think  with 
myself,  I  am  one  of  those  figures  which  Humanity  was  fated  to 
evolve,  and  then  never  to  use  more,  never  to  have  more :  me  no 
one  can  comfort.'  — '  Why  not  be  beside  oneself,  dear  friend  1  There 
are  beautiful  parentheses  in  life,  which  belong  neither  to  us  nor  to 
others :  beautiful  I  name  them,  because  they  give  us  a  freedom  we 
could  not  get  by  sound  sense.  Who  would  volunteer  to  have  a 
nervous  fever  1  And  yet  it  may  save  one's  life.  I  love  rage ;  I  use 
it,  and  patronise  it.'  —  'Be  not  alarmed;  I  am  commonly  calmer. 
But  when  I  write  to  a  friend^s  kmrt,  it  comes  to  pass  that  the  sultry 
laden  horizon  of  my  soul  breaks  out  in  lightning.  Heavenly  men 
iove  lightning.' 
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'  To  Vamhagen One  thing  I  must  write  to  thee ;  what  I 

thought  of  last  night  in  bed,  and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life.  That 
I,  as  a  relative  and  pupil  of  Shakspeare,  have,  from  my,  childhood 
upwards,  occupied  myself  much  with  death,  thou  may  est  believe. 
But  never  did  my  own  death  affect  me ;  nny,  I  did  not  even  think 
of  this  &ct,  that  I  was  not  affected  by  it.  Now,  last  night  there  was 
something  I  had  to  write ;  I  said,  Vamhagen  must  know  this  thing, 
if  he  is  to  think  of  me  after  I  am  dead.  And  it  seemed  to  me  as  if 
I  must  die ;  as  if  my  heart  were  tlitting-away  over  this  earth,  and  I 
must  follow  it ;  and  my  death  gave  me  pity  :  for  never  before,  as  I 
now  saw,  had  I  thought  that  it  would  give  anybody  pity :  of  thee 
I  knew  it  would  do  so,  and  yet  it  was  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  had 
seen  this,  or  known  that  I  had  never  seen  it.  In  such  solitude  have 
I  lived  :  comprehend  it  1  I  thought,  When  I  am  dead,  then  first  will 
Vamhagen  know  what  sufferings  I  had ;  and  all  his  lamenting  will 
be  in  vain ;  the  figure  of  me  meets  him  again,  through  all  eternity, 
no  more  *,  swept  away  am  I  then,  as  our  poor  Prince  Louis  is.  And 
no  one  can  be  kind  to  me  then ;  with  the  strongest  will,  with  the 
effort  of  despair,  no  one ;  and  this  thought  of  thee  about  me  was 
what  at  last  afllected  me.  I  must  write  of  this,  though  it  afilict  thee 
never  so.' 

*  To  Rose,  a  younger  sister ,  on  her  marriage  in  Amsterdam. —  Paris, 

1801 Since  thy  Ust  letter  I  am  sore  downcast.    Gone  art 

thou  I  No  Rose  comes  stepping-in  to  me  with  true  foot  and  heart, 
who  knows  me  altogether,  knows  all  my  sorrows  altogether.  Wlien 
I  am  sick  of  body  or  soul,  alone,  alone,  thou  comest  not  to  me  any 
more ;  thy  room  empty,  quite  empty,  forever  empty.  Thou  art 
away,  to  try  thy  fortune.  O  Heaven !  and  to  me  not  even  trying  is 
permitted.  Am  not  /  in  luck !  The  garden  in  the  Lindenstrasse, 
where  we  used  to  be  with  Hanne  and  Feu  —  was  it  not  beautiful  ?  — 
I  will  call  it  Rose  now  ;  with  Hanne  and  Hanse  will  I  go  often  thither, 
and  none  shall  know  of  it.  Dost  thou  recollect  that  night  when  I 
was  to  set  out  with  Fink,  the  time  before  last  ?  How  thou  hadst 
to  sleep  up-stHtrs,  and  then  to  stay  with  me  t  O  my  sister,  I  might 
be  as  ill  again  —  though  not  for  that  cause  :  and  thou  too,  what  may 
not  lie  before  thee !  But  no,  thy  name  is  Rose  ;  thou  hast  blue  eyes, 
and  a  far  other  life  than  I  with  my  stars  and  black  ones.  *  *  * 
Salute  Mamma  a  million  times ;  tell  her  I  congratulate  her  from  the 
heart ;  the  more  so,  as  /  can  never  give  her  such  a  pleasure  !  God 
willed  it  not.  But  I,  in  her  place,  would  have  great  pity  for  a  child 
•o  circumstanced.  Tet  let  her  not  lament  for  me.  I  know  all  her 
goodness,  and  thank  her  with  my  soul.  Tell  her  I  have  the  fate  of 
njitions,  and  of  the  g^^atest  men,  before  my  eyes  here :  they  too  go 
tumbling  even  so  on  the  great  sea  of  Existence,  mounting,  sinking, 
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swallowed  up. .  From  of  old  all  men  have  seemed  to  me  like  spring 
blossoms,  which  the  wind  blows  off  and  whirls ;  none  knows  where 
they  fiill,  ,and  the  fewest  come  to  fruit.' 

Poor  Rahell  The  Frenchman  said  above,  she  was  an 
artist  and  apostle,  yet  had  not  ceased  to  be  a  child  and 
woman.  But  we  must  stop  short  One  other  little  scene, 
a  scene  from  her  death-bed  by  Vamhagen,  must  end  the 
tragedy : 

* She  said  to  me  one  morning,  after  a  dreadful  night, 

with  the  penetrating  tone  of  that  lovely  voice  of  hers  :  "  Oh,  I  am 
still  happy ;  I  am  God's  creature  still ;  He  knows  of  me ;  I  shall  come 
to  see  how  it  was  good  and  needful  for  me  to  sutler  :  of  a  surety  I 
had  something  to  learn  by  it.  And  am  I  not  already  happy  in  this 
trust,  and  in  all  the  love  that  I  feci  and  meet  with  1 " 

'  In  this  manner  she  spoke,  one  day,  among  other  things,  with  joy- 
fUl  heartiness,  of  a  dream  which  always  from  childhood  she  had  re- 
membered and  taken  comfort  from.  "  In  my  seventh  year,"  said 
she,  "  I  dreamt  that  I  saw  God  quite  near  me ;  he  stood  expanded 
above  me,  and  his  mantle  was  the  whole  sky ;  on  a  comer  of  this 
mantle  I  had  leave  to  rest,  and  lay  there  in  peaceable  felicity  till  I 
awoke.  Ever  since,  through  my  whole  life,  this  dream  has  returned 
on  me,  and  in  the  worst  times  was  present  also  in  my  waking  mo- 
ments, and  a  heavenly  comfort  to  me.  I  had  leave  to  throw  myself 
at  God's  feet,  on  a  comer  of  his  mantle,  and  he  screened  me  from 
all  sorrow  there :  He  permitted  it."  *  *  *  The  following  words, 
which  I  felt  called  to  write  down  exactly  as  she  spoke  them  on  the 
2d  of  March,  are  also  remarkable  :  "  What  a  history  1 "  cried  she, 
with  deep  emotion:  "A  fugitive  from  Egypt  and  Palestine  am  I 
here ;  and  find  help,  love  and  kind  care  among  you.  To  thee,  dear 
August,  was  I  sent  by  tliis  guiding  of  God,  and  thou  to  me ;  from 
a£ur,  from  the  old  times  of  Jacob  and  the  Patriarchs!  With  a 
sacred  joy  I  think  of  this  my  origin,  of  all  this  wide  web  of  pre- 
arrangement.  How  tlie  oldest  remembrances  of  mankind  are  united 
with  the  newest  reality  of  things,  and  the  most  distant  times  and 
places  are  brought  together.  What,  for  so  long  a  period  of  my  life, 
I  considered  as  the  worst  ignominy,  the  sorest  sorrow  and  misfor- 
tune, that  I  was  born  a  Jewess,  this  I  would  not  part  with  now  for 
any  price.  Will  it  not  be  even  so  with  these  pains  of  sickness? 
Shall  I  not,  one  day,  mount  joyfully  aloft  on  them  too ;  feel  that  I 
could  not  want  them  for  any  price  ?  O  August,  this  is  just,  this  is 
true ;  we  will  try  to  go  on  thus !  "  Thereupon  she  said,  with  many 
tears,  "  Dear  August,  my  heart  is  refreshed  to  its  inmost :  I  have 
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thoQght  of  Jesus,  and  wept  oyer  his  sorrows  *,  I  hare  felt,  for  the 
first  time  felt,  that  he  is  my  brother.  And  Mary»  what  must  not 
she  have  suffered  !  She  saw  her  beloved  Son  in  agony,  and  did  not 
sink ;  she  ttood  at  the  Cross.  That  I  could  not  have  done ;  I  am 
not  strong  enough  for  that.  Forgive  me,  God,  I  confess  how  weak 
lam."    ♦    ♦    ♦ 

'  At  nightfkll,  on  the  6th  of  March,  Bahel  felt  herself  easier  than 
for  long  before,  and  expressed  an  irresistible  desire  to  be  new 
dressed.  As  she  could  not  be  persuaded  from  it,  this  was  done, 
though  with  the  greatest  precaution.  She  herself  was  busily  helpful 
in  it,  and  signified  great  contentment  that  she  had  got  it  accom- 
plished. She  felt  so  well  she  expected  to  sleep.  She  wished  me 
good-night,  and  bade  me  also  go  and  sleep.  Even  the  maid,  Dora, 
was  to  go  and  sleep ;  however,  she  did  not. 

'  It  might  be  about  midnight,  and  I  was  still  awake,  when  Dora 
called  me  :  ''I  was  to  come,  she  was  much  worse."  Instead  of  sleep, 
Rahel  had  found  only  suffering,  one  distress  added  to  another ;  and 
now  all  had  combined  into  decided  spasm  of  the  breast  I  found 
her  in  a  state  little  short  of  that  she  had  passed  six  days  ago.  The 
medicines  left  for  such  an  occurrence  (regarded  as  possible,  not 
probable)  were  tried ;  but,  this  time,  with  little  effect.  The  fright- 
Ail  struggle  continued ;  and  the  beloved  sufferer,  writliing  in  Dora's 
arms,  cried,  several  times,  "  This  pressure  against  her  breast  was 
not  to  be  borne,  was  crushing  her  heart  out : "  the  breathing,  too, 
was  painfully  difficult  She  complained  that  "  it  was  getting  into 
her  head  now,  that  she  felt  like  a  cloud  there ; "  she  leaned  back 
with  that.  A  deceptive  hope  of  some  alleviation  gleamed  on  us  for 
a  moment,  and  then  went  out  forever ;  the  eyes  were  dimmed,  the 
mouth  distorted,  the  limbs  lamed !  In  this  state  the  Doctors  found 
her;  their  remedies  were  all  bootless.  An  unconscious  hour  and 
half,  during  which  the  breast  still  occasionally  struggled  in  spas- 
modic efforts, — and  this  noble  life  breathed-out  its  last  The  sight 
I  saw  then,  while  kneeling  almost  lifeless  at  her  bed,  stamped  itself 
glowing  forever  into  my  heart.' 

So  died  Rahel  Vamhagen  von  Ense,  bora  Levin,  a  sin- 
gular biographic  phenomenon  of  this  century ;  a  woman  of 
genius,  of  true  depth  and  worth ;  ^hose  secluded  life,  as  one 
cannot  but  see,  had  in  it  a  greatness  far  beyond  what  has 
many  times  fixed  the  public  admiration  of  the  whole  world ; 
a  woman  equal  to  the  highest  thoughts  of  her  century ;  in 
whom  it  was  not  arrogance,  we  do  believe,  but  a  just  self- 
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consciousness,  to  feel  that  *  the  highest  philosopher,  or  poet, 
*  or  artist  was  not  above  her,  but  of  a  like  element  and  rank 
'with  her/  That  such  a  woman  should  have  lived  un- 
known and,  as  it  were,  silent  to  the  world,  is  peculiar  in  this 
time. 

We  say  not  that  she  was  equal  to  De  Stael,  nor  the  con- 
trary ;  neither  that  she  might  have  written  De  StaeFs  books, 
nor  even  that  she  might  not  have  written  far  better  books. 
She  has  ideas  unequalled  in  De  Stael ;  a  sincerity,  a  pure 
tenderness  and  genuineness  which  that  celebrated  person  had 
not,  or  had  lost.  But  what  then  ?  The  subjunctive,  tlie 
optative  are  vague  moods :  there  is  no  tense  one  can  found 
on  but  the  preterite  of  the  indicative.  Enough  for  us,  Rahel 
did  not  write.  She  sat  imprisoned,  or  it  might  be  sheltered 
and  fosteringly  embowered,  in  those  circumstances  of  hers; 
she  '  was  not  appointed  to  write  or  to  act,  but  only  to  live.' 
Call  her  not  unhappy  on  that  account,  call  her  not  useless ; 
nay,  perhaps,  call  her  happier  and  usefuUer.  Blessed  are 
the  humble,  are  they  that  are  not  known.  It  is  written, 
'  Seekest  thou  great  things,  seek  them  not : '  live  where  thou 
art,  only  live  wisely,  live  diligently.  RaheFs  life  was  not 
an  idle  one  for  herself  or  for  others :  how  many  souls  may 
the  '  sparkles  showering  from  that  light-fountain '  have  kin- 
dled and  illuminated ;  whose  new  virtue  goes  on  propagat- 
ing itself,  increasing  itself,  under  incalculable  combinations, 
and  will  be  found  in  far  places,  afler  many  days  I  She  left 
no  stamp  of  herself  on  paper ;  but  in  other  ways,  doubt  it 
not,  the  virtue  of  her  working  in  this  world  will  survive  all 
paper.  For  the  working  of  the  good  and  brave,  seen  or  un- 
seen, endures'  literally  forever,  and  cannot  die.  Is  a  thing 
nothing  because  the  Morning  Papers  have  not  mentioned 
it?  Or  can  a  nothing  be  made  something,  by  never  so 
much  babbling  of  it  there?  Far  better,  probably,  that  no 
Morning  or  Evening  Paper  mentioned  it ;  that  the  right 
hand  knew  not  what  the  lefl  was  doing!  Rahel  might 
have  written  books,  celebrated   books.     And  yet,  what  of 
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books  ?  Hast  thou  not  already  a  Bible  to  write,  and  pub- 
lish in  print  that  is  eternal ;  namely,  a  Life  to  lead  ?  Si- 
lence too  is  great :  there  should  be  great  silent  ones  too. 

Beautiful  it  is  to  see  and  understand  that  no  worth,  known 
or  unknown,  can  die  even  in  this  earth.  The  work  an  un- 
known good  man  has  done  is  like  a  vein  of  water  flowing 
hidden  underground,  secretly  making  the  ground  green ;  it 
flows  and  flows,  it  joins  itself  with  other  veins  and  veinlets  ; 
one  day,  it  will  start  forth  as  a  visible  perennial  well.  Ten 
dumb  centuries  had  made  the  speaking  Dante ;  a  well  he 
of  many  veinlets.  William  Bumes,  or  Bums,  was  a  poor 
peasant ;  could  not  prosper  in  his  '  seven  acres  of  nursery- 
grouud,'  nor  any  enterprise  of  trade  and  toil ;  had  to  '  thole 
a  factor's  snash,'  and  read  attorney-letters,  in  his  poor  hut, 
'  which  threw  us  all  into  tears  : '  a  man  of  no  money-capital 
at  all,  of  no  account  at  all :  yet  a  brave  man,  a  wise  and 
just,  in  evil  fortune  faithful,  unconquerable  to  the  death. 
And  there  wept  withal  among  the  others  a  boy  named  Rob- 
eri,  with  a  heart  of  melting  pity,  of  greatness  and  fiery  wrath  ; 
and  his  voice,  fashioned  here  by  this  poor  father,  does  it  not 
already  reach,  like  a  great  elegy,  like  a  stern  prophecy,  to 
the  ends  of  the  world  ?  '  Let  me  make  the  songs,  and  you 
shall  make  the  laws ! '  What  chancellor,  king,  senator, 
begirt  with  never  such  sumptuosity,  dyed  velvet,  blaring 
and  celebrity,  could  you  have  named  in  England  that  was 
so  momentous  as  that  William  Bums  ?     Courage !  — 

We  take  leave  of  Varnhagen  with  true  goodwill,  and 
heartily  thank  him  for  the  pleasure  and  instruction  he  has 
given  us. 
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PETITION  ON  THE  COPTMGHT  BILL.1 

[1889.] 

To  the  Honourable  the  Commons  of  England  in  Parliament 
assembled,  the  Petition  of  Thomas  Carljle,  a  Writer  of 
Books, 

Hambly  showeth, 

That  your  petitioner  has  written  certain  books,  being  in- 
cited thereto  by  various  innocent  or  laudable  considerations, 
chiefly  by  the  thought  that  said  books  might  in  the  end  be 
found  to  be  worth  something. 

That  your  petitioner  had  not  the  happiness  to  receive  from 
Mr.  Thomas  Tegg,  or  any  Publisher,  Republisher,  Printer, 
Bookseller,  Bookbuyer,  or  other  the  like  man,  or  body  of 
men,  any  encouragement  or  countenance  in  writing  of  said 
books,  or  to  discern  any  chance  of  receiving  such  ;  but  wrote 
them  by  effort  of  his  own  and  the  favour  of  Heaven. 

That  all  useful  labour  is  worthy  of  recompense ;  that  all 
honest  labour  is  worthy  of  the  chance  of  recompense ;  that 
the  giving  and  assuring  to  each  man  what  recompense  his 
labour  has  actually  merited,  may  be  said  to  be  the  business 
of  all  Legislation,  Polity,  Government  and  Social  Arrange- 
ment whatsoever  among  men;  —  a  business  indispensable 
to  attempt,  impossible  to  accomplish  accurately,  difficult  to 
accomplish  without  inaccuracies  that  become  enormous,  in- 
supportable, and  the  parent  of  Social  Confusions  which  never 
altogether  end. 

That  your  petitioner  does  not  undertake  to  say  what  recom- 
i  The  EzAUiNKB,  April  7,  1889. 
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pense  in  monej  this  labour  of  his  may  deserve ;  whether  it 
deserves  any  recompense  in  money,  or  whether  money  in 
any  quantity  could  hire  him  to  do  the  like. 

That  this  his  labour  has  found  hitherto,  in  money  or 
money's  worth,  small  recompense  or  none ;  that  he  is  by  no 
means  sure  of  its  ever  finding  recompense,  but  thinks  that, 
if  so,  it  will  be  at  a  distant  time,  when  he,  the  labourer,  will 
probably  no  longer  be  in  need  of  money,  and  those  dear  to 
him  wiU  still  be  in  need  of  it 

That  the  law  does  at  least  protect  all  persons  in  selling 
the  production  of  their  labour  at  what  they  can  get  for  it,  in 
all  market-places,  to  all  lengths  of  time.  Much  more  than 
this  the  law  does  to  many,  but  so  much  it  does  to  all,  and 
less  than  this  to  none. 

That  your  petitioner  cannot  discover  himself  to  have  done 
unlawfully  in  this  his  said  labour  of  writing  books,  or  to 
have  become  criminal,  or  have  forfeited  the  law's  protection 
thereby.  Contrariwise  your  petitioner  believes  firmly  that 
he  is  innocent  in  said  labour;  that  if  he  be  found  in  the 
long-run  to  have  written  a  genuine  enduring  book,  his  merit 
therein,  and  desert  towards  £ngland  and  English  and  other 
men,  will  be  considerable,  not  easily  estimable  in  money ; 
that  on  the  other  hand,  if  his  book  proves  false  and  ephem- 
eral, he  and  it  will  be  abolished  and  forgotten,  and  no  harm 
done. 

That,  in  this  manner,  your  petitioner  plays  no  unfair  game 
against  the  world ;  his  stake  being  life  itself,  so  to  speak  (for 
the  penalty  is  death  by  starvation),  and  the  world's  stake 
nothing  till  once  it  see  the  dice  thrown  ;  so  that  in  any  case 
the  world  cannot  lose. 

That  in  the  happy  and  long-doubtful  event  of  the  game's 
going  in  his  favour,  your  petitioner  submits  that  the  small 
winnings  thereof  do  belong  to  him  or  his,  and  that  no  other 
mortal  has  justly  either  part  or  lot  in  them  at  all,  now, 
henceforth,  or  forever. 

May  it  therefore  please  your  Honourable  House  to  pro- 
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tect  him  in  said  happy  and  long-doubtful  event ;  and  (bj 
passing  your  Copyriglit  Bill)  forbid  all  Thomas  Teggs  and 
other  extraneous  persons,  entirely  unconcerned  in  this  ad- 
venture of  his,  to  steal  from  him  his  small  winnings,  for  a 
space  of  sixty  years  at  shortest  After  sixty  years,  unless 
your  Honourable  House  provide  otherwise,  they  may  begin 
to  steal. 

And  your  petitioner  will  ever  pray. 

Thomas  Carltle. 
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ON  THE  SINKING  OF  THE  VENGEUR.I 

[1889.] 
TO   OLIVER  TORKE,   ESQ. 

Dear  Yorke,  —  Shall  we  now  overhaul  that  story  of  the 
Sinking  of  the  Vengeur,  a  little  ;  and  let  a  discerning  public 
judge  of  the  same  ?  I  will  endeavour  to  begin  at  the  be- 
ginning, and  not  to  end  till  I  have  got  to  some  conclusion. 
As  many  readers  are  probably  in  the  dark,  and  young  per- 
sons may  not  have  so  much  as  heard  of  the  Vengeuvy  we  had 
perhaps  better  take-up  the  matter  ah  ovo,  and  study  to  carry 
uninstructed  mankind  comfortably  along  with  us  ad  mala, 

I  find,  therefore,  worthy  Yorke,  in  searching  through  old 
files  of  newspapers,  and  other  musty  articles,  as  I  have  been 
obliged  to  do,  that  on  the  evening  of  the  1 0th  of  June  1794, 
a  brilliant  audience  was,  as  often  happens,  assembled  at  the 
Opera  House  here  in  London.  Radiance  of  various  kinds, 
and  melody  of  fiddlestrings  and  windpipes,  cartilaginous  or 
metallic,  was  filling  all  the  place,  —  when  an  unknown  indi- 
vidual entered  with  a  wet  Newspaper  in  his  pocket,  and  ti- 
dings that  Lord  Howe  and  the  English  fleet  had  come-up  with 
YiUaret-Joyeuse  and  the  French,  off  the  coast  of  Brest,  and 
gained  a  signal  victory  over  him.'  The  agitation  spread 
from  bench  to  bench,  from  box  to  box;  so  that  the  wet 
Newspaper  had  finally  to  be  read  from  the  stage,  and  all  the 
musical  instruments,  human  and  other,  had  to  strike-up  Rule 
Britannia,  the  brilliant  audience  all  standing,  and  such  of 
1  Fraser'8  Maoaziitk,  No.  116.  *  Morning  Chronicle  of  June  1794. 
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them  as  had  talent  joining  in  chorus,  —  before  the  usual 
squaUacci  melody,  natural  to  the  place,  could  be  allowed  to 
proceed  again.  This  was  the  first  intimation  men  had  of 
Howe's  victory  of  the  Ist  of  June ;  on  the  following  evening 
London  was  illuminated:  the  Gazette  had  been  published, — 
some  six  ships  taken,  and  a  seventh,  named  Vengeur,  which 
had  been  sunk:  a  very  glorious  victory:  and  the  joy  of 
people's  minds  was  considerable. 

For  the  remainder  of  that  month  of  June  1794,  and  over 
into  July,  the  Newspapers  enliven  themselves  with  the  usual 
succession  of  despatches,  private  narratives,  anecdotes,  com- 
mentaries and  rectifications;  unfolding  gradually,  as  their 
way  is,  how  the  matter  has  actually  passed  ;  till  each  reader 
may  form  some  tolerably  complete  image  of  it,  till  each  at 
least  has  had  enough  of  it ;  and  the  glorious  victory  sub- 
merges in  the  general  fiood^  giving  place  to  other  glories. 
Of  the  Vengeur  that  sank,  there  want  not  anecdotes,  though 
they  are  not  of  a  very  prominent  kind.  The  Vengeur,  it 
seems,  was  engaged  with  the  Brunswick;  the  Brunswick 
had  stuck  close  to  her,  and  the  fight  was  very  hot ;  indeed, 
the  two  ships  were  hooked  together  by  the  Brunswick's 
anchors,  and  stuck  so  till  the  Vengeur  had  got  enough  ;  but 
the  anchors  at  last  gave  way,  and  the  Brunswick,  herself 
much  disabled,  drifted  to  leeward  of  the  enemy's  fiying  ships, 
and  had  to  run  before  the  wind,  and  so  escape  them.  The 
Vengeur,  entirely  powerless,  was  taken  possession  of  by  the 
Alfred,  by  the  OuUoden^  or  by  both  of  them  together ;  and 
Bank  after  not  many  minutes.  All  this  is  in  the  English  News- 
papers ;  this,  so  far  as  we  are  concerned,  is  the  English  ver- 
sion of  Howe's  victory,  —  in  which  the  sinking  Vengeur  is 
noticeable,  but  plays  no  pre-eminently  distinguished  part 

The  same  English  Newspapers  publish,  as  they  receive 
them,  generally  without  any  commentary  whatever,  the  suc- 
cessive French  versions  of  the  matter ;  the  same  that  can 
now  be  read  more  conveniently,  in  their  original  language, 
in  the  Chotx  des  Rapports,  vol.  xiv.,  and  elsewhere.     The 
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French  Convention  was  now  sitting,  in  its  Reign  of  Terror, 
fighting  for  life  and  death,  with  all  weapons,  against  all  men. 
The  French  Convention  had  of  coarse  to  give  its  own  ver- 
sion of  this  matter,  the  best  it  could.  Barrere  was  the  man 
to  do  that.  On  the  15th  of  Jane,  accordingly,  Barrere  re- 
ports  that  it  is  a  glorious  victory  for  France  ;  that  the  fight, 
indeed,  was  sharp,  and  not  unattended  with  loss,  the  etmemis 
du  genre  humain  being  ackcamis  against  us ;  but  that,  never- 
theless, these  gallant  French  war-ships  did  so  shatter  and 
astonish  the  enemy  on  this  Ist  of  June  and  the  preceding 
days,  that  the  enemy  shore-off*;  and,  on  the  morrow,  our  in- 
valuable American  cargo  of  naval  stores,  safely  stowed  in 
the  ^e^i  of  transport-ships,  got  safe  through  ;  —  which  latter 
statement  is  a  fiict,  the  transport-ships  having  actually  es- 
caped unmolested ;  they  sailed  over  the  very  place  of  battle, 
saw  the  wreck  of  burnt  and  shattered  things,  still  tumbling  on 
the  waters,  and  knew  that  a  battle  had  been.  By  degrees, 
however,  it  becomes  impossible  to  conceal  that  the  glorious 
victory  for  France  has  yielded  six  captured  ships  of  war  to 
the  English,  and  one  to  the  briny  maw  of  Ocean ;  that,  in 
short,  the  glorious  victory  has  been  what  in  unofficial  lan- 
guage is  called  a  sheer  defeat.  Whereupon,  afVer  some 
recriminating  and  flourishing  from  Jean-Bon  Saint-Andr^ 
and  others,  how  the  captain  of  the  Jacobin  behaved  HI,  and 
various  men  and  things  behaved  ill,  conspiring  to  tarnish  the 
laurels  of  the  Republic,  —  Barrbre  adroitly  takes  a  new 
tack ;  will  show  that  if  we  French  did  not  beat,  we  did  bet- 
ter, and  are  a  spectacle  for  the  very  gods.  Fixing  on  the 
sunk  Vengeur,  Barrere  publishes  his  famed  Rapport  du  21 
Metsidor  (9th  July  1794),  setting  forth  how  Republican 
valonr,  conquered  by  unjust  fortune,  did  nev«-theless  in 
dying  earn  a  glory  that  will  never  die,  but  flame  there  for- 
ever, as  a  symbol  and  prophecy  of  victories  without  end : 
how  the  Vengeur,  in  short,  being  entirely  disabled,  and  inca- 
pable of  commonplace  flight,  flew  desperate,  and  refused  to 
strike,  though  sinking;  how  the  enemies  fired  on  her,  but 
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she  returned  their  fire,  shot  alofc  all  her  tricolor  streamers, 
shouted  Vive  la  Republique  ;  nay,  fired  the  guns  of  her  up- 
per deck,  when  the  lower  decks  were  already  sunk  ;  and  so, 
in  this  mad  whirlwind  of  fire  and  shouting,  and  invincible 
despair,  went  down  into  the  ocean-depths;  Vive  la  Repu- 
Uique^  and  a  universal  volley  from  the  upper  deck,  being  the 
last  sounds  she  made.  This  Report  too  is  translated  accu- 
rately, in  the  Morning  Chronicle  for  July  26,  1794 ;  and 
published  without  the  smallest  commentary  there.  The  Yen- 
geur  with  all  her  crew  being  down  in  the  depths  of  ocean,  it  is 
not  of  course  they  that  can  vouch  for  this  heroic  feat ;  neither 
is  it  the  other  French,  who  had  all  fied  by  that  time :  no,  the 
testimony  is  still  more  indubitable,  that  of  oar  enemies  them- 
selves; it  is  'from  the  English  Newspapers'  that  Barrere 
professes  to  have  gathered  these  heart-inspiring  details,  the 
candour  even  of  these  ennemis  achames  could  not  conceal 
them,  —  which,  therefore,  let  all  Frenchmen  believe  as  a 
degree  truer  than  truth  itself,  and  rejoice  in  accordingly. 
To  all  this,  as  was  said,  the  English  Newspapers  seem  to 
have  made  no  reply  whatever. 

The  French,  justly  proud  of  so  heroic  a  feat,  a  degree 
truer  than  truth  itself,  did  make,  and  have  ever  since  con- 
tinued to  make,  what  demonstration  was  fit.  Convention  de- 
cree, Convention  decrees  were  solemnly  passed  about  this 
suicidal  Vengeur ;  the  deathless  suicidal  Vengeur  is  written 
deep  in  innumerable  French  songs  and  psalmody ings ;  a 
wooden  Model  of  the  Vengeur,  solemnly  consecrated  in  the 
Pantheon  of  Great  Men,  beckoned  figuratively  from  its  peg, 
'  Avtx  grands  hommes,  la  patrie  reconnaissance  ! '  —  and  hangs 
there,  or  in  the  Musee  Naval,  beckoning,  I  believe,  at  this 
hour.  In  an  age  of  miracles,  such  as  the  Reign  of  Terror, 
one  knows  not  at  first  view  what  is  incredible:  such  loud 
universal  proclamation,  and  the  silence  of  the  English  (little 
interested,  indeed,  to  deny),  seem  to  have  produced  an  almost 
universal  belief  both  in  France  and  here.  Doubts,  I  now 
find,  were  more  than  once  started  by  sceptics  even  among 
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the  French,  —  in  a  suitable  low  tone ;  but  the  '  solemn  Con- 
yen  tion  decrees,'  the  wooden  '  Modele  du  Vengeur  *  hanging 
visible  there,  the  *  glory  of  France  ? '  Such  doubts  were  in- 
stantly blown  away  again ;  and  the  heroic  feat,  like  a  mirror- 
shadow  wiped,  not  wiped  out,  remained  only  the  clearer  for 
them. 

Very  many  years  ago,  in  some  worthless  English  History 
of  the  French  Revolution,  the  first  that  had  come  in  my  way, 
I  read  this  incident;  coldly  recorded,  without  controversy, 
without  favour  or  feud ;  and,  naturally  enough,  it  burnt  itself 
indelibly  into  the  boyish  imagination ;  and  indeed  is,  with 
the  murder  of  the  Princess  de  Lamballe,  all  that  I  now 
remember  of  that  same  worthless  English  History.  Coming 
afterwards  to  write  of  the  French  Revolution  myself;  finding 
this  story  so  solemnly  authenticated,  and  not  knowing  that, 
in  its  intrinsic  character,  it  had  ever  been  so  much  as  ques- 
tioned, I  wrote  it  down  nothing  doubting ;  as  other  English 
writers  had  done;  the  fruit  of  which,  happily  now  got  to 
maturity  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  you  are  here  to  see  ripen 
itself,  by  the  following  stages.     Take  first  the  corpus  delicti : 

1.  Extract  from  CarlyWs  '  French  Revolution.*  i 

'  But  how  is  it,  then,  with  that  Vengeur  Ship,  she  neither  strikes 
nor  makes-off*?  She  is  lamed,  she  cannot  make-off;  strike  she  will 
not.  Fire  rakes  her  fore  and  aft  from  Tictorious  enemies ;  the  Yen- 
gear  is  sinking.  Strong  are  ye,  Tyrants  of  the  sea ;  yet  we  also,  arc 
we  weak  1  Lo  1  oil  flags,  streamers,  jacks,  every  rag  of  tricolor  that 
will  yet  run  on  rope,  fly  rustling  aloft :  the  whole  crew  crowds  to  the 
upper  deck ;  and  with  universal  soul-maddening  yell,  shouts  Vive  la 
B^puUigue,  —  sinking,  sinking.  She  staggers,  she  lurches,  her  last 
drunk  whirl ;  Ocean  yawns  ahysmal :  down  rushes  the  Vengeur, 
carrying  Vive  la  lUpublique  along  with  her,  unconquerable,  into 
Eteraity.' 

2.  Letter  from  Rear-Admiral  Griffiths,  in  the  '  Sun  *  Newspaper  of 
-'Nov.  1888. 

*  Mr.  Editor,  —  Since  the  period  of  Lord  Howe's  victory,  on  1st 
Jane  1794,  the  story  of  the  Vengeur  French  74-gun  ship  going  down 
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with  colours  flyingi  and  her  crew  crying  Vive  la  lUpublique,  Vive  la 
LibertSy  &c.,  and  the  further  absurdity  that  they  continued  firing  the 
maindeck  guns  after  her  lower  deck  was  immersed,  has  been  de- 
cUred,  and  has  recently  been  reasserted  by  a  French  author.  It 
originated,  no  doubt,  on  the  part  of  the  French,  in  political  and  ex- 
citing motives,  —  precisely  as  Bonaparte  caused  his  victory  at  Traf- 
algar to  be  promulgated  through  France.  While  these  reports  and 
confident  assertions  were  confined  to  our  neighbours,  it  seemed  little 
worth  the  while  to  contradict  it  But  now,  when  two  English  authors 
of  celebrity,  Mr.  Alison,  in  his  History  of  Europe  during  the  French 
Revolution,  and  Mr.  Carlyle,  in  his  similar  work,  give  it  the  confirma- 
tion of  English  authority,  I  consider  it  right  thus  to  declare  that  the 
whole  story  is  a  ridiculous  piece  of  nonsense.  At  the  time  the  Ven- 
geur  sunk,  the  action  had  ceased  some  time.  The  French  fleet  were 
making-ofi'  before  the  wind ;  and  Captain  Renaudin  and  his  son  had 
been  nearly  half-an-hour  prisoners  on  board  U.  M.  S.  CuUoden,  of 
which  ship  I  was  the  fourth  lieutenant ;  and  about  127  of  the  crew 
were  also  prisoners,  either  on  board  the  Culloden  or  in  her  boats, 
besides  I  believe  100  in  the  Alfred's,  and  some  40  in  the  hired  cutter, 
commanded  by  Lieutenant  (the  late  Rear-Admiral )  Winne.  The 
Vengeur  was  taken  possession  of  by  the  boats  of  the  Culloden, 
Lieutenant  Rotheram,  and  the  Alfred,  Lieutenant  Deschamps  ;  and 
Captain  Renaudin  and  myself,  who  were  by  Captain  Schomberg's 
desire  at  lunch  in  his  cabin,  hearing  the  cries  of  distress,  ran  to  the 
starboard  quarter  gallery,  and  thence  witnessed  the  melancholy 
scene.    Never  were  men  in  distress  more  ready  to  save  tliemselves. 

*  A.  J.  Griffiths.' 

This  Letter,  which  appeared  in  the  Sun  Newspaper  early 
in  November  last,  was  copied  into  most  of  the  other  News- 
papers in  the  following  days ;  I  take  it  from  the  Examiner 
of  next  Sunday  (18th  Nov.  1838).  The  result  seemed  to 
be  general  uncertainty.  On  me,  who  had  not  the  honour  at 
that  time  to  know  Admiral  Grifiiths  even  by  name,  still  less 
by  character,  the  main  impression  his  letter  lefl  was  that  this 
afifair  was  singular,  doubtful ;  that  it  would  require  to  be  far- 
ther examined  by  the  earliest  opportunity.  Not  long  aRer, 
a  friend  of  his,  who  took  an  intei*est  in  it,  and  was  known  to 
friends  of  mine,  transmitted  me  through  them  the  following 
new  Document,  which  it  appeared  had  been  written  earlier, 
though  without  a  view  to  publication  : 
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8.  Later  from  Raar-Admiml  Griffith  to  a  private  Friend  (penes  me). 

'  Since  you  request  it,  I  send  you  the  state  of  the  actual  fact  as  re- 
spects the  sinking  of  the  Vengeur  after  the  action  of  the  1st  June  1794. 

'  I  was  fourth  lieutenant  in  the  Culloden  in  that  action.  Mr.  Car- 
lyle,  in  his  Hittory  of  the.  French  Revolution,  vol.  iii.  p.  835,  gires,  in 
his  own  peculiar  style,  the  same  account  of  it  that  was  published  to 
the  world  under  the  influence  of  the  French  Government,  for  politi- 
cal and  exciting  purposes ;  and  which  has  recently  been  reiterated 
by  a  French  author.  Mr.  Cariyle,  in  adopting  these  authorities,  has 
given  English  testimony  to  the  farce  ;  farce  I  call  it,  —  for,  with  the 
exception  of  the  Vengeur  "  sinking,"  there  is  not  one  word  of  &ct  in 
the  narration.    1  will  first  review  it  in  detail :  — 

' "  The  Vengeur  neither  strikes  nor  makes-off."  She  did  both. 
She  made-off  as  well  as  her  disabled  state  admitted,  and  was  actually 
taken  in  tow  by  a  French  eighteen-gun  brig ;  which  cast  her  ofiT, 
on  the  Culloden,  Alfi-ed  and  two  or  three  others,  approaching  to  take 
possession  of  her.  "  Fire  rakes  her  fore  and  aft  ih>m  victorious  ene- 
mies." Wicked  indeed  would  it  have  been  to  have  fired  into  her,  a 
sinking  ship  with  colours  down ;  and  I  can  positively  assert  not  a 
gun  was  fired  at  her  for  an  hour  before  she  was  taken  possession  of. 
"  The  Vengeur  is  sinking."  True.  "  Lo !  all  flags,  streamers,  jacks, 
every  rag  of  tricolor  that  will  yet  run  on  rope  fly  rustling  aloft." 
Not  one  mast  standing,  not  okb  rope  on  which  to  hoist  or  display  a 
bit  of  tricolor,  not  one  flag,  or  streamer,  or  ensign  displayed ;  her 
colours  down ;  and,  ybr  more  than  half  an  hour  before  she  sunk.  Cap- 
tain Renaudin,  and  his  son,  &c.  prisoners  on  board  the  Cvlloden,  —  on 
which  I  will  by  and  by  more  especially  particuhirise.  "  The  whole 
crew  crowds  to  the  upper  deck ;  and,  with  universal  soul-maddening 
yell,  shouts  Vive  la  R^publique  1 "  Beyond  the  tact  of  the  crew  (ex- 
cept the  wounded  )^being  on  the  upper  deck,  not  even  the  slightest, 
the  most  trivial  semblance  of  truth.  Not  one  shout  beyond  that  of 
horror  and  despair.  At  the  moment  of  her  sinking,  we  had  on  board 
the  Culloden,  and  in  our  boats  then  at  the  wreck,  127  of  her  crew, 
including  the  captain.  The  Alfred  had  many ;  1  bdieve  about  100 : 
Lieutenant  Winne,  in  command  of  a  hired  cutter,  a  number ;  1  think, 
49.  "  Down  rushes  the  Vengeur,  carrying  Vive  la  R^pubUgue  along 
with  her,  unconquerable,  into  Eternity."    Bah  I  answered  above. 

'I  have  thus  reviewed  Mr.  Carlyle's  statement;  I  now  add  the 
particulars  of  the  &ct.  The  Vengeur  totally  dismasted,  going  off 
before  the  wind,  under  her  sprit-sail,  &c. ;  five  sail  of  the  line  come 
up  with  her,  the  Culloden  and  Alfred  two  of  these.  Her  colours 
down.  Lieutenant  Richard  Deschamps,  first  of  the  Alfred,  1  believe, 
took  possession  of  her.    The  next  boat  on  board  was  the  Culloden's, 
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Lieut.  Rotheram,  who  died  one  of  the  Captains  of  Greenwich  Hos- 
pital. Deschamps  went  up  the  side.  Rotheram  got-in  at  the  lower- 
deck  port,  saw  that  the  ship  was  sinking,  and  went  thence  to  the 
quarter-deck.  I  am  not  positive  which  boat  got  first  on  board. 
Rotheram  returned  with  Captain  Renaudin,  his  son,  and  one  man ; 
and  reported  her  state,  whereupon  other  boats  were  sent.  The  Yen* 
geur's  mainyard  was  lying  across  her  decks ;  Rotheram,  &c.  de- 
scended from  its  larboard  yard-arm  by  the  yard-tackle  pendant ;  and 
I  personally  heard  him  report  to  Captain  Schomberg  the  Vengeur's 
state,  "  That  he  could  not  place  a  two-feet  rule  in  any  durection,  he 
thought,  that  would  not  touch  two  shot-holes.*'  Except  the  Purser, 
Mr.  Oliyer,  who  was  engaged  in  arranging  the  prisoners  in  claases 
&c.  as  they  came  on  board,  I  was  the  only  ofBicer  who  knew  any 
French,  and  mine  very  so-so.  Captain  Schomberg  said  :  "  You  un- 
derstand French ;  take  Renaudin  and  his  son  into  the  cabin,  and  di- 
rert  his  mind  from  attention  to  his  ship  wliile  sinking."  Having 
been  in  presence  of  the  French  fleet  for  ttu^e  days  prior  to  the  ac- 
tion, the  accustomed  cooking  had  not  gone  on ;  the  galley-fire  was 
little  lighted.  But  the  Captain,  foreseeing,  had  a  cold  mutton-pie 
standing  by ;  this,  with  wine,  was  ordered  for  us ;  and  I  was  actu- 
ally eating  it  with  Renaudin,  a  prisoner  in  Captain  Schomberg's 
cabin,  when  a  bustle  on  deck  made  us  start  up ;  we  ran  to  the  star- 
board quarter-gallery,  and  saw  the  Vengeur,  tlien  say  a  stone's-throw 
from  us,  sink.    These  are  the  facts. 

'  Sept.  17, 1838.  A.  ^  Griffiths. 

'  I  have  said,  I  am  not  certain  which  boat  took  possession ;  and  I 
gave  it  to  the  Alfred,  because  there  arises  so  much  silly  squabbling 
on  these  trifles.  But  lh)m  Rotheram  taking  the  Captain,  it  seems 
probable  the  CuUoden's  boat  was  first  A  matter,  however,  of  no 
moment.' 

Such  a  Document  as  this  was  not  of  a  sort  to  be  lefl  dor- 
mant :  doubt  could  not  sleep  on  it ;  doubt,  unless  effectually 
contradicted,  had  no  refuge  but  to  hasten  to  denial  I  imme- 
diately did  two  things:  I  applied  to  Admiral  Griffiths  for 
leave  to  publish  this  new  letter,  or  such  portions  of  it  as 
might  seem  needful ;  and  at  the  same  time  I  addressed  my- 
self to  a  distinguished  French  friend,  well  acquainted  with 
these  matters,  more  zealously  concerned  in  them  than  almost 
any  other  living  man,  and  hitherto  an  undoubting  believer  in 
the  history  of  the  Vengeur.  This  was  my  Letter  to  him ; 
marked  here  as  Document  No.  4 : 
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4.  LeUer  of  T,  Carlyle  to  Monsieur . 

*  My  dear — ,  —  Enclosed  herewith  are  eopies  of  Admiral 

Grifflths's  two  Letters  concerning  the  Vengeur,  on  which  we  com- 
municated lately.  You  undertook  the  French  side  of  the  business ; 
you  are  become,  so  to  speak,  advocate  of  France  in  this  matter ;  as 
I  for  my  share  am  put  into  the  post  of  advocate  fbr  EngUind.  In 
the  interest  of  all  men,  so  far  as  that  can  be  concerned  here,  the 
truth  ought  to  be  known,  and  recognised  by  all. 

*  Having  read  the  story  in  some  English  book  in  boyhood,  natu- 
rally with  indelible  impression  of  it ;  reading  the  same  afterwards 
with  all  detail  in  the-  Choix  des  Bapports,  and  elsewhere ;  and  finding 
it  everywhere  acted  upon  as  authentic,  and  nowhere  called  in  ques- 
tion, I  wrote  it  down  in  my  Book  with  due  energy  and  sympathy, 
as  a  fact  forever  memorable.  But  now,  I  am  bound  to  say,  the 
Rear-Admiral  has  altogether  altered  the  footing  it  stands  on;  and 
except  other  evidence  than  I  yet  have,  or  know  where  to  procure, 
be  adduced,  I  must  give-up  the  business  as  a  cunningly  devised 
fable,  and  in  my  next  edition  contradict  it  with  as  much  energy  as  I 
asserted  it  You  know  with  how  much  reluctance  that  will  be ;  for 
what  man,  indeed,  would  not  wish  to  believe  it  ? 

*  But  what  can  I  do  ?  Barrfcre's  Rapport  does  not  even  profess  to 
be  grounded  on  any  evidence  except  what  "the  English  Newspapers  " 
afforded  him.  I  have  looked  into  various  "  English  Newspapers  ;  " 
the  Morning  Chronicle^  the  Opposition  or  "  Jacobin  "  journal  of  that 
period,  I  have  examined  minutely,  from  the  beginning  of  June  to 
the  end  of  July  1794,  through  all  the  stages  of  the  business ;  and 
found  there  no  trace  or  hint  of  what  Barr^re  asserts :  I  do  not  think 
there  is  any  hint  of  it  discoverable  in  any  English  Newspaper  of 
those  weeks.  What  Barr^re's  own  authority  was  worth  in  such 
cases,  we  all  know.  On  the  other  hand,  here  is  an  eye-witness,  a 
man  of  grave  years,  of  dignified  rank,  a  man  of  perfect  respecta- 
bility, who  in  the  very  style  of  these  Letters  of  his  has  an  air  of  art- 
lessness,  of  blunt  sincerity  and  veracity,  the  characteristic  of  a  sailor. 
There  is  no  motive  that  could  induce  him  to  deny  such  a  fact ;  on 
the  contrary,  the  more  heroic  one's  enemy,  the  greater  one's  own 
heroism.  Indeed,  I  may  say  generally  of  England,  at  this  day,  that 
there  could  not  be  anywhere  a  wish  to  disbelieve  such  k  thing  of  an 
enemy  recognised  as  brave  among  the  bravest,  but  rather  a  wish,  for 
manhood's  sake,  to  believe  it,  if  possible. 

*  What  I  should  like  therefore  is,  that  these  circumstances  were, 
with  the  widest  publicity  of  Journals  or  otherwise,  to  be  set  openly 
before  the  French  Nation,  and  the  question  thereupon  put :  Have  you 
any  counter-evidence  ?    If  you  have  any,  produce  it ;  let  us  weigh 
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it.  If  you  have  none,  then  let  ns  cease  to  believe  this  too  widely 
credited  narration ;  let  us  consider  it  henceforth  as  a  clever  fable  got- 
up  for  a  great  occasion ;  and  that  the  real  Vengeur  simply  fought 
well,  and  sank  precisely  as  another  ship  would  have  done.  The 
French,  I  should  hope,  have  accomplished  too  many  true  marvels  in 
the  way  of  war,  to  have  need  of  fiilse  marvels.  At  any  rate,  error, 
untruth,  as  to  what  matter  soever,  never  profited  any  nation,  man, 
or  thing. 

'  If  any  of  your  reputable  Journalists,  if  any  honest  man,  will  pub- 
lish, in  your  Newspapers  or  otherwise,  an  Article  on  these  data,  and 
get  us  either  evidence  or  no  evidence,  it  will  throw  light  on  the  mat- 
ter. I  have  not  yet  Admiral  Grifflths's  permission  to  print  tliis  sec- 
ond Letter  (though  I  have  little  doubt  to  get  it  vexy  soon) ;  but  the 
first  is  already  published,  and  contains  all  the  main  fiicts.  My  com- 
mentary on  them,  and  position  towards  them,  is  substantially  given 
above. 

'  Do  what  is  fit ;  and  let  the  truth  be  known. 

'  Tours  always, 

*  T.  Carltlb.' 

From  Admiral  Griffiths  I  received,  without  delay,  the 
requisite  permission ;  and  this  under  terms  and  restrictions, 
which  only  did  him  farther  honour,  and  confirmed,  if  there 
bad  been  need  of  that,  one's  conviction  of  his  perfect  candour 
as  a  witness  on  the  matter.  His  Letter  to  me  is  too  remark- 
able not  to  be  inserted  here ;  as  illustrative  of  this  contro- 
versy ;  nay,  especially  if  we  consider  the  curious  appendix 
he  has  added,  as  conclusive  of  it.  I  have  not  his  express 
permission  to  print  this ;  but  will  venture  to  believe  that  I 
have  a  certain  implied  discretionary  permission,  which,  with- 
out my  troubling  him  with  farther  applications,  may  suffice : 
6.  Letter  of  Rear- Admiral  Griffiths  to  T.  CaHyU. 

*  Sir, — I  have  received  a  Letter  firom ;  of  which  follows 

an  extract : 

'  In  reply  to  the  above,  I  have  to  say  that  you  are  at  ftill  liberty  to 
use  the  account  I  sent  you,  or  that  published  in  the  Sun  Paper,  and 
copied  thence  into  the  CUobe^  Morning  Post,  John  Buil,  &c. ;  and  to 
quote  me  as  your  authority.  But  as  I  have  no  desire  for  controversy, 
or  to  be  made  unnecessarily  conspicuous,  I  do  not  assent  to  its  being 
published  in  any  other  Unguage  or  Papers,  as  so  put  forth  by  me. 

*  I  never  deemed  it  worth  one  thought  to  awaken  the  French  from 
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their  dream  of  glory  in  this  case ;  and  should  have  still  preserved 
silence,  had  not  Mr.  Alison  and  yourself  given  it  the  weight  of  Eng- 
lish Authority.  What  I  abstained  from  doing  for  forty-four  years,  I 
feel  no  disposition  to  engage  in  now.  So  ^  as  I  am  an  active  party, 
I  oonfine  my  interference  to  our  side  of  the  water ;  leaving  you  to 
do  as  you  see  fit  on  the  other. 

'  The  statement  I  have  already  made  in  the  case  is  abundant  But 
I  will  put  you  in  possession  of  other  facts.  The  action  over ;  the 
British  fleet  brought-to ;  the  French  making  all  sail,  and  running  be- 
fore the  wind ;  their  dismasted  hulks  having  also  got  before  the 
wind,  and  following  them  ;  —  the  Vengeur  being  the  stemmost, 
having  a  French  jack  flying  on  the  stump  of  the  foremast.  Captain 
Duckworth  of  H.  M.  S.  Oriott,  ordered  the  first  lieutenant,  Mr. 
Meares,  himself  to  fire  a  shot  over  her.  This  Lieutenant  Meares  did, 
and  the  Vengeur  hauled  down  thejkuf  I 

■*  For  his  gallant  conduct  in  that  action,  on  his  return  to  France, 
Captain  Renaudin,  who  commanded  the  Vengeur,  was  promoted  to 
be  Rear- Admiral,  and  his  flag  was  flying  at  Toulon  on  board  the 
Tonnantf  when  I  was  first-lieutenant  of  the  Culloden  blockading  that 
port.  I  wrote  to  remind  him  of  the  treatment  he  had  met  with  when 
prisoner  on  board  the  Culloden  ;  and  soliciting  his  kindness  towards 
Lieutenant  Hills,  who  had  been  taken  in  H.  M.  S.  Berwick^  and  be- 
ing recognised  as  having,  in  command  of  a  battery  at  Toulon,  at  the 
period  of  its  evacuation,  wounded  a  Frenchman,  —  was  very  ill-used. 
Benaudin's  letter  now  lies  before  me ;  and  does  him  much  honour, 
as,  during  the  fervour  of  that  period,  it  was  a  dangerous  sin  to  hold 
intercourse  with  us.    I  send  you  a  copy ;  it  is  in  English. 

*  I  am.  Sir,  very  faithfully  yours, 

*  A.  J.  GaivvxTBS.' 

Here  next  is  the  *  curious  appendix'  we  spoke  of;  which 
might  itself  be  conclusive  of  this  controversy : 

Copy  of  Rear-Admired  Renaudin*8  Letter. 

'  ^^Onboard  of  the  skip  rotinonl,  Bay  of  Tbuion, 
the  sevenieetUh  Vendimicttre^  fourth  year  of 
the  tVeneh  RejnMie. 

' "  I  have.  Sir,  received  the  fevour  of  your  letter.  I  am  extremely 
obliged  to  you  for  the  interest  you  have  taken  to  my  promotion.  I'll 
never  forget  the  attention  you  have  paid  me,  as  well  on  board  the 
Culloden  as  when  going  to  prison.  I  wish  you  should  be  well  per- 
suaded that  your  generosity  and  sensibility  will  be  forever  present  to 
my  mind,  and  that  I  can't  be  satisfied  before  it  will  be  in  my  power 
to  prove  you  my  gratitude.    If  your  friend,  Lieutenant  Hills,  had 
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not  already  gone  back  home,  I  should  have  returned  to  him  all  the 
attention  you  have  been  so  good  to  paie  me.  IMl  be  always  sin- 
cerely satisfied  when  it  will  be  in  my  power  to  be  of  some  use  to  any 
of  the  officers  of  the  English  navy,  that  the  circumstances  of  war 
will  carry  in  my  country,  and  particularly  to  them  that  you  will  de- 
note me  as  your  friends. 

'  ''  Be  so  good  as  take  notice  of  our  French  officers  that  you 
have  prisoners,  and  particularly  to  Captain  Cond^  that  has  been 
taken  on  the  ship  Ca-ira.  Please  to  remember  me  to  Captain  Scbom- 
berg,  to  Mr.  Oliver,  and  to  all  the  rest  of  the  officers  that  I  hav« 
known  on  board  of  the  Culloden.  May  the  peace  between  our  na- 
tions give  leave  to  your  grateful  Benaudin  to  entertam  along  with 
you  a  longer  and  easier  correspondence." 

'  Addressed,  "  To  Lieutenant  Griffiths,  on  board  of  the  Culloden, 
Florenzo  Bay,  Corse  Island."  ' 

My  French  friend  did  not  find  it  expedient  to  publish,  in 
the  Journals  or  elsewhere,  any  *  article,'  or  general  challenge 
to  his  countrymen  for  counter-evidence,  as  I  had  suggested ; 
indeed  one  easily  conceives  that  no  French  Journal  would 
have  wished  to  be  the  foremost  with  an  article  of  that 
kind.  However,  he  did  what  a  man  of  intelligence,  friend- 
liness and  love  of  truth,  could  do  :  addressed  himself  to 
various  official  persons  connected  with  the  Naval  Archives 
of  France ;  to  men  of  note,  who  had  written  French  Naval 
Histories,  &c. ;  —  from  one  of  whom  came  a  response  in 
writing,  now  to  be  subjoined  as  my  last  Document  I  ought 
to  say  that  this  latter  gentleman  had  not  seen  Admiral  Grif- 
fiths's  written  Letters ;  and  knew  them  only  by  description. 
The  others  responded  vjjrbally ;  that  much  was  to  be  said, 
that  they  would  prepare  Memoires,  that  they  would  do  this 
and  that.  I  subjoin  the  response  of  the  one  who  did  re- 
spond :  it  amounts,  as  will  be  seen,  not  to  a  recantation  of 
an  impudent  amazing  falsehood,  but  to  some  vague  faint 
murmur  or  whimper  of  admission  that  it  is  probably  false. 

6.  Lettre  de  Monsieur d  Monsieur (24  Dec.  1838). 

*  Mon  cher  Monsieur,  —  Je  regrette  de  ne  pouvoir  vous  donner  des 
renseignemens  bien  prdcis  sur  hi  glorieuse  afikire  du  Vengeur.  Mats 
si  Topinion  que  je  me  suis  forme'e  sur  cet  6v^nement  peut  vous  Stro 
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de  qoelqae  utility,  je  me  f<^citerai  de  toub  Tavoir  donn^,  quelque 
peu  d'influence  qu'elle  doive  avoir  sur  le  jugement  que  Totre  ami  te 
propose  de  porter  sur  le  combat  du  18  Prairial. 

'  Je  Buis  de  Brest ;  et  c'est  dans  cette  ville  qu'arriva  Tescadre  de 
Yillaret-Joyeuse,  apr^  le  combat  meurtrier  qu'il  arait  livr^  k 
TAmiral  Howe.  Plusieors  des  marins  qui  avaient  assist^  k  Taffiiire 
du  13  Prairial  m'ont  assur^  que  le  Vengeur  avait  coul^  apris  avoir 
amen^  $on  pavilion.  Quelques  hommes  de  I'^quipage  de  cet  hero'ique 
vaisseau  furent  m^me,  ditron,  recueillis  sur  des  debris  par  des  embar- 
cations  anglaises.  Mais  il  n'en  est  pas  moins  vrai,  que  le  Vengeur  ne 
coula  qu'apr^  s'Stre  sacrifi^  pour  empdcher  Tescadre  anglaise  de 
couper  la  ligne  fran^aise. 

'  Lea  rapports  du  terns,  et  les  beaux  vers  de  Chanter  et  de  Le  Brun 
sur  le  uaufrage  du  Vengeur,  n'ont  pas  manqu^  de  po^dser  la  noble 
fin  de  ce  vaisseau.  C'est  aux  oris  de  Vive  la  Ripubliquef  disent-ils, 
que  le  vaisseau  s'est  englouti,  avec  le  pavilion  tricolore  au  plus 
haut  de  tons  ses  m^ts.  Mais,  je  le  r^p^te,  il  est  tr^s  probable  que  si 
une  partie  de  T^uipage  a  disparu  dessous  les  flots  aux  cris  de  Vive 
la  lUpuUique,  tout  T^quipage  n'a  pas  refusd  d'un  commun  accord  le 
secours  que  les  vaisseaux  ennemis  pouvaient  offi-ir  aux  naufrag^s. 
Au  surplus,  quand  bien  meme  le  Vengeur  ait  amen^  son  pavilion 
avant  de  couler,  Taction  de  ce  vaisseau  se  fesant  canonner  pendant 
plusieurs  heures  pour  disputer  k  toute  une  escadre  le  passage  le  plus 
&ible  de  la  ligne  fran9aise,  n'en  ^tait  pas  moins  un  des  plus  beaux 
faits  d'armes  de  notre  histoire  navale.  Dans  les  bureaux  de  la  ma- 
rine, au  reste,  11  n'existe  aucun  rapport  de  Villaret-Joyeuse  ou  de 
Jean-Bon  Saint-Andrd  qui  puissc  faire  supposer  que  le  Vengeur  ait 
could  sans  avoir  amend  son  pavilion.  On  dit  seulement  dans  ces  re- 
lations du  combat  du  13,  que  le  Vengeur  a  disparu  apr^s  avoir  r^istd 
au  feu  de  toute  Tescadre  anglaise  qui  voulait  rompre  la  ligne  pour 
tomber  sur  les  derri^res  de  Tarmde,  et  porter  le  ddsordre  dans  tout  le 
reste  de  notre  escadre. 

'  Voilk,  mon  cher  Monsieur,  tout  ce  que  je  sais  sur  Taffaire  qui 
vous  occupe.  C'est  peu  de  chose  comme  vous  le  voyez,  car  ce  n'est 
presque  que  mon  opinion  que  je  vous  exprime  sur  les  petits  ren- 
■eignemens  que  j'ai  pu  recueillir  de  la  bouche  des  marins  qui  se 
trouvaient  sur  le  vaisseau  la  Montagne  ou  d'autres  navires  de  Tesca- 
dre  Villaret. Recevez  I'assurance,'  &c.  &c. 

The  other  French  gentlemen  that  'would  prepare  Mi- 
moires*  have  now  in  the  sixth  month  prepared  none ;  the 
^  much '  that  ^  was  to  be  said '  remains  every  syllable  of  it 
unsaid.     Mj  friend  urged  his  official  persons ;  to  no  purpose. 
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Finally  he  wrote  to  Barr^re  himself,  who  is  still  alive  and  in 
possession  of  his  faculties.  From  Barrere  no  response.  In- 
deed, one  would  have  liked  to  see  the  ancient  adroit  counte- 
nance of  Barrere  perusing,  through  its  spectacles,  a  request 
to  that  effect  I  For  verilj,  as  the  French  say,  tout  est  dit 
What  can  be  added  on  such  a  matter? 

I  conclude  therefore,  dear  Yorke,  with  an  expression  of 
amazement  over  this  same  ^glorieuse  affaire  du  Vengeur  ;^ 
in  which  truly  much  courage  was  manifested ;  but  no  un- 
paralleled courage  except  that  of  Barrere  in  his  Report  of 
the  2l3t  Messidor,  Year  2.  That  a  son  of  Adam  should 
venture  on  constructing  so  majestic  a  piece  of  blague^  and 
bang  it  out  dexterously,  like  the  Earth  itself,  on  Nothing, 
to  be  believed  and  venerated  by  twenty-five  million  sons  of 
Adam  for  such  a  length  of  time,  the  basis  of  it  all  the  while 
being  simply  Zero  and  Nonentity :  there  is  in  this  a  great- 
ness, nay  a  kind  of  sublimity  that  strikes  us  silent,  —  as  if 
'  the  Infinite  disclosed  itself,'  and  we  had  a  glimpse  of  the 
ancient  Reign  of  Chaos  and  Noxl  Miraculous  Mahomet, 
ApoUonius  with  the  Golden  Thigh,  Mendez  Pinto,  Mun- 
chausen, Cagliostro,  Psalmanazar  seem  but  botchers  in  com- 
parison. 

It  was  a  successful  lie  too?  It  made  the  French  fight 
better  in  that  struggle  of  theirs  ?  Yes,  Mr.  Yorke ;  —  and 
yet  withal  there  is  no  lie,  in  the  long-run,  successful.  The 
hour  of  all  windbags  does  arrive ;  every  windbag  is  at  length 
ripped,  and  collapses  ;  likewise  the  larger  and  older  any 
ripped  windbag  is,  the  more  fetid  and  extensive  is  the  gas 
emitted  therefrom.  The  French  people  had  better  have 
been  content  with  their  real  fighting.  Next  time  the  French 
Grovemment  publishes  miraculous  bulletins,  the  very  badauds 
will  be  slower  to  believe  them ;  one  sees  not  what  sanction, 
by  solemn  legislative  decree,  by  songs,  ceremonials,  wooden 
emblems,  will  suffice  to  produce  belief.  Of  Nothing  you 
can,  in  the  long-run,  and  with  much  lost  labour,  make  only 
—  Nothing. 
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But  ODght  not  the  French  Nation  to  hook-down  that 
wooden  ^  Modele  du  Vengeury  now  at  this  ]ate  date  ;  and,  in 
a  quiet  way,  split  it  into  brimstone  lucifers  ?  The  French 
Nation  will  take  its  own  method  in  that 

As  for  Rear- Admiral  Griffiths,  we  \^ill  saj  that  he  has,  in 
his  veteran  years,  done  one  other  manful  service :  extin- 
guished a  Falsehood,  sent  a  Falsehood  to  the  Father  of  it, 
made  the  world  free  of  it  henceforth.  For  which  let  him 
accept  our  respectful  thanks.  I,  having  once  been  led  to 
assert  the  fable,  hold  myself  bound,  on  all  fit  occasions,  to 
Knassert  it  with  equal  emphasis.  Till  it  please  to  disappear 
altogether  from  the  world,  as  it  ought  to  do,  let  it  lie,  as  a 
copper  shilling,  nailed  to  the  counter,  and  seen  by  all  cus- 
tomers to  be  copper. 

1(M&  June  1889.  T.  Carltle. 

P.  S.  —  Curiously  enough,  while  this  is  passing  through 
the  press,  there  appears  in  some  French  Newspaper  called 
Ckronique  Univeraelle,  and  is  copied  conspicuously  into  the 
Paris  National  (du  10  Juin  1839),  an  article  headed  *  Six 
MatdoU  du  Vengeur,*  Six  old  sailors  of  the  Yengeur,  it 
appears,  still  survive,  seemingly  in  the  Bourdeaux  region,  in 
straitened  circumstances ;  whom  the  editor,  with  sure  hope, 
here  points-out  to  the  notice  of  the  charitable;  —  on  which 
occasion,  as  is  natural,  Barrere's  Hague  once  more  comes 
into  play,  not  a  whit  worse  for  the  wear,  nay  if  anything, 
rather  fresher  than  ever.  Shall  we  send  these  brave  old 
weather-beaten  men  a  trifle  of  money,  and  request  the 
Mayor  of  Momac  to  take  their  affidavit? 

*  Nothing  in  them  bnt  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
Into  something  new  and  strange  I  * 

Sorely  the  hkigue,  if  natural,  is  not  essential  in  their  case. 
Old  men  that  have  fought  for  France  ought  to  be  assisted  by 
France,  even  though  they  did  not  drown  themselves  after 
battle.     Here  is  the  extract  from  the  National : 
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'  Six  Matehts  du  Vengeur, 

*  Tandis  que  la  France  fkisait  triompher  son  ind^pendance  k  toutefl 
ses  fronti^res,  le  sol,  in^puisable  en  d^fenseurs,  safSsait  k  peine  k  la 
nourrir,  et  c'^tait  de  rAm^rique,  k  travers  les  flots  de  I'Oc^n,  que 
la  France  ^tait  reduite  k  receToir  son  pain.  L'Europe  en  armes  ne 
pouvait  dompter  la  revolution,  TAngleterre  essaya  de  la  prendre  par 
limine.  GrAce  k  la  croisi^re  de  rAmiral  Howe  sur  les  cotes  de  Bre 
tagne  et  de  Normandie,  eile  espdrait  intercepter  un  convoi  de  deux 
cents  Toiles,  charge  d'une  quantity  considerable  de  grains,  prfdeox 
ravitaillement  impatiemment  attendu  dans  no«  ports ;  mais  pour  san^ 
ver  ce  conToi  une  escadre  ft'an9ai6e  4tait  dejk  sortie  de  Brest  sous  le 
commandement  de  Villaret-Joyeuse  et  la  direction  du  representant 
du  peuple  Jean-Bon  Saint-Andre. 

*  Le  9  Prairial  de  Tan  II  (28  Mai  1794),  les  deuz  aimdes  navales  se 
Bont  aperyues,  et  le  cri  unanime  de  nos  Equipages  demande  le  combat 
avec  un  enthousiasme  irresistible.  Cependant  aux  trente-trois  rais- 
seaux  de  ligne  et  aux  douze  frigates  de  Tennemi,  nous  n'avions  k 
opposer  que  trente  b&timens,  que  des  matelots  enlev^s  de  la  veille  k 
la  charrue,  que  des  officiers  et  un  amiral  encore  novices  dans  leurs 
grades,  et  c'dtait  contre  les  marins  ezperimcntes  de  la  vieiUe  Angle- 
terre  qu'il  nous  fallait  soutenir  Thonneur  du  pavilion  tricolore,  arbor^ 
pour  la  premiere  fois  dans  un  combat  sur  mer. 

*  On  salt  que  le  combat  s'engagea  dbs  le  jour  m^me,  continua  d^s 
le  lendemain,  fut  deux  jours  interrompu  par  une  brume  epaisse,  et 
recommen9ale  13  (1*' Juin)  k  la  lumibre  d'un  soleil  dclatant,  avec 
une  opini&trete  inou'ic.  Notre  escadre  racheta  Tinhabilete  de  ses 
manoeuvres  par  un  deploiement  extraordinaire  de  courage,  la  ytva> 
cite  terrible  de  ses  feux  et  Taudace  de  ses  abordages.  De  quel  cdt6 
resta  la  victoire?  Les  deux  flottcs,  cruellement  endommagees,  se 
separ^rent  avec  une  egale  lassitude,  et  desesper^rent  d'arracher  un 
succ^s  decisif  k  la  superiorite  du  nombre  ou  k  renergie  de  la  resis- 
tance. Mais  cette  journee  fut  un  baptSme  de  gloire  pour  notre 
jeune  marine,  et  la  France  recueillit  le  prix  du  sang  verse.  Durant 
cette  m6me  journee,  notre  convoi  de  deux  cents  voiles  traversait 
paisiblement  le  champ  de  bataille  du  10,  encore  seme  de  debris,  et 
abordait  nos  cotes. 

'  Ce  fut  au  milieu  de  cette  action  si  memorable  qu'il  fut  donne  k  un 
vaisseau  fran^ais  de  se  fiiire  une  gloire  particuli^re  et  dMmmortaliser 
son  nom.  Cem6  par  les  b&timens  ennemis,  convert  des  lambeaux  de 
ses  voiles  et  de  sa  mAture,  cribie  de  boulets  et  dejk  faisant  eau  de 
toutes  parts,  le  Vengeur  reAise  d'amener  son  pavilion.  L'equipage 
ne  peut  plus  combattre,  il  peut  encore  mourir.    Au  tumulte  de  la 
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r^ifltance,  aux  clamean  du  courage  d^sespifr^  suco^e  un  profond 
silence ;  tous  montent  on  sont  port^s  sur  le  pont.  Ce  ne  Bont  plus 
des  combattang,  ce  sont  des  martyrs  de  la  religion  et  dc  la  patrie- 
Ul,  tranquillement  expos^  an  feu  des  Anglais,  sentant  de  moment 
en  moment  le  raisseau  s'enfonoer  dans  les  flots,  Tdquipage  salue  d'un 
dernier  regard  les  couleurs  nationales  flottant  en  pi^es  au-dessus  de 
sa  t6te,  ii  pousse  un  dernier  cri  de  Vive  la  R/publiquel  Vive  la  Liberti  I 
Vive  la  France  I  et  le  Yengeur  a  disparu  dans  Tablme.  Au  rdcit  de 
oe  fiiit,  dont  I'Angleterre  elle-meme  rendit  t^moignage  arec  admi- 
ration, la  France  entifere  Ait  ^mue  et  applaudit,  dans  ce  ddvouement 
sublime,  son  esprit  nouveau  flottant  sur  les  eaux  commc  il  marchait 
sur  la  terre,  indomptable  et  r^solu  k  raincre  ou  mourir.  D'apr^  un 
d6cret  de  la  Conrention,  le  Vengeur  Mgua  sod  nom  k  un  vaisseau  en 
construction  dans  les  bassins  de  Brest,  son  image  k  la  rodte  du  Fan- 
tli^on,  le  role  de  T^quipage  k  la  colonne  de  ce  temple,  et  tous  les  arts 
furent  appcMs  k  concourir  k  la  c^e'bration  de  tant  d'h^ro'isme,  tandis 
que  ia  reconnaissance  publique  s'empressait  de  secourir  les  yeures  et 
les  orphelins  des  h^roi. 

'  Yoilk  ce  que  fit  alors  la  France  ;  mais  ce  qu'elle  ignore  peut4tre, 
c'est  que  du  Vengeur  les  flots  n'ont  pas  tout  englouti,  et  que  six 
marins,  recueillis  par  Tennemi  et  long-temps  retenus  dans  les  prisons 
de  I'Angleterre,  ont  survdcu  jusqu*k  cette  heure  raeme,  n^duits  k  une 
condition  miserable  sur  le  sol  de  la  patrie  qui  les  honora  morts  ct  les 
oublie  vivans  I  Six,  avons-nous  dit,  et  voici  leurs  noms,  leur  dge,  leur 
position,  leur  nfsidence : 

'Pr€vaudeau  (Jacques),  ftg^  de  60  ans,  demeurant  k  Momac; 
Tirant,  bien  que  yieux,  du  pen  de  travail  qu'il  peut  faire. 

'  CercM  (Jean-Pierre),  kg4  de  69  ans,  demeurant  k  La  Tremblade ; 
Tivant  mddiocrement  de  son  trarail. 

'David  (Jacques),  invalide,  Ag6  de  66  ans,  demeurant  k  La 
Tremblade;  miserable. 

'Favier  (Jacques),  Ag^  de  64  ans,  demeurant  k  La  Tremblade; 
n'ajant  pour  vivre  que  le  travail  de  ses  bras. 

*  Torchut  ( Andr^-Pierre),  kge  de  70  ans,  demeurant  k  TAiguille ; 
oomme  ses  compagnons,  il  n'a  d 'autre  ressource  que  son  travail. 

'Manequin  (Fran9ois),  Ag^  de  70  ans,  demeurant  au  Oua;  men- 
diant  son  pain  et  presque  aveugle. 

'  Certes,  il  nous  conviendrait  peu  d'implorer  la  reconnaissance 
publique  pour  ces  six  marins ;  nous  croyons  suffisant  de  les  nommer. 
Qu'on  nous  permette  seulement  un  mot :  Sous  la  restauration,  un 
navire  fut  expddi^  jusque  dans  I'Oc^an-Paciflque  pour  d^couvrir  sur 
les  lointains  r^cifs  les  traces  du  naufrage  de  la  Peyrouse,  et  ce  Ait  k 
grands  frais  que  Ton  en  r€unit  quelqucs  d^ris  en  bois,  en  fer,  en 
Cttivre  et  en  plomb,  religiensement  conserves  dans  nos  musdes.    Au- 
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joord'hui,  c'est  sur  notre  plage  m€me  que  gisent,  ensevelis  dans  U 
>  mUbre  et  dans  robscurit^,  des  debris  vivans  du  naufrage  h^ro'iqae  da 
Yengeur ;  la  France  et  le  gouvemement  de  Juillet  pourraient-ils  n'^tre 
point  jalouz  d'acquitter  la  dette  nationale  envers  ces  derni^res  re- 
liques  du  patriotlsme  inspire  par  notre  grande  rdvolution  ?  —  Chronique 
Umoeraetie/ 

*^*  The  publication  of  this  Paper  in  IVaser^s  Magazine 
gave  rise  to  a  certain  effervescence  of  prose  and  verse,  pa* 
triotic-objurgatory,  in  several  of  the  French  Journals,  Revue 
Britannique^  National^  Journal  du  Peuple,  &c ;  the  result  of 
which,  tiireatening  to  prove  mere  zero  otherwise,  was  that 
*  M.  A.  Jal,  Historiographer  of  the  French  Navy,'  did  can- 
didly, in  the  Number  of  the  Rews  Britannique  for  October 
1839,  print,  from  the  Naval  Archives  of  France,  the  original 
Despatch  of  Captain  Renaudin  to  his  own  Government ;  the 
full  official  Narrative  of  that  battle  and  catastrophe,  as  drawn 
up  by  Renaudin  himself,  and  the  surviving  officers  of  the 
Vengeur ;  dated  Tavistock,  I  Messidor,  An  11,^  and  bearing 
his  and  eight  other  signatures  ;  —  whereby  the  statement  of 
Admiral  Griffiths,  if  it  needed  confirmation,  is  curiously  and 
even  minutely  confirmed  in  every  essential  particular,  and 
the  story  of  the  Vengeur  is  at  length  put  to  rest  forever. 

In  that  objurgatory  effervescence,  —  which  was  bound  by 
the  nature  of  it  either  to  cease  efi*ervescing  and  hold  its 
peace,  or  else  to  produce  some  articulate  testimony  of  a  liv- 
ing man  who  saw,  or  of  a  dead  man  who  had  said  he  saw, 
the  Vengeur  sink  otherwise  than  this  living  Admiral  Griffiths 
saw  it,  or  than  a  brave  ship  usually  sinks  after  brave  battle, — 
the  one  noticeable  vestige  of  new  or  old  evidence  was  some 
dubious  traditionary  reference  to  the  Morning  Chronicle  of 
the  16th  June ;  or,  as  the  French  traditionary  referee  turned- 
out  to  have  named  it,  *'  le  Journal  Le  Morning  du  \^  JuinJ 
Following  this  faint  vestige,  additional  microscopic  researches 
in  the  Morning  Chronicle  of  the  16th  June  and  elsewhere 
did,  at  last,  disclose  to  me  what  seemed  the  probable  genesis 

1  Twenty  days  before  that  final  sublime  Report  of  Barr^re's. 
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and  origin  of  Barr^re's  Fable ;  how  it  first  suggested  itself 
to  his  mind,  and  gathered  shape  there,  and  courage  to  pub- 
lish itself:  the  discovery,  unimportant  to  all  other  things  and 
men,  is  not  of  much  importance  even  to  our  criticism  of  Bar- 
rere  ;  altering  somewhat  one's  estimate  of  the  ratio  his  poetic 
faculty  may  have  borne  to  his  mendacity  in  this  business, 
but  leaving  the  joint  product  of  the  two  very  much  what  it 
was  in  spiritual  value  ;  —  a  discovery  not  worth  communicat- 
ing. The  thing  a  Lie  wants,  and  solicits  from  all  men,  is 
not  a  correct  natural-history  of  it,  but  the  swiftest  possible 
extinction  of  it,  followed  by  entire  silence  concerning  it 
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BAILLIE  THE  COVENANTER.1 

[1841.] 

Early  in  the  seventeenth  century  of  our  era,  a  certain 
Mr.  Robert  Baillie,  a  man  of  solid  wholesome  character, 
lived  in  moderate  comfort  as  Parish  Minister  of  Kilwinning, 
in  the  west  of  Scotland.  He  had  comfortably  wedded,  pro- 
duced children,  gathered  Dutch  and  other  fit  divinity-books ; 
saw  his  duties  lying  tolerably  manageable,  his  possessions, 
prospects  not  to  be  despised ;  in  short,  seemed  planted  as  for 
life,  with  fair  hopes  of  a  prosperous  composed  existence,  in 
that  remote  comer  of  the  British  dominions.  A  peaceable, 
*  solid-thinking,  solid-feeding,'  yet  withal  clear-sighted,  dili- 
gent and  conscientious  man,  —  alas,  his  lot  turned-out  to  have 
fallen  in  times  such  as  he  himself,  had  he  been  consulted  on 
it,  would  by  no  means  have  selected.  Times  of  controversy ; 
of  oppression,  which  became  explosion  and  distraction :  in- 
stead of  peaceable  preaching,  mere  raging,  battling,  soldier- 
ing; universal  shedding  of  gall,  of  ipk  and  blood:  very 
troublous  times !  Composed  existence  at  Kilwinning,  with 
rural  duties,  domestic  pledges,  Dutch  bodies  of  divinity,  was 
no  longer  possible  for  a  man. 

Till  the  advent  of  Laud's  Service-book  into  the  High 
Church  of  Edinburgh  (Sunday  the  23d  of  July  1637),  and 
that  ever-memorable  fiight  of  Jenny  Geddes's  stool  at  the 

1  London  and  Westminster  Review,  No.  72.  —  The  LeUera  and 
Journals  of  Robert  BailHe^  A.  3/.,  Principal  of  the  University  of  Ghsffow, 
1637-1662.  Edited  from  the  Author's  Manuscripts,  by  David  Laing,  Esq. 
S  vols.  (Vols.  i.  and  ii.)    Robert  Ogle,  Edinburgh,  1841. 
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head  of  the  Dean  officiating  there,  with  "  Out,  thou  foul  thief! 
wih  thou  say  mass  at  my  lug  ?  "  —  till  that  unexpected  cardi- 
nal-movement, we  say,  and  the  universal,  unappeasable  riot, 
which  ensued  thereupon  over  all  these  Kingdoms,  —  Baillie, 
intent  on  a  quiet  life  at  Kilwinning,  was  always  clear  for 
some  mild  middle  course,  which  might  lead  to  this  and  other 
blessings.  He  even  looked  with  suspicion  on  the  Covenant 
when  it  was  started ;  and  was  not  at  all  one  of  the  first  to 
sign  it.  Sign  it,  however,  he  did  by  and  by,  the  heat  of 
others  heating  him  ever  higher  to  the  due  welding  pitch ;  he 
signed  it,  and  became  a  vehement,  noteworthy  champion  of 
it,  in  such  fashion  as  he  could.  Baillie,  especially  if  heated 
to  the  welding  pitch,  was  by  no  means  without  faculty. 
There  lay  motion  in  him  ;  nay,  curiously,  with  all  his  broad- 
based  heaviness,  a  kind  of  alacrity,  of  internal  swiftness  and 
flustering  impetuosity,  —  a  natural  vehemence,  assiduous 
swifl  eagerness,  both  of  heart  and  intellect :  very  considerable 
motion ;  all  embedded,  too,  in  that  most  wholesome,  broad- 
based  love  of  rest !  The  eupeptic,  right-thinking  nature  of 
the  man  ;  his  sanguineous  temper,  with  its  vivacity  and  soci- 
ality; an  ever-busy  ingenuity,  rather  small  perhaps,  but 
prompt,  hopeful,  useful;  always  with  a  good  dash,  too,  of 
Scotch  shrewdness,  Scotch  canniness  ;  and  then  a  loquacity, 
free,  fervid,  yet  judicious,  canny^  —  in  a  word,  natural  vehe- 
mence, wholesomely  covered  over  and  tempered  (as  Sancho 
has  it)  in  *  three  inches  of  old  Christian  fat^  —  all  these 
fitted  Baillie  to  be  a  leader  in  General  Assemblies  and  con- 
claves, a  man  deputable  to  the  London  Parliament  and  else- 
whither. He  became  a  prominent,  and  so  far  as  the  Scotch 
Kirk  went,  preeminent  man  ;  present  in  the  thick  of  all 
negotiations,  Westminster  Assemblies,  Scotch  Commissions, 
during  the  whole  Civil  War.  It  can  be  said  too,  that  his 
natural  faculty  never,  in  any  pitch  of  heat  or  confusion, 
proved  false  to  him ;  that  here,  amid  revolt  and  its  dismal 
fluctuations,  the  worthy  man  lived  agitated  indeed,  but  not 
unprosperous.     Clearly  enough,  in  that  terrible  jostle,  where 

VOL.  IV.  20 


306  mSCELLANIKS. 

do  many  stumbling  fell,  and  straightway  had  their  lives  and 
fortunes  trodden  out,  Baillie  did,  according  to  the  Scotch 
proverb,  contrive  to  *  carry  his  dish  level '  in  a  wonderful 
manner,  spilling  no  drop  ;  and  indeed  was  found  at  last,  even 
after  Cromwell  and  all  Sectaries  had  been  there,  seated  with 
prosperous  composure,  not  in  the  Kirk  of  Kilwinning,  but  in 
the  Principalship  of  Glasgow  University ;  which  latter  he 
had  maintained  successfully  through  all  changes  of  weather, 
and  only  needed  to  renounce  at  the  coming-in  of  Charles  II., 
when,  at  any  rate,  he  was  too  old  for  holding  it  much  longer. 
So  invincible,  in  all  elements  of  fortune,  is  a  good  natural 
endowment ;  so  serviceable  to  a  man  is  that  same  quality  of 
motion,  if  embedded  in  wholesome  love  of  rest,  —  hasty 
vehemence  dissolved  in  a  bland  menstruum  of  oil ! 

Baillie,  however  we  may  smile  at  him  from  this  distance, 
was  not  entirely  a  common  character :  yet  it  must  be  owned 
that,  for  anything  he  of  himself  did  or  spoke  or  suffered,  the 
worthy  man  must  have  been  forgotten  many  a  year  ago  ;  the 
name  of  him  dead,  non-extant ;  or  turning-up  (as  the  doom 
of  such)  is  like  the  melancholy  mummy  of  a  name,  under 
the  eye  of  here  and  there  an  excavator  in  those  dreary 
mines, — bewildered,  interminable  rubbish-heaps  of  the  Crom- 
wellian  Histories  ;  the  dreariest  perhaps  that  anywhere  exist, 
still  visited  by  human  curiostity,  in  this  world.  But  his 
copious  loquacity,  by  good  luck  for  him  and  for  us,  prompted 
Baillie  to  use  the  pen  as  well  as  tongue.  A  certain  invalua- 
ble *  Reverend  Mr.  Spang,'  a  cousin  of  his,  was  Scotch  min- 
ister at  Campvere,  in  Holland,  with  a  boundless  appetite  to 
hear  what  was  stirring  in  those  days ;  to  whom  Baillie,  with 
boundless  liberality,  gives  sati.<faction.  He  writes  to  Spang, 
on  all  great  ocx;asions,  sheet  upon  sheet ;  he  writes  to  his 
Wife,  to  the  Moderator  of  his  Presbytery,  to  earls  and  com- 
moners, to  this  man  and  to  that ;  nothing  loth  to  write  when 
there  is  matter.  Many  public  Papers  (since  printed  in 
Rushworth*s  and  other  Collections)  he  has  been  at  the  pains 
to  transcribe  for  his  esteemed  correspondents ;  but  what  to  us 
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is  iniinitelj  more  interesting,  he  had  taken  the  further  trouble 
to  make  copies  of  his  own  Letters.  By  some  lucky  impulse, 
one  hardly  guesses  how — for  as  to  composition,  nothing  can 
be  worse  written  than  these  Letters  are,  mere  hasty  babble- 
ments, like  what  the  extempore  speech  of  the  man  would  be, 
—  he  took  this  trouble ;  and  ungrateful  po.<terity  reaps  the 
iruit  These  Letters,  bound  together  as  a  manuscript  book, 
in  the  hands  of  Baillie's  heirs,  grew  ever  more  notable  as 
they  grew  older ;  copies,  at  various  times,  were  made  of 
parts  of  them ;  some  three  copies  of  the  whole,  or  almost 
the  whole,  whereof  one,  tolerably  complete,  now  lies  in 
the  British  Museum.^  Another  usefuUer  copy  came  into  the 
hands  of  Woodrow,  the  zealous,  diligent  Historian  of  the 
Scotch  Church,  whose  numerous  Manuscripts,  purchased 
partly  by  the  General  Assembly,  partly  by  the  Advocates' 
Library,  have  now  been  accessible  to  all  inquirers,  for  a 
century  or  more.  Baillie,  in  this  new  position,  grew  ever 
notabler;  was  to  be  seen  quoted  in  all  books  on  the  his- 
tory of  that  period ;  had  to  be  read  and  searched  through, 
as  a  chief  authority,  by  all  original  students  of  the  same. 
Half  a  century  of  this  growing  notability  issued  at  last  in 
a  printed  edition  of  Baillie ;  two  moderate  octavo  volumes, 
published,  apparently  by  subscription,  at  Edinburgh,  in  1775. 
Thus,  at  length,  had  the  copious  outpourings,  first  emitted 
into  the  ear  of  Spang  and  others,  become  free  to  the  curios- 
ity of  all ;   purchasable  by  every  one  that  had  a  few  shil- 

1  As  in  thig  Museum  transcript,  otherwise  of  good  anthority,  the  name 
of  the  principal  correspondent  is  not  *  Spang  *  bat  *  Strang,*  and  we  learn 
elsewhere  that  Baillie  wrote  the  miseniblest  hand,  a  qaestion  arises, 
Whether  Strang  be  not,  once  for  all,  the  real  name,  and  Spang^  from  the 
first,  a  mere  false  reading,  which  has  now  become  inveterate?  Strang 
equivalent  to  Strong,  is  »ti11  a  common  name  in  those  parts  of  Scotland. 
I^Mmg  (which  is  a  Scottish  verb,  signifying  Uap molentiy^  leap  cUttractedhfy  — 
as  an  imprisoned,  terrified  kangaroo  might  leap)  we  never  heard  of  as  a 
Christian  person's  surname  before !  *  The  Reverend  Mr.  Leap-distracteJly ' 
labouring  in  that  dense  element  of  Gampvere,  in  Holland?  We  will  hope 
not,  if  there  be  a  ray  of  hopel    The  Bannatyne  Club,  now  in  a  manner 

responsible,  is  adequate  to  decide. Spang  is  the  name,  persist  they 

(A.  D.  1846). 
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lings,  legible  by  every  one  that  had  a  little  patience.  As  the 
interest  in  those  great  transactions  never  died-out  in  Scotland, 
Baillie's  Letters  and  Journals,  one  of  the  best  remaining  illus- 
trations of  them,  became  common  in  Scottish  libraries. 

Unfortunately,  this  same  printed  edition  was  one  of  the 
worst.  A  tradition,  we  are  told,  was  once  current  among 
Edinburgh  booksellers  that  it  had  been  undertaken  on  the 
counsel  of  Robertson  and  Hume ;  but,  as  Mr.  Laing  now 
i*emarks,  it  is  not  a  creditable  tradition.  Robertson  and 
Hume  would,  there  is  little  doubt,  feel  the  desirableness  of 
having  Baillie  edited,  and  may,  on  occasion,  have  been  heard 
8aying  so ;  but  such  an  edition  as  this  of  1775  is  not  one  they 
could  have  had  any  hand  in.  In  fact,  Baillie  may  be  said  to 
have  been  printed  on  that  occasion,  but  not  in  any  time  sense 
edited  at  all.  The  quasi-editor,  who  keeps  himself  entirely 
hidden  in  the  background,  is  guessed  to  have  been  one  '  Mr. 
Robert  Aiken,  Schoolmaster  of  Anderton,'  —  honour  to  his 
poor  shadow  of  a  name  I  He  went  over  Baillie*s  manuscripts 
in  such  fashion  as  he  could ;  '  omitted  many  Letters  on  pri- 
vate aflfairs ; '  copied  those  on  public  matters,  better  or  worse ; 
and  prefixing  some  brief,  vague  Memoir  of  Baillie^  gathered 
out  of  the  general  wind,  sent  his  work  through  the  press, 
very  much  as  it  liked  to  go.  Thanks  to  him,  poor  man,  for 
doing  so  much  ;  not  blame  that,  in  his  meagre  garret,  he  did 
not  do  more  !  But  it  is  to  be  admitted,  few  books  were  ever 
sent  forth  in  a  more  helpless  condition.  The  very  printer's 
en-ors  are  numerous.  Note  or  comment  there  is  none  what- 
ever, and  here  and  there  some  such  was  palpably  indispensa- 
ble ;  for  Baillie,  in  the  hurry  of  his  written  babblement,  is 
wont  to  designate  persons  and  things,  often  enough,  in  ways 
which  Spang  and  the  world  would  indeed  understand  at  the 
time,  but  which  now  only  critics  and  close  investigators  can 
make  out.  The  narrative,  watery,  indistinct,  flowing  out  in 
vague  diffusion,  at  the  first  and  best,  fades  now  too  frequently 
into  the  enigmatic,  and  stagnates  in  total  obscuration,  if  some 
little  note  be  not  added.     Whom  does  the  Letter-writer,  in 
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Ills  free  and  easy  speed,  intend  to  designate  by  such  phrases 
as  '  his  Lordhhip/  '  the  Lord  Marquis,'  his  Grace,  precious 
Mr.  David,  the  Reverend  Mr.  H.  of  N.  ?  An  editor  ought 
to  tell ;  and  has  not  tried  there  to  do  it.  Far  from  doing  it, 
he  has  even  mistaken  some  of  the  initials  themselves,  and  so 
left  the  natural  dimness  changed  into  Egyptian  dark.  Bead 
in  this  poor  Anderton  edition,  Baillie,  in  many  passages,  pro- 
duces the  effect,  not  of  a  paintuig,  even  of  the  hugest  sign- 
post painting,  but  of  a  monstrous,  foamy  smear,  resemblance 
of  no  created  thing  whatever.  Additional  outlays  of  patience 
become  requisite,  and  will  not  always  suffice.  It  is  an  enig- 
ma you  might  long  guess  over,  did  not  perhaps  indolence  and 
healthy  instincts  pi*emonish  you  that,  when  you  had  it,  the 
secret  would  be  worth  little. 

To  all  which  unhappy  qualities  we  are  to  add,  that  this 
same  edition  of  1775  had,  in  late  times,  become  in  the  high- 
est degree  difficult  to  get  hold  of!  In  English  libraries  it 
never  much  abounded,  nor  in  the  English  book-markets  ;  its 
chief  seat  was  always  its  native  one.  But  of  late,  as  would 
seem,  what  copies  there  were,  the  growing  interest  of  what* 
soever  related  to  the  hei'oes  of  the  Civil  War  had  altogether 
absorbed.  Most  interesting  to  hear  what  an  eye-witness, 
even  a  stupid  eye-witness,  if  honest,  will  say  of  such  mat- 
ters !  The  reader  that  could  procure  himself  a  Baillie  to 
pore  over,  was  lucky.  The  price  in  old-book  shops  here  in 
London  had  risen,  if  by  rare  chance  any  copy  turned  up,  to 
the  exorbitancy  of  two  guineas ! 

And  now,  under  these  circumstances,  the  Bannatyne  Club, 
a  private  reunion  of  men  who  devote  themselves  expressly  to 
the  rescue  and  reprinting  of  scarce  books  and  manuscripts, 
with  or  without  much  value,  very  wisely  determined  to  re- 
edit  Baillie;  first,  for  their  own  private  behoof;  and  sec- 
ondly, ab  is  their  wise  wont  in  some  cases,  and  as  in  every 
case  is  easy  for  them  (the  types  being  already  all  set,  and  the 
printer's  *  composition '  accomplished,  as  it  were,  gratis),  for 
the  behoof  of  the  public  that  will  buy.     Very  wisely  too, 
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thej  appointed  for  this  ta.^k  their  Honorary  Secretary,  the 
Keeper  of  the  Edinburgh  Signet  Library,  Mr.  David  Laing, 
a  gentleman  well  known  for  his  skill  in  that  province  of 
things.  Two  massive  Octavos,  in  round  legible  type,  are 
accordingly  here ;  a  Third  and  last  is  to  follow  in  a  few 
months ;  and  so  Baillie's  Letters  and  JoumcUs,  finally  in 
right  reading  condition,  becomes  open,  on  easy  terms,  to 
whoever  has  concern  in  it.  In  right  reading  condition ;  for 
notes  and  all  due  marginal  guidances,  such  as  we  desiderated 
above,  are  furnished ;  the  text  is  rectified  by  collation  of  three 
several  Manuscripts,  among  others,  Baillie's  own,  of  the  '  evil 
handwriting '  of  which  an  appalling  facsimile  gives  evidence ; 
the  various  Letters  relating  to  private  affairs  are  not  excluded 
in  this  edition,  but  wisely  introduced  and  given  in  full,  as  de- 
serving their  paper  and  ink  perhaps  better  than  the  average. 
On  the  other  hand,  public  Papers,  if  easily  accessible  else- 
where, are  withheld,  and  a  reference  given  to  the  Bushwarth, 
Hardwicke^  ITiurloe,  or  other  such  Collection,  where  they 
already  stand ;  if  not  easily  accessible,  they  are  printed  here 
in  appendixes ;  and  indeed  not  they  only,  but  many  more 
not  copied  by  Baillie,  some  of  them  curious  enough,  which 
the  editor's  resources  and  long  acquaintance  with  the  liter- 
ature of  Scotch  History  have  enabled  him  to  offer.  This 
is  the  historical  description,  origin  and  genesis  of  these  two 
massive  Octavos  named  Baillie's  Letters  and  Journals,  pub- 
lished by  the  Bannatyne  Club,  which  now  lie  before  us  ;  thus 
are  they,  and  thence  did  they  come  into  the  world. 

It  remains  now  only  to  be  added,  critically  as  well  as  his- 
torically, that  Mr.  Laing,  according  to  all  appearance,  has 
exhibited  his  usual  industry,  sagacity,  correctness,  in  this 
ca^e ;  and  done  his  work  well.  The  notes  are  brief,  illu- 
minative, ever  in  the  right  place ;  and,  what  we  will  praiste 
withal,  not  over  plenteous,  not  more  of  them  than  needed. 
Nothing  is  easier  than  for  an  antiquarian  editor  to  seize  too 
eagerly  any  chance  or  pretext  for  pouring-out  his  long-bottled 
antiquarian  lore,  and  drowning  his  text,  instead  of  refreshing 
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and  illustrating  it ;  a  really  criminal  proceeding  !  This,  we 
say,  the  present  editor  has  virtuously  forborne.  A  good  in- 
dex, a  tolerable  biography,  are  to  be  looked  for,  according  to 
promise,  in  the  Third  Volume.  Baillie  will  then  stand  on 
his  shelves,  accessible,  in  good  reading  condition :  a  fact 
which,  since  it  is  actually  a  fact,  may  with  propriety  enough 
be  published  in  this  journal,  and  in  any  and  all  other  journals 
or  methods,  as  widely  as  the  world  and  its  wants  and  ways 
will  allow. 

We  have  no  thought  here  of  going  much  into  criticism  of 
Baillie  or  his  Book  ;  still  less  of  entering  at  all  on  that  enor- 
mous Business  he  and  it  derive  their  interest  from,  —  that 
enormous  whirlpool  on  which,  the  fountains  of  the  great  deep 
suddenly  breaking  up,  the  pacific,  broad-based  Minister  sees 
himself  Uunched  forth  from  Kilwinning  Kirk,  and  set  sailing, 
and  epistolising !  The  Book  has  become  curious  to  us,  and 
the  Man  curious ;  much  more  so  on  a  riper  acquaintance 
than  they  were  at  first.  Nevertheless  our  praise  of  him, 
hearty  enough  in  its  kind,  must  on  all  sides  be  limited.  To 
the  general,  especially  to  the  uninformed  or  careless  reader, 
it  will  not  be  safe  to  promise  much  ready  entertainment  from 
this  Book.  Entertainment  does  lie  in  it,  both  amusement 
and  instruction  do ;  but  rather  for  the  student  than  the  care- 
less reader.  Poor  Baillie  is  no  epic  singer  or  speaker, — 
tiie  more  is  the  pity  !  His  Book  is  like  the  hasty,  breathless, 
confused  t€Uk  of  a  man,  looking  face  to  face  on  that  great 
whirl  of  things.  A  wiser  man  —  would  have  talked  mare 
wiselj  I  But,  on  the  whole,  this  man  too  has  a  living  heart, 
a  seeing  pair  of  eyes ;  above  all,  he  is  clearly  a  veracious 
man ;  telb  Spang  and  you  the  truest  he  has  got  to  tell,  in 
such  a  bustling  hurry  as  his.  Veracious  in  word ;  and  we 
might  say,  what  is  a  much  rarer  case,  veracious  in  thought 
too ;  for  he  harbours  no  malignity,  perverse  hatred,  purposes 
no  wrong  against  any  man  or  thing ;  and  indeed,  at  worst,  is 
of  so  transparent  a  nature,  all  readers  can  discern  at  all  times 
where  his  bias  lies,  and  make  due  allowance  for  that. 
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Truly,  it  is  pity  the  good  man  had  not  been  a  little  w]s«f, 
had  not  shown  a  little  more  of  the  epic  gifl  in  'Writing :  we 
might  then  have  had,  as  in  some  clear  mirror,  or  swift  contenn-' 
poraneous  Daguerreotype  delineator,  a  legible  living  picture  of 
that  great  Time,  as  it  looked  and  was !  But,  alas,  no  soul  of 
a  man  is  altogether  such  a  *  mirror ; '  the  highest  soul  is  only 
approximately,  and  still  at  a  great  distance,  such.  Beside^ 
we  are  always  to  remember,  poor  Baillie  wrate  not  for  us  at 
all ;  but  for  Spang  and  the  Fre-^bytery  of  Irvine,  with  no  eye 
to  us !  What  of  picture  there  is,  amid  such  vaporous  mazy 
indistinctness,  or  indeed  quite  turbulent  weltering  dislocation 
and  confusion,  must  be  taken  as  a  Grodsend.  I'he  man  gazus 
as  he  can,  reports  as  he  can.  His  words  flowing-out  bubble- 
bubble,  full  of  zealous  broad-based  vehemence,  can  rarely  be 
said  to  make  a  picture ;  though  on  rare  occasions  he  doea 
pause,  and  with  distinctness,  nay  with  a  singular  felicity,  give 
some  stroke  of  one.  But  rarely,  in  his  loquacious  haste,  baa 
he  taken  time  to  detect  the  real  articulation  and  structure  of 
the  matter  he  is  talking  of,  —  where  it  begins,  ends,  what  the 
real  character  and  purport,  the  real  aspect  of  it  is :  how  shall 
he  in  that  case,  by  any  possibility,  make  a  portrait  of  it  ?  He 
talks  with  breathless  loquacity,  with  adipose  vehemence, 
about  it  and  about  it.  Nay,  such  lineaments  of  it  as  he 
has  discovered  and  mastered,  or  begun  to  discover  (for  the 
man  is  by  no  means  without  an  eye,  could  he  have  taken 
time  to  look),  he,  scrawling  without  limit  to  Spang,  uses  not 
the  smallest  diligence  to  bring-out  on  the  surface,  or  to  sepa- 
rate from  the  as  yet  chaotic,  undiscovered ;  he  leaves  them 
weltering  at  such  depth  as  they  happen  to  lie  at.  A  picture 
does  struggle  in  him ;  but  in  what  state  of  development  the 
reader  can  guess.  As  the  image  of  a  real  object  may  do,  shad* 
owed  in  some  huge  frothy  ever-agitated  vortex  or  deluge,  — 
ever-agitated  cauldron,  boiling,  bubbling,  with  fat  vehemence  ! 

Yet  this  too  was  a  thing  worth  having :  what  talk,  what 
babblement,  the  Minister  of  rural  Kilwinning,  brought  sud- 
denly in  sight  of  that  great  World-transaction,  will  audibly 
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emit  from  him.  Here  it  is,  fresh  and  fresh,  —  after  two  cen- 
taries  of  preservation :  how  that  same  enormous  whirlpool, 
of  a  British  Nation  all  torn  from  its  moorings,  and  set  in 
conflict  and  self-oonflict,  represents  itself,  from  moment  to 
moment,  in  the  eyes  of  this  shrewd-simple,  zealous,  yet  broad- 
bottomed,  rest-loving  man.  On  the  whole,  is  there  not,  to 
the  eager  student  of  History,  something  at  once  most  attrac- 
tive and  yet  most  provoking  in  all  Memoirs  by  a  Contempo- 
rary ?  Contemporaneous  words  by  an  eye-witness  are  like 
no  other.  For  every  man  who  sees  with  eyes  w,  approxi- 
mately or  else  afar  off, —  either  approximately  and  in  some 
£»int  degree  decipherable,  or  too  far  off,  altogether  undeci- 
pherable, and  as   if  vacant   and   blank,  —  the   miraculous 

•  *  Daguerreotype-mirror, '  above  mentioned,  of  wliatever  thing 
transacts  itself  before  him.  No  shadow  of  it  but  lefl  some 
trace  in  him,  decipherable  or  undecipherable.  The  poor  soul 
had,  lying  in  it,  a  far  stranger  alchemy  than  that  of  the  elec- 
tric-plates: a  living  Memory,  namely,  an  Intelligence,  bet- 
ter or  worse.  Words  by  an  eye-witness  !  You  have  there 
the  words  which  a  son  of  Adam,  looking  on  the  phenomenon 
itself,  saw  fittest  for  depicturing  it.  Strange  to  consider : 
1^  the  very  phenomenon  itself,  does  stand  depictured  thero, 
though  under  such  inextricable  obscurations,  shortcoming^*, 
perversions,  —  fatally  eclipsed  from  us  forever.  For  we 
cannot  read  it;  the  traces  are  so  faint,  confused,  as  good 
as  non-extant  to  our  organs:  the  light  was  so  unfavor- 
able,—  the  'electric-plate'  was  so  extremely  bad,  Alas, 
you   read  a   hundred  autograph   holograph  letters,   signed 

*  Charles  Rex,'  with  the  intensest  desiro  to  understand 
Charles  Rex,  to  know  what  Charles  Rex  was,  what  he 
had  in  his  eye  at  that  moment;  and  to  no  purpose.  The 
summary  of  the  whole  hundred  autographs  is  vacuity,  inan- 
ity ;  like  the  moaning  of  winds  through  desert  places,  through 
damp  empty  churches :  what  the  writer  did  actually  mean, 
the  thing  he  then  thought  of,  the  thing  he  then  war.,  remain 
forever  hid  from  you.     No  answer ;  only  the  ever-moaning, 


814  MISCELLANIES. 

gnunt,  unsyllabled  woo-woo  of  wind  in  empty  churches !  Most 
provoking ;  a  provocation  as  of  Tantalus  ;  —  for  there  is  not 
a  word  written  there  but  stands  like  a  kind  of  window  through 
which  a  man  might  see,  or  feels  as  if  he  might  see,  a  glimpse 
of  the  whole  matter.  Not  a  jolt  in  those  crabbed  angular 
sentences,  naj  not  a  twirl  in  that  cramp  penmanship,  but  is 
significant  of  all  you  seek.  Had  a  man  but  intellect  enough, 
—  which,  alas,  no  man  ever  had,  and  no  angel  ever  had,  — 
how  would  the  blank  become  a  picture  all  legible  !  The 
doleful,  unsyllabled  woa-woo  of  church-winds  had  become  in- 
telligible, cheering  articulation ;  that  tragic,  fatal-looking,  peak- 
bearded  individual,  'your  constant  assured  fnend,  Charles 
Rex/  were  no  longer  an  enigma  and  chimera  to  you  I  With 
intellect  enough,  —  alas,  yes  it  were  all  easy  then ;  the  very 
signing  of  his  name  were  then  physiognomical  enough  of  him ! 
Or,  descending  from  such  extreme  heights  and  rarefac- 
tions, where,  in  truth,  human  nature  cannot  long  breathe 
with  satisfaction,  —  may  we  not  here  deduce  once  more 
the  humble  practical  inference,  How  extremely  incumbent 
it  is  on  every  reader  to  read  faithfully  with  whatever  of  in- 
tellect he  has  ;  on  every  writer,  in  like  manner,  to  exert  him- 
self, and  write  his  wisest  ?  Truly  the  man  who  says,  still 
more  who  writes,  a  wise  word  on  any  object  he  has  seen 
with  his  eyes,  or  otherwise  come  to  know  and  be  master  of, 
the  same  is  a  benefactor  to  all  men.  He  that  writes  unwise 
words,  again,  —  especially  if  on  any  great,  ever-memorable 
object,  which  in  this  manner  catches  him  up,  so  to  speak,  and 
keeps  him  memorable  along  with  it,  —  is  he  not  the  indispu- 
tablest  moZefactor  ?  Yes ;  though  unfortunately  there  is  no 
bailiff  to  collar  him  for  it,  and  give  him  forty  stripes  save 
one ;  yet,  if  he  could  do  better,  and  has  not  done  it,  —  yes ! 
Shall  stealing  the  money  of  a  man  be  a  crime  ;  and  stealing 
the  time  and  brains  of  innumerable  men,  generation  afler 
generation  of  men,  be  none  ?  For  your  tenebrific  criminal 
has  fixed  himself  on  some  great  object,  and  cannot  perhaps 
be  forgotten  for  centuries;  one  knows  not  when  he  will  be  en- 
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tirely  forgotten !  He,  for  his  share,  has  not  brought  h'ght  into 
the  world  according  to  his  opportunity,  but  darkness  ;  he  is  a 
son  of  Nox,  has  treacherously  deserted  to  the  side  of  Chao:$, 
Nox  and  Erebus ;  strengthening,  perpetuating,  so  far  as  lay 
in  him,  the  reign  of  prolixity,  vacuity,  vague  confusion,  or  in 
one  word,  of  stupidity  and  mt«knowledge  on  this  earth !  A 
judicious  Reviewer,  —  in  a  time  when  the  *  abolition  of  capi- 
tal punishments '  makes  such  progress  in  both  Hemispheres, 
—  would  not  willingly  propose  a  new  penalty  of  death  ;  but 
in  any  reasonable  practical  suggestion,  as  of  a  bailiff  and  for- 
ty stripes  save  one,  to  be  doubled  in  case  of  relapse,  and  to 
go  on  doubling  in  rigid  geometric  progression  till  amendment 
ensued,  he  will  cheerfully  concur. 

But  to  return.  The  above  considerations  do  not,  it  is  clear, 
apply  with  any  stringency  to  poor  Baillie  ;  whose  intellect,  at 
best,  was  never  an  epic  one ;  whose  opportunities,  good  as 
they  look,  were  much  marred  by  circumstances ;  above  all, 
whose  epistolary  performance  was  moderately  satisfactory  to 
Spang  I  We  are  to  repeat  that  he  has  an  intellect,  and  a 
most  lively,  bu^y  one  of  its  kind ;  that  he  is  veracious,  what 
80  few  are.  If  the  cursory  reader  do  not  completely  profit  by 
him,  the  student  of  History  will  prosper  better.  But  in  th]<, 
as  in  all  cases,  the  student  of  History  must  have  patience. 
Everywhere  the  student  of  History  has  to  pass  his  probation, 
his  apprenticeship ;  must  first,  with*  painful  perseverance, 
read  himself  into  the  century  he  studies,  —  which  naturally 
differs  much  from  our  century ;  wherein,  at  first  entrance,  he 
will  find  all  manner  of  things,  the  ideas,  the  personages,  and 
their  interests  and  aims,  foreign  and  unintelligible  to  him. 
He  as  yet  knows  nobody,  can  yet  care  for  nobody,  completely 
understand  nobody.  He  must  read  himself  into  it,  we  say ; 
make  himself  at  home,  and  acquainted,  in  that  repulsive  for- 
eign century.  Acquaintance  once  made,  all  goes  smoother 
and  smoother ;  even  the  hollow-sounding  *  constant  assured 
friend  Charles  Bex '  improves  somewhat ;  how  much  more 
this  headlong, warm-hearted,  blundering, babbling,  ^sagacious 
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jolterhead '  of  a  Baillie !  For  there  is  a  real  worth  in  him, 
spite  of  its  strange  guise ; — something  of  the  Boswell ;  rays  of 
clear  genial  insight,  sunny  illumination,  which  alternate  curn 
ously  with  such  babblement,  oily  vehemence,  confused  hallo* 
cination  and  sheer  floundering  platitude !  An  incongruous, 
heterogeneous  man ;  so  many  inconsistencies,  all  united  in  a 
certain  prime-element  of  most  turbid,  but  genuine  and  fertile 
radical  warmth. 

Poor  Baillie  !  The  daily  tattle  of  men,  as  the  air  carried 
it  two  hundred  years  ago,  becomes  audible  again  in  thoM 
pages :  an  old  dead  Time,  seen  alive  again,  as  through  a 
glass  darkly.  Those  hasty  chaotic  records  of  his,  written 
down  offhand  from  day  to  day,  are  worth  reading.  They 
produce  on  us  something  like  the  effect  of  a  contemporaneous 
daily  newspaper;  more  so  than  any  other  record  of  that 
time ;  much  more  than  any  of  the  MercurieSy  *  Britannic,' 
'  Aulic,'  '  Rustic,'  which  then  passed  as  newspapers,  but 
which  were  in  fact  little  other  than  dull-hot  objurgatory 
pamphlets,  —  grown  cold  enough  now.  Baillie  is  the  true 
newspaper ;  he  is  to  be  used  and  studied  like  one.  Taken 
up  in  this  way,  his  steamy  indistinctness  abates,  as  our  eye 
gets  used  to  the  steamy  scene  he  lives  in  ;  many  a  little  treit 
discloses  itself,  where  at  first  mere  vacant  confusion  was  dis* 
cemible.  Once  familiar  to  the  time,  we  find  the  old  contem- 
poraneous newspaper,  which  seemed  mere  waste  paper,  a 
rather  interesting  document  Nay,  as  we  said,  the  Kilwin- 
ning Minister  himself  by  degrees  gets  interesting ;  for  there 
is  a  strange  homely  worth  in  him,  lovable  and  ludicrous;  a 
strange  mass  of  shrewd  simplicities,  naiveties,  blundering 
ingenuities,  and  of  right  wholesome  vitalities  withal.  Many* 
tinted  traceries  of  Scotch  humours,  such  as  a  Gait,  a  Scott,  or 
a  Smollett  might  have  rejoiced  over,  lie  in  this  man,  unoblit-. 
erated  by  the  Covenant  and  all  distance  of  time.  How  inter- 
esting to  descry,  faintly  developed,  yet  there  and  recognisable 
through  the  depths  of  two  dead  centuries,  and  such  dense  gar- 
nitures and  dialects  ail  grown  obsolete,  the  indubitablest  traits 
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of  Scotch  human-nature,  redolent  of  the  *  West-country/  of 
the  kmdij  '  Salt-market^'  even  as  this  Day  still  sees  it  and 
k>Tinglj  laughs  over  it !  Rubicund  broad  lineaments  of  a 
Nicol  Jarvie,  sly  touches  too  of  an  Andrew  Fairservice  ;  nay 
9pntterings,  on  occasion,  of  the  tindery  tragic  fire  of  an  adust 
Lieutenant  Leshmahago,  —  fat  as  this  man  is,  and  of  a  pacific 
profession !  We  could  laugh  much  over  him,  and  love  him 
much,  this  good  Baillie  ;  but  have  not  time  at  present.  We 
will  point  out  his  existence ;  advise  all  persons  who  have  a 
call  that  way  to  read  that  same  '  contemporaneous  newspaper ' 
of  his  with  attention  and  thanks.  We  give  it  small  praise 
vhen  we  say,  there  is  perhaps  no  book  of  that  period  which 
will,  in  the  end,  better  reward  the  trouble  of  reading.  Alas, 
to  those  unfortunate  persons  who  have  sat,  for  long  months 
and  years,  obstinately  incurring  the  danger  of  locked-jaw,  or 
suspension  at  least  of  all  the  thinking  faculties,  in  stubborn 
perusal  of  Whitlocke,  Heylin,  Prynne,  Burton,  Lilburn, 
Land  and  Company,  —  all  fiat,  boundless,  dead  and  dismal 
as  an  Lish  bog,  —  such  praise  will  not  seem  too  promis* 
sory ! 

But  it  is  time  to  let  Baillie  speak  a  little  for  himself;  read- 
ers, both  cursory  and  studious,  will  then  judge  a  little  for 
themselves.  We  have  fished-up,  from  much  circumambient 
indistinctness  and  embroiled  babblement,  a  lucid  passage  or 
two.  Take  first  that  clear  vision,  made  clear  to  our  eyes  also, 
of  the  Scotch  encamped  in  warlike  array  under  Field-Marshal 
Alexander  Lesley,  that  'old  little  crooked  soldier,'  on  the 
slopes  of  Dunse  Law,  in  the  sunny  days  of  1 639.  Headers 
are  to  fancy  that  the  flight  of  Jenny  Geddes's  stool,  which  we 
named  a  cardinal  movement  (as  wrongs  long  compressed  do 
but  require  some  slight  fugling-signal),  has  set  all  Scotland 
into  uproar  and  violent  gesticulation :  the  first  slight  stroke  of 
a  universal  battle  and  wrestle,  with  all  weapons,  on  the  part 
of  all  persons,  for  the  space  of  twenty  years  or  so,  —  one  of 
the  later  strokes  of  which  severed  a  king's  head  offi    That 
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there  were  flocktngs  of  men  to  Edinburgh,  and  four  '  Tables ' 
(not  for  dining  at)  set  up.  That  there  have  been  National 
Covenants,  Greneral  Assemblies,  royal  commissioners ;  royal 
proclamations  not  a  few,  with  protests  of  equal  number ;  much 
ineffectual  proclaiming,  and  protesting,  and  vociferating;  then, 
gradually,  private  'drillings  in  Fife'  and  other  shires;  then 
public  calling-forth  of  the  *  twelfth  penny,*  of  the  'fbnrth 
fencible  men ; '  Dutch  arms  from  Holland,  Scotch  officers 
from  Germany,  —  not  to  speak  of  oommissariat-stores,  thrifty 
^  webs  of  harding '  {canwu)  drawn  *•  from  the  good  wives  of 
Edinburgh '  by  eloquent  pulpit-appeals  '  of  Mr.  Harry  Roi- 
lock : '  —  and  so,  finally,  this  is  what  we  discern  on  the  pleas- 
ant conical  Hill  of  Dunse,  in  the  summer  weather  of  1639. 
For,  as  Baillie  says,  *  They  might  see  now  that  before  we 
*'  would  be  roasted  with  a  slow  fire,  by  the  hands  of  Church- 

*  men  who  keeped  themselves  far  aback  from  the  same,  we 
'  were  resolved  to  make  a  bolt  through  the  reek,  and  try  to 
*'  g^t  a  grip  of  some  of  those  who  had  first  kindled  the  fire,  and 

*  still  laid  fuel  to  it,  —  and  try  if  we  could  cast  tkem  in  the 
'  midst  of  it,  to  taste  if  that  heat  was  pleasant  when  it  came 

*  near  their  own  skins  ! '  Proper  enough  ;  and  lo,  accord- 
ingly : 

*  This  our  march  did  much  affiny  the  English  camp :  Dunse  Law 
was  m  sight,  within  six  or  seven  miles ;  for  they  lay  in  pavilions 
some  two  miles  above  Berwick,  on  the  other  side  of  Tweed,  in  a  fliir 
plain  along  the  river.  The  king  himself,  beholding  us  through  a 
prospect  {8ffy-gixu8)j  did  conjecture  us  to  be  sixteen  or  eighteen  thon- 
sand  men  ;  but  at  one  time  we  were  above  twenty  thousand.' 

'  It  would  have  done  you  good  to  have  casten  your  eyes  athort  our 
brave  and  rich  Hill,  as  oft  I  did,  with  great  contentment  and  joy. 
For  I  (quoth  the  wren)  was  there  among  the  rest;  being  chosen 
preacher  by  the  Gentlemen  of  our  Shire,  who  came  late  with  my 
Lord  of  Eglinton.  I  furnished  to  half  a  dozen  of  good  fellows  mus- 
kets and  pikes,  and  to  my  boy  a  broadsword.  I  carried,  myself,  as 
the  fashion  was,  a  sword  and  a  couple  of  Dutch  pistols  at  my  saddle ; 
but,  I  promise,  for  the  offence  of  no  man  except  a  robber  in  the  way ; 
for  it  was  our  part  to  pray  and  preach  for  the  encouragement  of  our 
countrymen,  which  I  did,  to  my  power,  most  cheerfully.    Our  Hill 
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was  garnished  on  tiie  top,  towards  the  south  and  east,  with  our 
mounted  cannon  ;  well  near  to  the  number  of  forty,  great  and  small. 
Our  regiments  lay  on  the  sides  of  the  Hill,  almost  round  about ;  the 
place  was  not  a  mile  in  circle ;  a  pretty  round,  rising  in  a  declivity, 
without  steepness,  to  the  lieight  of  a  bow-shot ;  on  the  top,  somewhat 
plain  ;  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  length,  and  as  much  in  breadth  ; 
as  I  remember,  capable  of  tents  for  forty  thousand  men.  The 
crowners  ^  lay  in  kennous  (canixu)  lodges,  high  and  wide  ;  tlieir  cap- 
tains about  them  in  lesser  ones  ;  the  sojours  about  all  in  huts  of  tim- 
ber covered  with  divot  {turf)  or  straw.  Our  crowners,  for  the  most 
part,  were  noblemen:  Rothes,  Lindsay,  Sinclair  had  among  them 
two  full  regiments  at  least,  from  Fife ;  Balcarras  a  horse-troop ;  Lou- 
don,' &c.  &c.  '  Our  captains  were  mostly  barons,  or  gentlemen  of 
good  note ;  our  lieutenants,  almost  all,  sojours  who  had  served  over 
sea  in  good  charges.  Every  company  had  flying,  at  the  captain's 
tent-door,  a  brave  new  Colour,  with  the  Scottish  Arms,  and  this  dit- 
ton.  For  Christ's  Crown  and  Covenant,  in  golden  letters,*  —  a  notable 
emblazonment  indeed  I 

*■  The  councils  of  war  were  keepcd  daily  in  the  Castle  of  Dunse  ; 
the  ecclesiastic  meetings  in  Kothes's  large  tent.  Lesley  the  Grcneral, 
and  Baillie  his  Lieutenant,  came  nightly  on  their  horses  for  the  set- 
ting of  the  watch.  Our  sojours  were  all  lusty  and  ftill  of  courage ; 
the  most  of  them  stout  young  ploughmen  ;  great  cheerfulness  in  the 
face  of  all.  The  only  difficulty  was  to  get  them  dollars  or  two  the 
man,  for  their  voyage  from  home  and  the  time  they  entered  on  pay  : 
for  among  our  yeomen  money  at  any  time,  not  to  say  then,  used  to 
be  very  scarce.*  *  We  were  much  obliged  to  the  town  of  Edinburgh 
for  moneys  :  Harry  RoUock,  by  his  sermons,  moved  them  to  shake- 
out  their  purses ;  the  garners  of  Non-covenanters,  especially  of  James 
Maxwell  and  my  Lord  Winton,  gave  us  plenty  of  wheat.  One  of  our 
Ordinances  was  To  seize  on  the  rents  of  Non-covenanters,'  —  ane 
helplHil  Ordinance,  so  far  as  it  went. 

'  Our  sojours  grew  in  experience  of  arms,  in  courage,  in  favour, 
daily :  every  one  encouraged  the  other ;  the  sight  of  the  nobles  and 
their  beloved  pastors  daily  raised  their  hearts.  The  good  sermons 
and  prayers,  morning  and  even,  under  the  roof  of  Heaven,  to  which 
their  drums  did  call  them  for  bells ;  the  remonstrances,  very  frequent, 
of  the  goodness  of  their  Cause,  of  their  conduct  (guidance)  hitherto 
by  a  Hand  clearly  Divine ;  also  Lesley  his  skill  and  fortune,  —  made 
them  all  so  resolute  for  battle  as  could  be  wished.    We  were  feared 

1  Crotoner^  coroner^  and  (to  distinguish  this  officer  from  him  who  holds 
the  inquests),  coronet,  which  last  is  still  intrinsically  our  pronunciation 
of  the  word  now  spelt  cokmeL 
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{afraid)  that  emulation  among  our  nobles  might  have  done  hnnn 
when  they  should  be  met  in  the  fields ;  but  such  was  the  wisdom  and 
authority  of  that  old  little  crooked  souldier,  that  all,  with  ane  incred- 
ible submission,  firom  the  beginning  to  the  end,  gare  over  themseWes 
to  be  guided  by  him,  as  if  he  had  been  Great  Solyman.  He  keeped 
daily,  in  the  Castle  of  Dunse,  ane  honourable  table  :  for  the  nobles 
and  strangers,  with  himself :  for  the  gentlemen  waiters,  thereafte^  at 
a  long  side-table.  I  had  the  honour,  by  accident,  one  day  to  be  his 
chaplain  at  table,  on  his  left  hand.  The  fare  was  as  became  a  gen- 
eral in  time  of  war :  not  so  curious  by  far  as  Arundel's,  in  the  Eng- 
lish Camp,  to  our  nobles ;  but  yc  know  that  the  English  sumptuositr, 
both  in  war  and  peace,  is  despised  by  all  their  neighbours,'  —  bursten 
poke-ptuidinffs  of  Englishers,  whose  daily  care  is  to  dine,  not  wisely 
but  too  well  1 

'  But  had  ye  lent  your  ear  In  the  morning,  or  especially  at  even, 
and  heard  in  the  tents  the  sound  of  some  singing  psalms,  some  pray- 
ing, and  some  reading  Scripture,  ye  would  have  been  refreshed. 
True,  there  was  swearing,  and  cursing,  and  brawling,  in  some  quar- 
ters :  but  we  hoped,  if  our  camp  had  been  a  little  settled,  to  have  got- 
ten some  way  for  these  misorders ;  for  all,  of  any  fashion,  did  regret, 
and  all  did  promise  to  contribute  their  best  endeavours  for  helping 
all  abuses.  For  myself,  1  never  found  my  mind  in  better  temper 
than  it  was  all  the  time  frae  I  came  from  home,  till  my  head  was 
again  homeward ;  for  I  w;as  as  a  man  who  had  taken  my  leave  from 
the  world,  and  was  resolved  to  die  in  that  service  without  return.  I 
found  the  favour  of  God  shining  upon  me;  and  a  sweet,  meek,  yet 
strong  and  vehement  spirit  leading  me,  all  along.  But,  alas,  I  waa 
no  sooner  on  my  way  westward,  after  the  conclusion  of  peace,  thaa 
my  old  security  returned.'  ^ 

This  19  the  Scotch  Encampment  on  the  Hill  of  Dunse ; 
King  Charles  looking  at  it  through  a  spy-glass,  not  without 
interest,  from  the  plain  above  Berwick  on  the  other  side  of 
the  river.  Could  he  have  discovered  the  Reverend  Robert 
Baillie  riding  thither  from  Kilwinning,  girt  with  sword  and 
Dutch  pistols,  followed  by  the  five  or  six  rough  characters 
whom  he  had  laid  out  hard  ci^h  to  furnish  w^ith  muskets  and 

1  We  have  used  the  freedom  to  modernise  Baillie*8  spelling  a  little; 
about  which,  *  as  he  could  never  fix,*  says  Mr.  Laing,  *  on  any  constant 
way  of  spelling  his  own  name/  there  need  not  be  much  delicacy:  we  also 
endeavour  to  improve  his  punctuation,  &c.  here  and  there;  but  will  no* 
where  in  the  least  alter  his  sense. 
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pikes,  and  to  what  a  dreadful  pitch  the  mind  of  the  pacific 
broad-based  man  had  now  got  itself  screwed,  resolute  '  to  die 
on  that  service  without  return,'  —  truly,  this  also  might  have 
been  illuminative  for  his  Majesty !  Heavy  Baillie  was  an 
emblem  of  heavy  Scotland,  in  the  rear  of  which  lay  heavy 
England.  But  *  our  sweet  Prince '  discerned  only  the  surfaces 
of  things.  The  mean  peddling  details  hid  from  him,  as  they 
still  do  from  so  many,  the  essential  great  meaning  of  the  mat- 
ter ;  and  he  thought,  and  still  again  thought,  that  the  rising- 
up  of  a  million  men,  to  assert  that  they  yvere  verily  men  with 
souls,  and  not  automatons  with  wires,  was  some  loud-sounding 
pettiness,  some  intrigue,  —  to  be  dealt  with  by  intriguing. 
Herein  he  fundamentally  mistook;  mis-saw;  —  and  so  mis- 
went,  poor  Prince,  in  all  manner  of  ways :  to  the  front  of 
Whitehall  uhimately ! 

But  let  us  now,  also  through  a  kind  of  dim  spy-glass,  cast 
a  far-off  look  into  the  domesticities  of  Baillie ;  let  us  glance, 
namely,  through  certain  of  these  paper-missives,  into  that 
ancient  Manse  of  Kilwinning ;  all  vanished  now,  to  the  last 
stone  of  it,  long  since ;  swallowed  in  the  depths  of  edacious 
Time.  The  reader  shall  also  see  a  journey  to  Town  done  on 
ponies,  along  the  coast  of  what  is  now  the  Great  Northeastern 
Railway,  working  with  so  much  more  velocity  by  steam  ! 

The  *  Treaty  of  Berwick,'  fruit  of  that  Dunse-Law  expedi- 
tion of  the  Scotch  People,  has  soon  issued  again  in  proclama- 
tions,  in  '  papers  burnt  by  the  hangman  ; '  and  then  in  a  new 
Scotch  Armament,  lodged,  this  time,  not  on  Dunse  Hill,  with 
uncertain  moneys  from  Mr.  Harry  Rollock,  but,  by  a  bold 
movement  through  the  Tyne  at  Newbum,  safely  in  the  town 
of  Newcastle,  with  eight  hundred  pounds  a-day  from  the 
northern  counties  :  whereupon  follows  a  new  *  Treaty  of  Rip- 
pon,'  —  fit  also  to  be  burnt  by  the  hangman  by  and  by. 
Baillie  rejoices  somewhat  in  the  milk  and  honey  of  these 
northern  counties,  comparatively  a  fat,  productive  land.  The 
heroic  man,  girt  again  with  Dutch  pistols,  innocuous  except 
to  thieves,  had  made  his  Will  before  departing  on  these  for- 
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midable  expeditions :  *  It  will  be  mj  earnest  desire,'  thus  wills 
he, '  that  my  wife  be  content  with  the  annual-rent  of  seven 
*•  thousand  merk  (Scots)  from  what  is  first  and  readiest,  and 

*  that  she  quit  judicially  what  further  she  could  crave  by  her 

*  very  subdolous  contract*  —  subdolous  contract,  I  say,  though 
not  of  her  making ;  which  she  should  quit,     *  What  then  re- 

*  mains,  let  it  be  employed  for  her  childt^en's  education  and 

*  profit.    I  would  give  to  Robert  five  thou>and  merk,  if  he  quit 

*  his  heirship  ;  the  rest  to  be  equally  divided  betwixt  Harrie 
'  and  Lillie.     Three  hundred  merk  to  be  distribute  presently 

*  among  the  Poor  of  the  Parish  of  Kilwinning,  at  sight  of 

*  the  Session.'  All  this  we  omit,  and  leave  behind  us  in  a 
state  of  comfortable  fixity ;  —  being  bound  now  on  a  new 
mission  :  to  the  new  Parliament  (which  will  one  day  become 
a  Long  Parliament)  just  sitting  down  at  present.  Read  these 
select  fractions  of  Letters  *to  Mrs.  Baillie  at  Kilwinning,' 
dated  November  1 640,  on  the  road  to  London : 

*  My  Heart,  -^  I  wrote  to  thee  from  Edinburgh ;  also,  from  Kelso, 
to  Mr.  Claud,  suspecting  thy  absence  from  home.  I  wrote  to  thee 
likewise  here,  in  Newcastle,  on  Saturday  last.  Since,  I  thank  God, 
I  have  been  very  weel,  as  thy  heart  could  wish,  and  all  my  company. 

*  Yesternight  the  Committee  sent  for  me,  and  told  me  of  their  de- 
sire I  should  go  to  London  with  the  Commissioners.  I  made  sundry 
difficulties;  which  partly  they  answered,  and  partly  took  to  their 
consideration  till  this  day.  But  now,  at  our  presbytery  after  sermon, 
both  our  noblemen  and  ministers  in  one  voice  thought  meet  that  not 
only  Mr.  Alexander  Henderson,  but  also  Mr.  Robert  Blair,  Mr.  George 
Gillespie,  and  I,  should  all  three,  for  divers  ends,  go  to  London  ;  Mr. 
Robert  Blair  to  satisfy  the  minds  of  many  in  England  who  love  the 
way  of  New  England  {Independency)  better  than  that  of  Presbyteries 
in  our  Church ;  I  for  the  convincing  of  that  prevalent  faction  {Ar- 
minfan  Episcopals)  against  which  I  have  written  ;  Mr.  Gillespie  for 
the  crj'ing-down  of  the  English  ceremonies,  on  which  he  has  written ; 
and  all  four  of  us  to  preach,  by  turns,  to  our  Commissioners  in  their 
house ;  which  is  the  custom  of  divers  noblemen  at  court,  and  was 
our  practice  all  the  time  of  the.  Conference  at  Rippon.  We  mind  to 
Durham,  God  willing,  to-morrow ;  and  other  twelve  miles  on  Satur- 
day, to  Darntoun  {Darlington),  there  to  stay  all  Sunday,  where  we 
hope  to  hear,  before  we  cross  the  Tees  on  Monday,  how  things  are 
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like  to  frame  in  the  Engliih  Parliament.  London  is  ftshed  with  a 
defluxton ;  he  will  stay  here  till  Monday,  and  come  on  as  health 
serves,  journey  or  post 

'  They  speak  here  of  the  prentices  pulling  down  the  High-Com- 
mission house  at  London ;  of  General  King's  landing,  with  six  or 
seven  thousand  Danes,  in  the  mouth  of  the  Thames,  near  London. 
We  wish  it  were  so ;  but  we  take  it,  and  many  things  more  you  will 
hear,  for  clatters. 

'  My  Heart,  draw  near  to  God ;  neglect  not  thy  prayers  morning 
and  evening  with  thy  servants,  as  God  will  help  thee ;  read  and 
pray,  beside  that,  in  private.  Put  Kob  to  the  school :  teach  him  and 
Harrie  both  some  little  beginnings  of  God's  fear ;  have  a  care  of  my 
little  Lillie.    I  pray  thee  write  to  me  how  thou  and  they  are. 

*  Thy  awne, 

*  Newcastle,  5  November  1640.*  '  R.  Baxllob. 


'  My  Heart,  —  Thou  sees  I  slip  no  occasion.  I  wrote  to  thee  yes- 
ternight from  Newcastle ;  this  night  I  am  in  Durham,  very  weel,  re- 
joicing in  God's  good  providence. 

'  After  I  closed  my  letters,  my  boy  Jamie  was  earnest  to  go  witli 
me ;  so,  notwithstanding  of  my  former  resolution  to  send  him  home, 
I  was  content  to  take  him.  I  spake  to  the  General,  and  put-in  his 
name,  as  my  man,  in  the  safe-conduct.  But,  when  I  was  to  loup  on 
{to  mount  horse),  he  failed  me,  and  would  go  no  farther !  I  could  not 
strive  then ;  I  gave  him  his  leave,  and  a  dollar  to  carry  him  home. 
His  folly  did  me  great  wrong ;  for  if  I  should  have  gone  back  to  be- 
speak ane  other,  I  would  have  lossed  my  company  :  so  without  troub- 
ling myself,  I  went  forward  with  my  company,  manless.  But,  be- 
hold the  gracious  providence  of  my  Gkxl :  as  1  enter  in  Durham,  one 
of  my  old  scholars,  a  preacher  in  Colonel  Ramsay's  regiment  of 
horse,  meets  with  mc  before  I  light  ]  will  have  me  to  his  chamber ; 
gives  me  bis  chamber,  stable,  servant,  a  cup  of  sack,  and  all  cour- 
tesy ;  gets  me  a  religious  youth,  a  trooper,  ready  with  a  good  horse, 
to  go  with  me  to  London.  Migor-General  Baillie  makes  me,  and  all 
the  Commissioners  that  were  there,  sup  with  him,  and  gives  the 
youth  his  leave  to  go  with  me.  Mr.  Archibald  Johnston  assures  mc. 
for  his  charges,  as  well  as  my  own.  So  my  man  James's  foolish  un- 
thankfulness  is  turned  about  for  my  ten  times  better  provision :  I 
take  this  for  a  presage  and  ane  erles  {earnest)  of  God's  goodness  tow- 
ards me  all  this  voyage. 

'  We  hope  that  Loudon's  defluxion  shall  not  hinder  him  to  take 
journey  on  Tuesday.  The  morrow  we  intend  but  one  other  post  to 
Darlington,  and  there  stay  till  the  Great  Seal  {our  Safe-conduct)  come 
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to  us.    The  Lord  be  with  thee  and  my  babies,  and  all  my  flock  and 
friends.  Thy  awne, 

*  Durham,  6  November,  Friday.*  *  R.  Baillib. 

*My  Heart,  —  I  know  thou  does  now  long  to  hear  from  me.  I 
wrote  to  thee  on  Saturday  was  eight  days  [dated  Friday],  from  Dar< 
ham.  That  day  we  went  to  Darlington,  where  Mr.  Alexander  Hen- 
derson and  Mr.  Robert  Blair  did  preach  to  us  on  Sunday.  At  sup* 
per  on  Sunday,  the  post,  with  the  Great  Seal  of  England  for  our  safe- 
conduct,  came  to  us;  with  the  Earl  of  Bristol's  letter  to  Loudon, 
entreating  us  to  make  haste. 

*  On  Monday  we  came,  before  we  lighted,  to  Boroughbridge, 
twenty-five  miles.  On  Tuesday  we  rode  three  short  posts,  by  Ferry- 
bridge, to  Doncaster.^  There  I  was  content  to  buy  a  bobbin  waist- 
coat. On  Wednesday  we  came  another  good  journey  to  Newark-on- 
Trent,  where  we  caused  Dr.  Moyslie  sup  with  us.  On  Thursday  we 
came  to  Stamford  ;  on  Friday  to  Huntingdon  ;  on  Saturday  to  Ware  *, 
here  we  rested  the  Sabbath  and  heard  the  minister,  after  we  were 
warned  of  the  end  of  the  service,  preach  two  good  sermons,'  —  the 
service  once  well  over,  one  gets  notice,  finds  the  sermons  very  fair  I 

'  On  Monday  morning  we  came  that  twenty  miles  to  London  be- 
fore sun-rising ;  >  all  well,  horse  and  man,  as  we  could  wish ;  divers 
merchants  and  their  servants  with  us  on  little  naigs ;  the  way  ex- 
tremely foul  and  deep.  Our  journeys  being  so  long  and  continued, 
and  sundry  of  ns  unaccustomed  with  travel,  we  took  it  for  God's 
singular  goodness  that  all  of  us  were  so  preserved :  none  in  the 
company  held  better  out  than  I  and  my  man,  and  our  little  noble 
naigs.  From  Kilwinning  to  London  I  did  not  so  much  as  stumble : 
this  is  the  fruit  of  your  prayers.  I  was  also  all  the  way  fViU  of  cour- 
age, and  comforted  with  the  sense  of  God's  presence  with  my  spirit 
We  were  at  great  expenses  on  the  road.  Their  inns  are  all  like  pal- 
aces ;  no  wonder  they  extorse  their  guests :  for  three  meala,  coarse 
enough,  we  would  pay,  together  with  our  horses,  sixteen  or  seven- 
teen pound  sterling.  Some  three  dishes  of  creevishes  {icrivisaes), 
like  little  partans  {miniature  loiustera),  two-and-forty  shillings  sterling.' 
—  Save  us !  —  *  We  lodge  here  in  the  Common  Garden  ( Covent  Gar- 
den) ;  our  house-mails  (rent)  every  week  above  eleven  pound  sterling. 
The  City  is  desirous  we  should  lodge  with  them;  so  to-morrow  I 
think  we  must  flit 

'  AH  things  here  go  as  our  heart  could  wish.    The  Lieutenant  of 

1  *  Ferribrig,  Toxford  and  Duncaster,'  Baillie  writes  here;  confusing  the 
matter  in  his  memory;  putting  Tuxford  north  of  Doncaster,  instead  of 
south  and  subsequent. 

>  Suorise  on  the  16th  of  November  1640. 
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IreUuid  {Strafford)  came  but  on  Monday  to  town,  late;  on  Tuesday, 
rested ;  on  Wednesday,  came  to  Parliament ;  but,  ere  night,  he  was 
caged.  Intolerable  pride  and  oppression  cry  to  Heaven  for  yen- 
geance.' 

'  Tuesday  here  was  a  fast ;  Mr.  Blair  and  I  preached  to  our  Com- 
missioners at  home,  for  we  had  no  clothes  for  outgoing.  Many  min- 
isters used  greater  freedom  than  ever  here  was  heard  of.  Episco- 
pacy itself  beginning  to  be  cried-down,  and  a  Covenant  cried-up,  and 
the  Liturgy  to  be  scorned.  The  town  of  London  and  a  world  of  men 
mind  to  present  a  Petition,  which  I  have  seen,  for  the  abolition  of 
bishops,  deans  and  all  their  appurtenances.  It  is  thought  good  to 
delay  till  tlie  Parliament  have  pulled-down  Canterbury  (Lauti)  and 
some  prime  bishops,  which  they  mind  to  do  so  soon  as  the  King  has 
a  little  digested  the  bitterness  of  his  Lieutenant's  censure.  Huge 
tilings  are  here  in  working ;  the  mighty  Hand  of  God  be  about  this 
great  work  1  We  hope  this  shall  be  the  joyful  harvest  of  the  tears 
that,  these  many  years,  have  been  sown  in  these  Kingdoms.  All 
here  are  weary  of  bishops. 

^  London,  18  November,  1640.'  '  R.  Bailltje. 

Weary  of  bishops,  indeed ;  and  '  creevishes '  at  such  a 
price ;  and  the  Lord  Lieutenant  Strafford  caged,  and  Can- 
terbury to  be  pulled  down,  and  everywhere  a  mighty  drama 
going  on :  and  thou,  meanwhile,  my  Heart,  put  Bob  to  the 
school,  give  Harry  and  him  some  beginnings  of  wisdom, 
mind  thy  prayers,  quit  subdolous  contracts, '  have  a  care  of 
my  little  Lillie  ! '  Poor  little  Lilias  Baillie  ;  tottering  about 
there,  with  her  foolish  glad  tattlement,  with  her  laughing 
eyes,  in  drugget  or  other  homespun  frock,  and  antiquarian 
bib  and  tucker,  far  off  in  that  old  Manse  of  Kilwinning! 
But  she  grew  to  be  tall  enough,  this  little  Lillie,  and  a 
mother,  and  a  grandmother ;  and  one  of  her  grandsons  was 
Henry  Home  Lord  Kaimes ;  ^  whose  memorial,  and  Lillie's, 
is  still  in  this  earth  I 

Greatly  the  most  impressive  of  all  the  scenes  Baillie  wit- 
nessed in  that  mighty  drama  going  on  everywhere,  was  the 
Trial  of  Strafford.     A  truly  impressive,  momentous  scene ; 
on  which  Bushworth  has  gathered  a  huge  volume,  and  then 
1  Woodhouselee*!  Life  of  Ktiimes. 
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and  since  many  men  have  written  much  ;  wherein,  neverthe- 
less, several  features  would  have  been  lost,  had  not  the  Min- 
ister of  Kilwinning,  with  his  rustic  open  heart  and  seeing 
eyes,  been  there.  It  is  the  best  scene  of  all  he  has  painted, 
or  hastily  sign-painted,  plastered  and  daubed.  With  careful 
industry,  fishing  as  before  from  wide  wastes  of  dim  embroil- 
ment, let  us  snatch  here  and  there  a  luminous  fragment,  and 
adjust  them  as  is  best  possible;  and  therewith  close  our 
contemporaneous  newspaper.  Baillie's  report,  of  immense 
length  and  haste,  is  to  the  Presbytery  of  Irvine,  and  dated 
May  1641.  We  give  two  earlier  fractions  first,  from  Letters 
to  Mrs.  Baillie.  Strafibrd,  on  that  fasting  Tuesday,  when 
the  pulpits  wore  so  loud  against  bishops,  was  reposing  from 
fatigues  of  travel.  On  the  morrow  he  repaired  to  his  place 
in  Parliament,  nothing  doubting;  *but  ere  night  he  was 
caged :  * 

Wednesday,  17  November  1640.  'The  Lower  House  closed  their 
doors;  the  Speaker  keeped  the  keys  till  his  accusation  was  con- 
cluded. Thereafter  Mr.  Pym  went  up,  with  a  number  at  his  back, 
to  the  Higher  House ;  and  in  a  short  pretty  speech,  did,  in  name  of 
the  Lower  House,  and  in  name  of  the  Commons  of  all  England,  ac- 
cuse Thomas  Earl  of  Strafibrd,  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  of  High 
Treason  ;  and  required  his  person  to  be  arrested  till  probation  might 
be  heard.  And  so  Pym  and  his  train  withdrew  ;  and  thereupon  the 
Lords  began  to  consult  on  that  strange  and  unexpected  motion. 

'  The  word  goes  in  haste  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  where  he  was 
with  the  King.  With  speed  he  comes  to  the  House ;  he  calls  loudly 
at  the  door ;  James  Maxwell,  Keeper  of  the  Black-rod,  opens.  His 
liordship,  with  a  proud  glooming  countenance,  makes  towards  his 
place  at  the  board-head ;  but  at  once  many  bid  him  void  the  Honse. 
So  he  is  forced,  in  confusion,  to  go  to  the  door  till  called  again.'  — 
Called  again, '  he  stands,  but  is  commanded  to  kneel  on  his  knees ; 
after  hearing  their  resolution,  he  offers  to  speak,  but  is  commanded 
to  be  gone  without  a  word. 

'  In  the  outer  room,  James  Maxwell  required  him,  as  prisoner,  to 
deliver  his  sword  ;  when  he  had  gotten  it,  he  cries  with  a  loud  voice 
for  his  man  "  to  carry  my  Lord  Lieutenant's  sword."  This  done, 
he  makes  through  a  number  of  people  towards  his  coach ;  all  gazing, 
no  man  capping  to  him,  before  whom,  that  morning,  the  greatest  of 
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England  would  have  stood  uncovered ;  all  crying,  "  What  U  the  mat- 
ter ?  "  He  said,  **  A  small  matter,  I  warrant  you !  *'  They  replied, 
**  Yes,  indeed,  High  Treason  is  a  small  matter !  " 

Satnrdajf,  Januarjf  80,  1641.  '  The  Lieutenant  this  day  was  sent 
for.  He  came  from  the  Tower  by  water,  with  a  guard  of  musket- 
eers; the  world  wondering,  and  at  his  going  out  and  coming  in, 
shouting  and  cursing  him  to  his  face. 

'  Coming  into  the  Higher  House,  his  long  Charge,  in  many  sheets 
of  paper,  was  read  to  him.  For  a  while  he  sat  on  his  knees  before 
the  bar ;  then  after  they  caused  him  sit  down  at  the  bar,  for  it  was 
eight  o'clock  before  all  was  read.    He  craved  a  month  to  answer.' 

3/ay  4,  1641.  *  Reverend  and  dear  Brethren,'  ♦  ♦  *  The  world 
now  seeth  that  the  delay  is  alone  upon  their  side.  Their  constant 
attendance  on  Strafford  is  pretended  to  be  tlie  cause ;  and  truly  it  is 
a  great  part  of  the  reason  why  our  business  and  all  else  has  been  so 
long  suspended.  Among  many  more,  I  have  been  ane  assiduous  as- 
sistant; and  therefore  I  will  give  you  some  account  of  what  I  have 
'  heard  and  seen  in  that  most  notable  Process. 

'  Westminster  Hall  is  a  room  as  long,  as  broad,  if  not  more,  than 
the  outer  house  of  the  High  Church  of  Glasgow,  supposing  the  pil- 
lars were  all  removed.  In  the  midst  of  it  was  erected  a  stage,  like 
to  that  prepared  for  our  Assembly  at  Glasgow,  but  much  larger ;  tak- 
ing up  the  breadth  of  the  whole  house  from  wall  to  wall,  and  of  the 
length  more  than  a  third  part. 

'  At  the  north  end  was  set  a  throne  for  the  King,  a  chair  for  the 
Prince ;  before  it  lay  a  large  woolsack,  covered  with  green,  for  my 
Lord  Steward,  the  Earl  of  Arundel ;  ^  and  then  lower,  two  other 
woolsacks  for  my  Lord  Keeper  and  the  Judges,  with  the  rest  of  the 
Chancery,  all  in  their  red  robes.  Beneath  this,  a  little  table  for  four 
or  five  clerks  of  the  Parliament  in  their  black  gowns.  Round  about 
these,  some  forms  covered  with  green  frieze,  whereon  the  Earls  and 
Lords  did  sit  in  their  red  robes,  of  that  same  fkshion,  lined  with  the 
same  white  ermine-skins,  as  you  see  the  robes  of  our  Lords  when 
they  ride  in  Parliament  at  Edinburgh.  The  Lords  on  their  right 
sleeves  have  two  bars  of  white  skins ;  the  Viscounts  two  and  ane 
half;  the  Earls  three ;  the  Marquess  of  Winchester  three  and  ane 
half.  England  hath  no  more  Marquesses ;  and  he  but  ane  late  up- 
start creature  of  Queen  Elizabeth's. 

'  In  front  of  these  forms  where  the  Lords  sit,  is  a  bar  covered  with 
green.  At  the  one  end  of  it  standeth  the  Committee  of  eight  or  ten 
gentlemen  appointed  by  the  House  of  Commons  to  pursue  {proseatte) ; 
1  This  is  he  of  the  Arundti  MarhUi:  he  went  abroad  next  year. 
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at  the  midst  there  is  a  little  desk,  where  the  prisoner  Strafford  sits  or 
stands  as  he  pleaseth,  together  with  his  keeper,  Sir  William  Balfour, 
the  .Lieutenant  of  the  Tower.  At  the  back  of  this  is  another  desk 
for  Strafford's  four  secretaries,  who  carry  his  papers,  and  assist  him 
in  writing  and  reading.  At  their  side  is  a  void  for  witnesses  to 
stand.  Behind  them  is  a  long  desk,  close  to  the  wall  of  the  room,^ 
for  Stmfibrd*s  counsel-at-law,  some  five  or  six  able  Lawyers,  who 
were  not  permitted  to  dispute  in  matter  of  fact,  but  questions  of  right, 
if  any  should  be  incident.  This  is  the  order  of  the  House  below 
on  the  floor ;  the  same  that  is  used  daily  in  the  House  of  Lords. 

'  Upon  the  two  sides  of  the  House,  east  and  west,  there  arose  a 
stage  of  eleven  ranks  of  forms,  the  highest  touching  almost  to  the 
roof.  Every  one  of  these  forms  went  from  the  one  end  of  the  room 
to  the  other,  and  contained  about  forty  men.  The  two  highest  were 
divided  from  the  rest  by  a  rail ;  and  a  rail  cutted-off  from  the  rest,  at 
every  end,  some  seats.  The  gentlemen  of  the  Lower  House  did  sit 
within  the  rail;  other  persons  without.  All  the  doors  were  keeped 
very  straitly  with  guards :  we  always  behoved  to  be  there  a  little 
after  five  in  the  morning.  My  Iiord  Willoughby  Earl  of  Lindsey, 
Lord  Chamberlain  of  England,  ordered  the  House  with  great  diffi- 
culty. James  Maxwell,  Black-rod,  was  great  usher;  a  number  of 
otlier  servant  gentlemen  and  knights  attended.  We,  by  favour,  got 
place  within  the  rail,  among  the  Commons.  The  House  was  full 
daily  before  seven.  Against  eight  the  Earl  of  Strafford  came  in  his 
barge  from  the  Tower,  accompanied  by  the  Lieutenant  and  a  guard 
of  musketeers  and  halberdiers.  The  Lords  in  their  robes  were  set 
about  eight ;  the  King  was  usually  there  half  an  hour  before  them. 

'  The  King  came  not  into  his  tiirone«  for  that  would  have  marred 
the  action ;  for  it  is  the  order  of  England,  that  when  the  King  ap- 
pears, he  speaks  what  he  will,  and  no  other  speaks  in  his  presence. 
But  at  the  back  of  the  throne  there  were  two  rooms  on  the  two  sides ; 
in  the  one  did  Duke  de  Vanden,  Duke  de  Valiet,^  and  other  French  no- 
bles sit ;  in  the  other  the  King,  the  Queen,  Princess  Mary,  the  Prince 
Elector,  and  some  court  ladies.  The  tirlies  {lattices),  that  made  them 
to  be  secret,  the  King  brake  down  with  his  own  hands  ;  so  they  sat 
in  the  eye  of  all ;  but  little  more  regarded  than  if  they  had  been  ab- 
sent :  for  the  Lords  sat  all  covered  ;  those  of  the  Lower  House,  and 

^  Temporary  vjonden  wall;  from  east  to  west,  as  Baillie  oounts  the  azi- 
muths. 

*  '  Duke  de  Vanden,'  we  pre!»urae,  is  Due  de  Vendome,  left-hand  Brother 
of  Charles's  Queen ;  '  Vallet*  is  La  Valette,  who  in  1642  became  Due  d'Es- 
pernon,  succeeding  his  celebrated  Father  of  that  title.  Two  visitors  of  her 
Majesty.  N<itice«i  r»f  them,  of  their  departure  from  the  country  by  and  by, 
are  hi  Commons  JvuniaU^  ii.  070,  576  (18  July,  17  May,  1642),  &o. 
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all  others,  except  the  French  noblemen,  sat  uncovered  when  tlie 
Lords  came,  and  not  else.  A  number  of  ladies  were  in  boxes  above 
the  rails,  for  which  they  paid  much  money.  It  was  daily  the  most 
glorious  assembly  the  lale  could  afford,  yet  the  gravity  not  such  as  I 
expected.  Oft  great  clamour  without  about  the  doors  :  in  the  inter- 
vals while  Strafford  was  making  ready  for  answers,  the  I^ords  got 
always  to  their  feet,  walked  and  cUttercd  (chatted) ;  the  Lower-House 
men,  too,  loud  clattering.  In  such  sessions,  ten  hours  long,  there 
was  much  public  eating,  not  only  of  confections,  but  of  flesh  and 
bread ;  bottles  of  beer  and  wine  going  thick  from  mouth  to  mouth, 
without  cups ;  aud  all  this  in  the  King's  eye :  yea  many  but  turned 
their  back,  and ' —  (Gracious  Heavens !)  —  *  through  the  forms  they 
sat  on.  There  was  no  outgoing  to  return ;  and  ott  the  sitting  waa 
till  two,  three,  or  four  o'clock.' 

Strangely  in  this  manner,  no  'dignity  of  history '  in  the 
smallest  obstructing  us,  do  we  look,  through  these  rough-and- 
ready  Scotch  words,  through  these  fresh  Kilwinning  eyes, 
upon  the  very  body  of  the  old  Time,  its  form  and  pressure, 
its  beer  and  wine  bottles,  its  loud  clattering  and  crowding. 
There  it  is,  visually  present :  one  feels  as  if,  by  an  effort,  one 
could  hear  it,  handle  it,  speak  with  it.  How  different  from 
the  dreary  vacuity  of  most  *  philosophies  teaching  by  experi- 
ence '  is  the  living  picture  of  the  fact ;  such  as  even  a  Bos- 
well  or  a  Baillie  can  give,  if  they  will  but  honestly  look  I 
In  spite  of  haste,  we  roust  continue  a  little  further;  catch  a 
few  more  visualities : 

'  The  ^rs^  session  was  on  Afonday,  March  22  (1641).  All  being  set, 
as  I  have  said,  the  Prince  on  a  little  chair  at  the  side  of  the  throne, 
the  Chamberlain  and  Black-rod  went  and  fetched-in  my  Lord  Straf- 
ford. He  was  always  in  the  same  suit  of  black,  as  if  in  dool.  At 
the  entry  he  gave  a  low  courtesy  ;  proceeding  a  little,  he  gave  a  sec- 
ond ;  when  he  came  to  his  desk,  a  third ;  then  at  the  bar,  the  fore-flice 
of  his  desk,  he  kneeled  ;  rising  quickly,  he  saluted  both  sides  of  the 
House,  and  sat  down.  Some  few  of  the  Lords  lifted  their  hats  to 
him.    This  was  his  daily  carriage. 

*  My  Lord  Steward,  in  a  sentence  or  two,  showed  That  the  House 
of  Commons  had  accused  tlie  Earl  of  Strafford  of  high  treason  ;  that 
he  was  there  to  answer;  that  they  might  manage  their  evidence  as 
they  thought  meet.  They  thereupon  desired  one  of  their  clerks  to 
read  their  impeachment    I  sent  you  the  printed  copy  long  ago.    The 
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first  nine  articles,  being  but  generalities,  were  passed ;  the  twenty- 
eight  of  the  farther  impeachment  were  all  read.  The  clerk's  Yoioe 
was  small;  and  ailer  the  midst,  being  broken,  was  not  heard  by 
many. 

'  My  Lord  of  Strafford  was,  in  his  answer,  very  large,  accurate 
and  eloquent.  A  preamble,  wherein,'  &c. :  this  he  spoke ;  and  then 
a  long  paper,  of  particular  answers  to  the  twenty-eight  charges,  was 
read.  '  The  reading  of  it  took-up  large  three  hours.  His  Mends 
were  so  wary  that  they  made  three  clerks  read  by  turns,  that  every 
one  might  hear.  ....  After  all,  Strafibrd  craved  leave  to  speak; 
but  the  day  being  so  far  spent,  to  two  or  three  o'clock,  he  was  re- 
fused ;  and  the  Lord  Steward  ac^ourned  the  House  till  the  morrow 
at  eight. 

'  The  second  session,  on  Tuesday  28d.  The  King  and  Queen  and 
all  being  set  as  the  day  before,  Mr.  Pym  had  a  long  and  eloquent 
oration,  only  against  tlie  preamble  of  Strafford's  answer,  wherein  he 
laboured  to  — '  &c.  &c.  '  The  first  witness.  Sir  Pierce  Crosby,  who 
— '  ♦  ♦  ♦  *  When  Pym  had  ended,  the  Earl  required  time,  if  it 
were  but  to  the  morrow,  to  answer  so  heavy  charges,  many  whereof 
were  new.  After  debate  pro  and  contra,  one  of  the  Lords  spake  of 
adjourning  their  House  ;  and  pressed  their  privilege,  that  at  the  mo- 
tion of  any  one  Lord  the  House  behoved  to  be  adjourned.  So  the 
Lords  did  all  retire  to  their  own  House  above,  and  debated  among 
themselves  the  question  for  a  large  half-hour.  During  their  absence, 
though  in  the  eye  of  the  King,  all  fell  to  clattering,  walking,  eating, 
toying ;  but  Strafford,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  noise,  was  serious  witli 
his  secretaries,  conferring  their  notes  and  writing.  The  Lords  re- 
turned; the  Steward  pronounced  their  decision:  that  the  matters 
spoken  being  all  of  fact,  and  this  only  in  answer  to  his  own  preamble, 
he  should  make  an  answer  without  any  delay.  So,  without  sign 
of  repining,  the  Earl  answered  something  to  all  had  been  said;  in- 
stanced— '  .... 

'  Wednesday,  24th.  Mr.  Maynard  handled  the  first  of  the  twenty- 
eight  articles,'  with  witnesses,  &c.  In  his  reply  the  Earl  first  re- 
quired permission  to  withdraw  and  collect  himself:  this  was  refused. 
'He  made  ane  excellent  answer.'  —  'It  were  tedious  to  repeat  ail 
their  quick  passages.'  '  The  third  article,  "  That  he  would  make 
the  King's  little  finger  heavier  than  the  loins  of  the  law,"  this  was 
proven  by  sundry.  Among  others,  Sir  David  Foulis,  whom  he  had 
crushed,  came  to  depose.  He  excepted  against  this  witness,  as  one 
who  had  a  quarrel  with  him.  Maynard  produced  against  him  his 
own  decree,  subscribed  by  his  own  hand,  that  whereas  Sir  David  had 
brought  before  him  the  same  exception  against  a  witness,  he  had  de- 
creed that  a  witness  for  the  King  and  Commonwealtb  must  be  re- 
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oeired,  notwithstanding  any  private  quarrels.  When  he  saw  his 
own  hand,  he  said  no  more,  but  in  a  jesting  way,  "  You  are  wiser, 
my  Lord  Steward,  than  to  be  ruled  by  any  of  mtf  actions  as 
patterns  I " ' 

Or,  quitting  all  order  of  ^  sessions,'  let  us  mark  here  and 
there,  in  *  this  notable  Process,'  a  characteristic  feature,  as 
we  can  gather  it.  Mark,  in  general,  the  noble  lone  lion  at 
bay ;  mark  the  fierce,  winged  and  taloned,  toothed  and  ram- 
pant enemie.4,  that  in  flocks,  from  above  and  from  beneath, 
are  dashing  at  him  ! 

'  My  liord  of  Strafford  required,  farther,  to  answer  to  things  ob- 
jected the  former  day;  but  was  refused.  He  required  permission 
to  retire,  and  advise  about  the  present  objections;  but  all  that  he 
obtained  was  a  little  time's  advisement  in  the  place  he  was  in.  So 
hereafter,  it  was  Strafford's  constant  custom,  after  the  end  of  his 
adversary's  speech,  to  petition  for  time  of  recollection ;  and  obtain- 
ing it,  to  sit  down  with  his  back  to  the  Lords,  and  most  diligently 
read  his  notes,  and  write  answers,  he  and  his  secretaries,  for  ane 
half-hour,  in  the  midst  of  a  great  noise  and  confusion,  which  contin- 
ued ever  till  he  rose  again  to  speak.' — 

'  For  this  he  produced  Sir  William  Penny  man  as  witness ;  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Lower  House,  who,  both  here  and  many  times  else,  de- 
posed point-blank  all  he  required.  Mr.  Maynard  desired  him  to  be 
posed  (for  no  man  there  did  speak  to  any  other,  but  all  speech  waa 
directed  to  my  Lord  Steward),  "  When,  and  at  what  time,  he  was 
brought  to  the  remembrance  of  those  words  of  my  I^ord  Strafford's  ?  " 
All  of  us  thought  it  a  very  needless  motion.  Sir  William  answered, 
"  Evef  since  the  first  speaking  of  them,  they  were  in  his  memory ; 
but  he  called  them  most  to  remembrance  since  my  Lord  Strafford 
was  charged  with  them."  Maynard  presently  catdied  him,  **  That 
he  behoved,  then,  to  be  answerable  to  the  House  for  neglect  of  duty ; 
not  being  only  silent,  but  voting  with  the  rest  to  this  article,  wherein 
Strafford  was  charged  with  words  whereof  he  knew  he  was  free  ! " 
There  arose,  with  the  word,  so  great  an  hissing  in  the  House,  that 
the  gentleman  was  confounded,  and  fell  a-weeping. 

*  Strafford  protested.  He  would  rather  commit  himself  to  the  mercy 
of  Gkxl  alone,  giving  over  to  use  any  witness  in  his  defence  at  all, 
tlian  that  men,  for  witnessing  the  truth,  should  incur  danger  and  dis- 
grace on  his  account.' — 

'  So  long  as  Maynard  was  principal  speaker,  Mr.  Glyn  lay  at  the 
wait,  and  usually  observed  some  one  thing  or  other ;  and  uttered  it  so 
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pertinently  that,  six  or  seven -times  in  the  end,  he  got  great  applause 
by  the  whole  Hoase.' — 

'  I  did  marvel  much,  at  first,  of  their  memories,  that  could  answer 
and  reply  to  so  many  large  allegeances,  without  the  missing  of  any 
one  point ;  but  I  marked  that  both  the  Lieutenant  when  they  spake, 
and  the  Lawyers  when  he  spake,  did  write  their  notes ;  and  in  their 
speeches  did  look  on  those  papers.  Yea,  the  most  of  the  Lorda 
and  Lower  House  did  write  much  daily,  and  none  more  than  the 
King.' 

'  My  Lord  Montmorris  was  called  to  depose,  in  spite  of  Strafford's 
exception.'  ♦  ♦  ♦  '  In  his  answers  Strafibrd  alleged,  con- 
cerning Lord  Montmorris,  the  confession  of  his  fault  under  his  own 
band ; '  '  that  no  evil  was  done  to  him,  and  nothing  intended  but 
the  amendment  of  his  very  loose  tongue :  —  if  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Commons  House  intended  no  more  but  the  correction  of  his  foolish 
tongue,  he  would  heartily  give  them  thanks  ! ' — 

*  ♦  ♦  Concerning  the  Lord  Deputy's  scutching  of  a  gentleman 
with  a  rod.'    *    * 

'The  other  part  of  the  article  was  his  executing  one  Thomas 
Dennitt,  who  after  a  long  want  of  pay,  craving  it  from  his  captain, 
waa  bidden  be  gone  to  the  gallows.  He  went  his  way,  l}ut  was 
brought  back,  and  said  to  have  stolen  ane  quarter  of  beef:  for  this 
lie  is  sentenced  to  die,  and  albeit  some  noblemen  had  moved  the 
Deputy's  lady  to  be  earnest  for  his  life,  yet  without  mercy  he  was 
execute.' — 

'  Glyn  showed  That  daily  there  came  to  their  hands  so  much  new 
matter  of  Strafford's  injustice,  that  if  they  had  their  articles  to  frame 
again,  they  would  give-in  as  many  new  as  old.  Strafford  stormed  at 
that,  and  proclaimed  them  ane  open  defiance.  Glyn  took  him  at  his 
word  ;  and  offered  instantly  to  name  three-and-twenty  coses  of  iijus- 
tioe,  wherein  his  own  gain  was  clear.  He  began  quickly  his  cata- 
logue with  Parker's  paper  petition.  Straffbrd,  finding  himself  in  ane 
ill  taking,  did  soon  repent  of  his  passionate  defiance,  and  required  he 
might  answer  to  no  more  than  he  was  charged  with  in  his  paper.' 
(Seventh  session,  29th  March.) 

*  Straffbrd  said,  "  That  though  his  bodily  infirmity  was  great,  and 
the  charge  of  treason  lay  heavy  on  his  mind ;  yet  that  his  accusation 
came  from  the  honourable  House  of  Commons,  this  did  most  of  all 
pierce  through  his  soul."  Maynard  alleged  ''  That  he  (Straffbrd), 
by  the  flow  of  his  eloquence,  spent  time  to  gain  affection ; "  —  as,  in- 
deed, with  the  more  simple  sort,  especially  the  ladies,  he  daily  gained 
much.    He  replied  quickly,  "  That  rhetoric  was  proper  to  these  gen- 
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tleinen,  and  learning  also ;  that  betwixt  the  two  he  was  like  to  have 
a  hard  bargain."  Bristol  was  busy  in  the  mean  time,  going  up  and 
down,  and  whispering  in  my  Lord  Steward's  ear ;  whereupon  others, 
not  content  cried,  "  To  your  places,  to  your  places,  my  Lords ! " ' — 

'  Maynard  applied  it  yehemently,  that  he  had  subverted  law  and 
brought-in  ane  arbitrary  power  on  the  subjects'  goods  for  his  own 
gain/ 

<  Mr.  Glyn  showed,  "  The  Earl  of  Straflbrd  was  now  better  than 
his  word  :  he  had  not  only  made  Acts  of  State  equal  to  Acts  of  Par- 
liament, but  also  his  own  acts  above  both." ' 

'  He  (Strafford)  answered,  "  That  his  intention  in  this  matter  was 
certainly  good ; "  "  that  when  he  found  the  people's  untowardness, 
he  gave  over  the  design."  Maynard  answered,  '*  That  intentions 
cleared  not  illegal  actions ;  that  his  giving-over  before  lent  of  thou- 
sands were  starved,  maketh  him  not  innocent  of  the  killing  of  thou- 
sands," ' — sarcastic  Learned-sergeant  I 

'  The  £arl  of  Clare  and  others  debated  with  Vane  (the  elder  Vane) 
sharply,  What  "  tkit  kingdom  "  did  mean ;  England,  or  only  perhaps 
Scotland  ?  Maynard  quickly  silenced  him  :  "  Do  you  ask,  my  Lord, 
if  this  kingdom  be  this  kingdom  or  not  ?  " ' 

My  learned  friends  !  most  swifl,  sharp  are  you  ;  of  temper 
most  accipitral,  —  hawkish,  aquiline,  not  to  say  vulturish  ; 
and  will  have  this  noble  lamed  lion  made  a  dead  one,  and 
carrion  useful  for  you  !  —  Hear  also  Mr.  Stroud,  the  honour- 
able Member,  standing  '  at  the  end  of  the  bar  covered  with 
green  cloth,'  one  of  the  '  eight  or  ten  gentlemen  appointed  to 
prosecute,'  how  shrill  he  is  : 

'  The  Deputy  said,  "  If  this  was  a  treason,  being  informed  as  he 
was,  it  behoved  him  to  be  a  traitor  over  again,  if  he  had  the  like 
occasion."  #  *  *  Mr.  Stroud  took  notice  of  Strafibrd's 
profession  to  do  this  over  again.  He  said,  **  He  well  believed  him  ; 
but  they  knew  what  the  kingdom  suilered  when  Qaveston  came  to 
react  himself  1" 

This  honourable  Member  is  one  of  the  Five  whom  Charles 
himself,  some  months  afterwards,  with  a  most  irregular  non- 
constabulary  force  in  his  train,  sallied  down  to  the  House 
to  seek  and  seize,  —  remembering  this,  perhaps,  and  other 
services  of  his !     But  to  proceed : 
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*  My  Lord  Strafford  regretted  to  the  Lords  the  groat  straits  of  bis 
estate.  He  said  "  he  had  nothing  there  but  as  he  borrowed.''  Yet 
daily  he  gave  to  the  guard  that  conveyed  him  ten  pound,  by  which 
he  conciliated  much  favour ;  for  these  fellows  were  daily  changed, 
and  wherever  they  lived,  they  talked  of  his  liberality.  He  said, 
"  his  fiunily  were,  in  Ireland,  two-hundred-and-sixty  persons,  and 
the  House  of  Commons  there  had  seised  all  his  goods.  Would  not 
their  Lordships  take  course  to  loose  that  arrest  from  so  much  of 
his  goods  as  might  sustaiu  his  wife  and  children  in  some  tolerable 
way  ?  " '    (Thirteenth  session,  8d  April.) 

'  Garraway,  Mayor  the  last  year,  deposed,  "  That  to  the  best  of 
his  remembrance,  he  (Strafford)  said,  no  good  would  be  gotten  till 
some  of  the  Aldermen  were  hanged."  While  Straifbrd  took  vantage 
at  the  words,  to  the  best  of  my  remtmbrancey  Garraway  turned  shortly 
to  him,  and  told  out  punctually,  "  My  Lord,  you  did  say  it !  **  Straf- 
ford thereupon,  ''  He  should  answer  with  as  great  truth,  albeit  not 
with  so  great  confidence,  as  that  gentleman,  to  the  best  of  his  re- 
membrance he  did  not  speak  so.  But  if  he  did,  he  trusted  their 
goodness  would  easily  pardon  such  a  rash  and  foolish  word."  ' 

*  Thursday t  8th  April ;  session  Jbwrteenth.  The  twenty-eighth  article 
they  passed.  All  being  set,  and  the  Deputy  brought  to  the  bar  on 
his  knees,  he  was  desired  to  say  for  himself  what  he  would,  that  so 
the  House  of  Commons  may  sum-up  all  before  the  sentence.'  He 
craved  time  till  to-morrow.  The  Commons  objected.  '  Yet  the 
Lords,  after  some  debate,  did  grant  it'  — 

*  The  matter  was '  {sixteenth  session),  *  Young  Sir  Harry  Vane  had 
fiillen  by  accident  among  his  Other's  papers '  —  Ah  yes,  a  well-known 
accident !  And  now  the  question  is.  Will  the  Lords  allow  us  to  pro- 
duce it  1  '  The  Lords  ac^'oum  one  hour  large :  at  their  return  their 
decree  was  against  the  expectation  of  all ; '  —  an  ambiguous  decree, 
tending  obliquely  towards  refusal,  or  else  new  unknown  periods  of 
delay! 

'  At  once  the  Commons  began  to  grumble.  Glyn  posed  him,  On 
wheU  articles  he  would  examine  witnesses,  then  1  They  did  not  be- 
lieve that  he  wanted  to  examine  witnesses,  but  put  him  to  name  the 
articles.  He  named  one,  —  another,  —  a  third,  —  a  fourth  ;  and  not 
being  like  to  make  ane  end,  the  Commons  on  both  sides  of  the  House 
rose  in  a  fury,  with  a  shout  of  "  Withdraw !  Withdraw  !  With- 
draw ! " — got  all  to  their  feet,  on  with  their  hats,  cocked  their  beavers 
in  the  King's  face.  We  all  did  fear  it  would  grow  to  a  present  tumult. 
They  went  all  away  in  confusion.  Strafford  slipped-off  to  his  barge 
and  to  the  Tower,  glad  to  be  gone  lest  he  should  be  torn  in  pieces  ; 
the  King  went  home  in  silence ;  the  Lords  to  their  house.' 
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Session  sixteenth  vanishes  thus,  in  a  flash  of  fire  !  Yes  ; 
and  the  '  sharp  untunable  voice  *  of  Mr.  O.  Cromwell,  member 
for  Cambridge,  was  in  that  shout  of  "  Withdraw  ! "  and  Mr. 
Cromwell  dashed-on  his  rusty  beaver  withal,  and  strode  out 
so,  —  in  those  wide  nostrils  of  his  a  kind  of  snort.  And  one 
Mr.  Milton  sat  in  his  house,  by  St.  Bride's  Church,  teaching 
grammar,  writing  Areopagitics  ;  and  had  dined  that  day,  not 
perhaps  without  criticism  of  the  cookery.  And  it  was  all  a 
living  coloured  Time,  not  a  gray  vacant  one  ;  and  had  length, 
breadth  and  thickness,  even  as  our  own  has!  —  But  now, 
also,  is  not  that  a  miractdous  spy-glass,  that  Perceptive-Fac- 
ulty, Soul,  Intelligence,  or  whatsoever  we  call  it,  of  the  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Robert  Baillie  of  Kilwinning  ?  We  still  see  by 
it,  —  things  stranger  than  most  pretematuralisms,  and  mere 
commonplace  '  apparitions,'  could  be.  *'  Our  Fathers,  where 
are  they  ?  "  Why,  there  ;  there  are  our  far-off  Fathers,  face 
to  face  ;  alive,  —  and  yet  not  alive  ;  ah  no,  they  are  visible 
but  unattainable,  sunk  in  the  never-returning  Past  1  Thrice 
endeavouring,  we  cannot  embrace  them ;  ter  manus  effugit 
imago.  The  Centuries  are  transparent,  then ;  —  yes,  more 
or  less ;  but  they  are  impermeable,  impenetrable,  no  ada- 
mant 80  hard.  It  is  strange.  To  be,  To  have  been :  of  all 
verbs  the  wonderfullest  is  that  same.  The  ^  TV/ne-element,' 
the  '  ciystal  prison  ! '  Of  a  truth,  to  us  Sons  of  Time,  it 
is  the  miracle  of  miracles.  — These  thoughts  are  thrown-out 
for  the  benefit  of  the  curious. 

One  thing,  meanwhile,  is  growing  plain  enough  to  every- 
body 2  those  fiery  Commons,  with  their  "  Withdraw !  With- 
draw !  "  will  have  the  life  of  that  poor  prisoner.  If  not  by 
free  verdict  of  their  Lordships,  then  by  bill  of  attainder  of 
their  own ;  by  fair  means,  or  by  less  fair,  Strafford  has  to 
die.  *  Intolerable  pride  and  oppression  cry  to  Heaven  for 
\  engeance.'  Yes,  and  Heaven  has  heard ;  and  the  Earth 
now  repeats  it,  in  Westminster  Hall  here,  —  nay,  worse  still, 
out  in  Palaceyard,  with  *  horrible  cries  and  imprecations ! ' 
This  noble  baited  lion  shall  not  escape,  but  perish,  —  be  food 
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for  learned  sergeants  and  the  region  kites  I  We  will  give 
but  one  other  glimpse  of  him  :  his  last  appearance  in  West- 
minster Hall,  that  final  Speech  of  his  there ;  *  which,'  says 
Baillie,  *  you  have  in  print.'  We  have  indeed :  printed  in 
Whitlocke,  and  very  copiously  elsewhere  and  since  ;  —  proba- 
bly the  best  of  all  Speeches,  everything  considered,  that  has 
yet  been  printed  in  the  English  tongue.  All  readers  re- 
member that  passage,  —  that  pause,  with  tears  in  the  '  proud 
glooming  countenance,'  at  thought  of  '*  those  pledges  a  saint 
in  Heaven  left  me."  But  what  a  glare  of  new  fatal  mean- 
ing does  the  last  circumstance,  or  shadow  of  a  circumstance, 
which  Baillie  mentions,  throw  over  it : 

'  He  made  a  Speech  large  two  hours  and  ane  half.  *  *  ♦  To 
all  he  repeated  naught  new,  but  the  best  of  his  former  answers.  And 
in  the  end,  after  some  lashness  and  fagging,  he  made  such  ane  pa- 
thetic oration,  for  ane  half-hour,  as  ever  comedian  did  upon  a  stage. 
The  matter  and  expression  were  exceeding  brave :  doubtless,  if  he 
had  grace  or  civil  goodness,  he  is  a  most  eloquent  man.  One  passage 
made  it  most  spoken  of:  liis  breaking-off  in  weeping  and  silence 
when  he  spoke  of  his  first  Wife.  Some  took  it  for  a  true  defect  of 
his  memory ;  others,  and  the  most  part,  for  a  notable  part  of  his 
rhetoric ;  some  that  true  grief  and  remorse  at  that  remembrance  had 
stopped  his  mouth.  For  they  say  that  his  first  Lady,  the  Earl  of 
Clare's  sister,  being  with  child,  and  finding  one  of  his  whore's  letters, 
brought  it  to  him,  and  chiding  him  therefor,  he  strook  her  on  the 
breast,  whereof  shortly  she  died.' 

Such  is  the  drama  of  Life,  seen  in  Baillie  of  Kilwinning ; 
a  thing  of  multifarious  tragic  and  epic  meanings,  then  as  now. 
A  many-voiced  tragedy  and  epos,  yet  with  broad-based  comic 
and  grotesque  accompaniment ;  done  by  actors  not  in  bus- 
kins ;  —  ever  replete  with  elements  of  guilt  and  remorse, 
of  pity,  instruction  and  fear !  It  is  now  two-hundred  years 
and  odd  months  since  these  Commons  Members,  shouting 
"Withdraw!  Withdraw!"  took  away  the  life  of  Thomas 
Wentworth  Earl  of  Strafford;  and  introduced,  driven  by 
necessity  they  knew  little  whither,  horrid  rebellions,  as  the 
phrase  went,  and  suicidal  wars  into  the  bowels  of  this  coun* 
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try.  On  our  horizon  too,  there  loom  now  inevitabilities  no 
less  stem  ;  one  knows  not  sometimes  whether  not  very  near 
at  hand !  They  had  the  Divine  Right  of  Kings  to  settle, 
those  unfortunate  ancestors  of  ours :  Shall  Charles  Stuart 
and  William  Laud  alone  have  a  soul  and  conscience  in  this 
Nation,  under  extant  circumstances ;  or  shall  others  too  have 
it?  That  had  come  now  to  require  settlement,  that  same 
*'  divine  right ; '  and  they,  our  brave  ancestors,  like  true  stal- 
wart hearts,  did  on  best  of  necessity  manage  to  settle  it,  — 
by  cutting-off  its  head,  if  no  otherwise. 

Alas,  we,  their  children,  have  got  perhaps  a  still  harder 
thing  to  settle :  the  Divine  Right  of  Squires.  Did  a  God 
make  this  land  of  Britain,  and  give  it  to  us  all,  that  we  might 
live  there  by  honest  labour ;  or  did  the  Squires  make  it,  and, 

—  shut  to  the  voice  of  any  Grod,  open  only  to  a  Devil's  voice 
in  this  matter,  —  decide  on  giving  it  to  themselves  alone? 
This  is  now  the  sad  question  and  '  divine  right '  we,  in  this 
unfortunate  century,  have  got  to  settle  1  For  there  is  no  end 
of  settlements ;  there  will  never  be  an  end ;  the  best  settle- 
ment is  but  a  temporary,  partial  one.  Truly,  all  manner  of 
rights,  and  adjustments  of  work  and  wages,  here  below,  do 
verge  gradually  into  error,  into  unbearable  error,  as  the 
Time-flood  bears  us  onward  ;  and  many  a  right,  which  used 
to  be  a  duty  done,  and  divine  enough,  turns  out,  in  a  new 
latitude  of  the  Time-voyage,  to  have  grown  now  altogether 
undivine  !  Turns  out,  —  when  the  fatal  hour  and  necessity 
for  overhauling  it  arrives,  —  to  have  been,  for  some  consid- 
erable while  past,  an  inanity,  a  conventionality,  a  hollow 
simulacrum  of  use-and-wont ;  which,  if  it  will  still  assert 
itself  as  a  *  divine  right,*  having  now  no  divine  duty  to  do, 
becomes  a  diabolic  wrong ;  and,  by  soft  means  or  by  sharp, 
has  to  be  sent  travelling  out  of  this  world !  Alas, '  intolera- 
bilities '  do  now  again  in  this  new  centuiy  '  cry  to  Heaven  ; ' 

—  or  worse,  do  not  cry,  but  in  low  wide-spread  moan,  lie  as 
perishing,  as  if  *  in  Heaven  there  was  no  ear  for  them,  and 
on  Earth  no  ear.'     *  Elevenpence  halfpenny  a-week  '  in  this 
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world  ;  and  in  the  next  world  zero  !  And  *  Sliding-Scales,' 
and  endless  wriggiings  and  wrestlings  over  mere  *  Corn- 
Laws  : '  a  Governing  Class,  hired  (it  appears)  at  the  rate  of 
some  fifty  or  seventy  millions  a-jear,  which  not  only  makes 
no  attempt  at  governing,  but  will  not,  by  any  consideration, 
passionate  entreaty,  or  even  menace  as  yet,  be  persuaded  to 
eat  its  victuals,  shoot  its  partridges,  and  not  strangle-out  the 
general  life  by  mtVgoveming !  It  cannot  and  it  will  not  come 
to  good. 

We  here  quit  Baillie ;  we  let  his  drop-scene  fall ;  and 
finish,  though  not  yet  in  mid -course  of  his  Great-Rebellion 
Drama.  To  prevent  disappointment,  we  ought  to  say,  that 
this  of  Strafford  is  considerably  the  best  passage  of  his  Book  ; 
—  and  indeed,  generally,  once  more,  that  the  careless  reader 
will  not  find  much  profit  in  him  ;  that  except  by  reading  with 
unusual  intetmty,  even  the  historical  student  may  find  less 
than  he  expects.  As  a  true,  rather  opulent,  but  very  con- 
fused quarry,  out  of  which  some  edifice  might  in  part  be 
built,  we  leave  him  to  those  who  have  interest  in  such 
matters. 
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[1843.] 

The  confused  South-American  Revolution,  and  set  of 
revolutions,  like  the  South-American  Continent  itself,  is 
doubtless  a  great  confused  phenomenon ;  worthy  of  better 
knowledge  than  men  yet  have  of  it.  Several  books,  of 
which  we  here  name  a  few  known  to  us,  have  been  written 
on  the  subject :  but  bad  books  mostly,  and  productive  of 
almost  no  effect.  The  heroes  of  South  America  have  not 
yet  succeeded  in  picturing  any  image  of  themselves,  much 
less  any  true  image  of  themselves,  in  the  Cis-Atlantic  mind 
or  memory. 

Iturbide,  *  the  Napoleon  of  Mexico,'  a  great  man  in  that 
narrow  country,  who  was   he?     He  made  the  thrice-cele- 

1  Foreign  Quartkrlt  Revikw,  No.  62.  — fV«n«ra/i>f«coi*rM  deUvered 
on  occaiion  of  celebrating  the  Oh$equie$  of  kit  late  Exc^Qtncy  the  Perpetual 
Dictator  of  the  Republic  of  Paraguay^  the  Citizen  Dr.  Jom  Gatpar  Francia: 
by  Citizen  the  Rev,  Manuel  Antonio  Perez^  of  the  Church  of  the  Incarnation^ 
on  the  20th  of  October  1840.  (In  the  Britith  Packet  and  Argentine  Newt, 
No.  813.     Buenos- Ayres,  March  19,  1842.) 

2.  Eseai  JRttorique  ntr  la  Revolution  de  Paraguay,  et  le  Goutemement 
Dictatorial  du  Docfeur  Francia.  Par  MM.  Bengger  et  Longchamp.  Sec- 
onde  Edition.    Paris,  1827. 

8.  Letters  on  Paraguay.  By  J.  P.  and  W.  P.  Robertson.  2  vols.  Second 
Edition.     London,  1839. 

4.  Francia' 8  Reign  of  Terror.     By  the  same.     London,  1889. 

6.  Letters  on  South  America.    By  the  same.    8  vols.    London,  1848. 

6.  Travels  in  Chile  and  La  Plata.  By  John  Mien.  2  vols.  London, 
1826. 

7.  Memoirs  of  General  Miller,  in  the  Service  of  the  RepMic  of  Peru. 
2  vols.     Second  Edition.     London,  1829. 
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brated  *  Plan  of  Iguala ; '  a  constitution  of  no  continuance 
He  became  Emperor  of  Mexico,  most  serene  '  Augustin  I. ; ' 
was  deposed,  banished  to  Leghorn,  to  London;  decided  on 
returning ;  —  landed  on  the  shore  of  Tampico,  and  was  there 
met,  and  shot:  this,  in  a  vague  sort,  is  what  the  world  knows 
of  the  Napoleon  of  Mexico,  most  serene  Augustin  the  First, 
most  unfortunate  Augustin  the  Last  He  did  himself  publish 
memoirs  or  memorials,^  but  few  can  read  them.  Oblivion, 
and  the  deserts  of  Panama,  have  swallowed  this  brave  Don 
Augustin :  vote  caruit  sacro. 

And  Bolivar,  *  the  Washington  of  Columbia,'  Liberator 
Bolivar,  he  too  is  gone  without  his  fame.  Melancholy 
lithographs  represent  to  us  a  long-faced,  square-browed 
man ;  of  stern,  considerate,  consciously  considerate  aspect, 
mildlj  aquiline  form  of  nose;  with  terrible  angularitj  of 
jaw ;  and  dark  deep  eyes,  somewhat  too  close  together  (for 
which  latter  circumstance  we  earnestly  hope  the  lithograph 
alone  is  to  blame)  :  this  is  Liberator  Bolivar :  —  a  man  of 
much  hard  fighting,  hard  riding,  of  manifold  achievement^ 
distresses,  heroisms  and  histrionisms  in  this  world  ;  a  many- 
counselled,  much-enduring  man  ;  now  dead  and  gone ;  —  of 
whom,  except  that  melancholy  lithograph,  the  cultivated 
European  public  knows  as  good  as  nothing.  Yet  did  he  not 
fly  hither  and  thither,  often  in  the  most  desperate  manner, 
with  wild  cavalry  clad  in  blankets,  with  War  of  Liberation 
« to  the  death  ? '  Clad  in  blankets,  ponchos  the  South  Amer- 
icans call  them :  it  is  a  square  blanket,  with  a  short  slit  in  the 
centre,  which  you  draw  over  your  head,  and  so  leave  hang- 
ing: many  a  liberative  cavalier  has  ridden,  in  those  hot 
climates,  without  further  dress  at  all ;  and  fought  handsomely 
too,  wrapping  the  blanket  round  his  arm,  when  it  came  to 
the  charge. 

With  such  cavalry,  and  artillery  and  infantry  to  match, 
Bolivar   has   ridden,  fighting   all   the  way,  through   torrid 

1  A  Statement  of  tome  of  the  principal  Events  in  the  Public  Life  of  Auk^ 
guslin  dt  Iturbide:  written  by  Himself     London,  1848. 
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deserts,  hot  mud-swamps,  through  ice-chasms  beyond  the 
curve  of  perpetual  frost,  —  more  miles  than  Ulysses  ever 
sailed:  let  the  coming  Homers  take  note  of  it  He  has 
marched  over  the  Andes,  more  than  once ;  a  feat  analogous 
to  Hannibal's ;  and  seemed  to  think  little  of  it.  Oflen 
beaten,  banished  from  the  firm  land,  he  always  returned 
again,  truculently  fought  again.  He  gained,  in  the  Cu- 
mana  regions,  the  '  immortal  victory '  of  Carababo  and  sev- 
eral others ;  under  him  was  gained  the  finishing  '  immortal 
victory '  of  Ayacucho  in  Peru,  where  Old  Spain,  for  the  last 
time,  burnt  powder  in  those  latitudes,  and  then  fled  without 
return.  He  was  Dictator,  Liberator,  almost  Emperor,  if  he 
had  lived.  Some  three  tiroes  over  did  he«  in  solemn  Colum- 
bian parliament,  lay  down  his  Dictatorship  with  Washington 
eloquence;  and  as  often,  on  pressing  request,  take  it  up 
again,  being  a  man  indispensable.  Thrice,  or  at  least  twice, 
did  he,  in  different  places,  painfully  construct  a  Free  Con- 
stitution ;  consisting  of  '  two  chambers,  and  a  supreme  gov- 
ernor for  life  with  liberty  to  name  his  successor,'  the  reasona- 
blest  democratic  constitution  you  could  well  construct ;  and 
twice,  or  at  least  once,  did  the  people,  on  trial,  declare  it 
disagreeable.  He  was,  of  old,  well  known  in  Paris ;  in  the 
dissolute,  the  philosophico-political  and  other  circles  there. 
He  has  shone  in  many  a  gay  Parisian  soiree,  this  Simon 
Bolivar;  and  in  his  later  years,  in  autumn  1825,  he  rode 
triumphant  into  Potosi  and  the  fabulous  Inca  Cities,  with 
clouds  of  feathered  Indians  somersaulting  and  war-whooping 
round  him,^  —  and, '  as  the  famed  Cerroy  metalliferous  Moun- 
'  tain,  came  in  sight,  the  bells  all  pealed  out,  and  there  was  a 
*  thunder  of  artilleiy,'  says  General  Miller !  If  this  is  not 
a  Ulysses,  Polytlas  and  Polymetis,  a  much-enduring  and 
many-counselled  man;  where  was  there  one?  Truly  a 
Ulysses  whose  history  were  worth  its  ink,  —  had  the  Homer 
that  could  do  it  made  his  appearance ! 

Of  General  San  Martin  too,  there  will  be  something  to  be 
1  Memoirs  cf  General  Miller, 


342  MISCELLANIES. 

said.  Greneral  San  Martin^  when  we  last  saw  him,  twenty 
years  ago  or  more,  —  through  the  organs  of  the  authentic 
stedfast  Mr.  Miers,  —  had  a  handsome  house  in  Mendosa, 
and  '  his  own  portrait,  as  I  remarked,  hung  up  between  thoee 
^of  Napoleon  and  the  Duke  of  Wellington.'  In  Mendoza, 
cheerful,  mudbuilt,  whitewashed  Town,  seated  at  the  eastern 
base  of  the  Andes,  *  with  its  shady  public-walk  well  paved 
and  swept ; '  looking  out  pleasantly,  on  this  hand,  over  wide 
horizons  of  Faropa  Wilderness;  pleasantly,  on  that,  to  the 
Rock-chain,  Cordillera  they  call  it,  of  the  sky-piercing 
Mountains,  capt  in  snow,  or  with  volcanic  fumes  issuing 
from  them :  there  dwelt  General  JSx-  Greneraitssimo  8an 
Martin,  ruminating  past  adventures  over  half  the  world; 
and  had  his  portrait  hung  up  between  Napoleon's  and  the 
Dnke  of  Wellington's. 

Did  the  reader  ever  hear  of  San  Martin's  march  over  the 
Andes  into  Chile  ?  It  is  a  feat  worth  looking  at ;  compara- 
ble, most  likely,  to  HannibaFs  march  over  the  Alps,  while 
there  was  yet  no  Simplon  or  Mont-Cenis  highway ;  and  it 
transacted  itself  in  the  year  1817.  South- American  armies 
think  little  of  picking  their  way  through  the  gullies  of  the 
Andes :  so  the  Buenos-Ayres  people,  having  driven-out  their 
own  Spaniards,  and  established  the  reign  of  freedom  though 
in  a  precarious  manner,  thought  it  were  now  good  to  drive 
the  Spaniards  out  of  Chile,  and  establish  the  i*eign  of  free- 
dom there  also  instead ;  whereupon  San  Martin,  commander 
at  Mendoza,  was  appointed  to  do  it.  By  way  of  prepara- 
tion, for  he  began  from  afar,  San  Martin,  while  an  army  is 
getting  ready  at  Mendoza,  assembles  'at  the  Fort  of  San 
Carlos  by  the  Aguanda  river,'  some  days'  journey  to  the 
south,  all  attainable  tribes  of  the  Pehuenche  Indians,  to 
a  solemn  Palaver,  so  they  name  it,  and  civic  entertainment, 
on  the  esplanade  there.  The  ceremonies  and  deliberations, 
as  described  by  General  Miller,  are  somewhat  surprising: 
still  more  the  concluding  civic-feast ;  which  lasts  for  three 
days ;  which  consists  of  horses'  flesh  for  the  solid  part,  and 
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horses'  blood  with  ardent  spirits  ad  Uhitum  for  the  liquid, 
consumed  with  such  alacritj,  with  such  results,  as  one  maj 
fancy.  However,  the  women  had  prudently  removed  all  the 
arms  beforehand ;  nay,  '  fi\^  or  six  of  these  poor  women, 
*  taking  it  by  turns,  were  always  found  in  a  sober  state, 
'watching  over  the  rest;'  so  that  comparatively  little  mis- 
chief was  done,  and  only  'one  or  two'  deaths  by  quarrel 
took  place. 

The  Pehuenches  having  drunk  their  ardent-water  and 
horses'  blood  in  this  manner,  and  sworn  eternal  friendship 
to  San  Martin,  went  home,  and  —  communicated  to  his 
enemies,  across  the  Andes,  the  road  he  meant  to  take.  This 
was  what  San  Martin  had  foreseen  and  meant,  the  knowing 
man  !  He  hastened  his  preparations,  got  his  artillery  slung 
on  poles,  his  men  equipt  with  knapsacks  and  haversacks,  his 
mules  in  readiness  ;  and,  in  all  stillness,  set  forth  from  Men- 
doza  by  another  road.  Few  things  in  late  war,  according  to 
General  Miller,  have  been  more  noteworthy  than  this  march. 
The  long  straggling  line  of  soldiers,  six-thousand  and  odd, 
with  their  quadrupeds  and  baggage,  winding  through  the 
heart  of  the  Ande.4,  breaking  for  a  brief  moment  the  old 
abysmal  solitudes!  —  For  you  fare  along,  on  some  narrow 
roadway,  through  stony  labyrinths;  huge  rock-mountains 
hanging  over  your  head,  on  this  hand  ;  and  under  your  feet, 
on  that,  the  roar  of  mountain-cataracts,  horror  of  bottomless 
chasms ;  —  the  very  winds  and  echoes  howling  on  you  in  an 
almost  preternatural  manner.  Towering  rock-barriers  rise 
sky-high  before  you,  and  behind  you,  and  around  you  ;  intri- 
cate the  outgate !  The  roadway  is  narrow ;  footing  none  of  the 
best.  Sharp  turns  there  are,  where  it  will  behove  you  to  mind 
your  paces  ;  one  false  step,  and  you  will  need  no  second  ;  in 
the  gloomy  jaws  of  the  abyss  you  vanish,  and  the  spectral 
winds  howl  requiem.  Somewhat  better  are  the  suspension- 
bridges,  made  oi  bamboo  and  leather,  though  they  swing  like 
see-saws:  men  are  stationed  with  lassos,  to  gin  you  dex- 
trously,  and  fish  you  up  from  the  torrent,  if  you  trip  there. 
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Through  this  kind  of  country  did  San  Martin  march  ; 
straight  towards  San  lago,  to  fight  the  Spaniards  and  deliver 
Chile.  For  ammunition-wagons,  he  had  sorraSf  sledges, 
canoe-ehaped  boxes,  made  of  dried  buirs-hide.  His  can- 
nons were  carried  on  the  back  of  mules,  each  cannon  on  two 
mules  judiciously  bamessed :  on  the  packsaddle  of  your  fore- 
most mule  there  rested  with  firm  girths  a  long  strong  pole ; 
the  other  end  of  which  (forked  end,  we  suppose)  rested,  with 
like  girths,  on  the  packsaddle  of  the  hindmost  mule ;  your 
cannon  was  slung  with  leathern  straps  on  this  pole,  and  so 
travelled,  swaying  and  dangling,  yet  moderately  secure.  In 
the  knapsack  of  each  soldier  was  eight  days'  provender,  dried 
beef  ground  into  snuff-powder,  with  a  modicum  of  pepper, 
and  some  slight  seasoning  of  biscuit  or  maize-meal ;  '  store  of 
onions,  of  garlic,'  was  not  wanting :  Paraguay  tea  could  be 
boiled  at  eventide,  by  fire  of  scrub-bushes,  or  almost  of 
rock-lichens  or  dried  mule-dung.  No  further  baggage  was 
permitted :  each  soldier  lay,  at  night,  wrapt  in  his  poncho^ 
with  his  knapsack  for  pillow,  under  the  canopy  of  heaven ; 
lullabied  by  hard  travail ;  and  sank  soon  enough  into  steady 
nose-melody,  into  the  foolishest  rough  colt-dance  of  unimag- 
inable Dreams.  Had  he  not  left  much  behind  him  in  the 
Pampas,  —  mother,  mistress,  what  not ;  and  was  like  to  find 
somewhat,  if  he  ever  got  across  to  Chile  •  living  ?  What 
an  entity,  one  of  those  night-leaguers  of  San  Martin ;  all 
steadily  snoring  there,  in  the  heart  of  the  Andes,  under  the 
eternal  stars !  Wayworn  sentries  with  difiiculty  keep  them- 
selves awake ;  tired  mules  chew  barley  rations,  or  doze  on 
three  legs ;  the  feeble  watch-fire  will  hardly  kindle  a  cigar ; 
Canopus  and  the  Southern  Cross  glitter  down;  and  all 
snores  steadily,  begirt  by  granite  deserts,  looked-on  by  the 
Constellations  in  that  manner!  San  Martin's  improvident 
soldiers  ate-out  their  week's  rations  almost  in  half  the  time ; 
and  for  the  last  three  days,  had  to  rush  on,  spurred  by  hun- 
ger :  this  also  the  knowing  San  Martin  had  foreseen ;  and 
knew  that  they  could  bear  it,  these  rugged  Guachos  of  his ; 
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nay  that  they  would  march  all  the  faster  for  it.  On  the 
eighth  day,  hungry  aa  wolves,  swift  and  sudden  as  a  torrent 
from  the  mountains,  they  disemliogued ;  straight  towards 
San  lago,  to  the  astonishment  of  men ;  —  struck  the  doubly 
astonished  Spaniards  into  dire  misgivings;  and  then,  in 
pitched  fight,  after  due  manoeuvres,  into  total  defeat  on  the 
*  plains  of  Maypo,'  and  again,  positively  for  the  last  time, 
on  the  plains  or  heights  of  '  Chacabuoo ; '  and  completed 
the  *  deliverance  of  Chile,'  as  was  thought,  forever  and  a 
day. 

Alas,  the  *  deliverance '  of  Chile  was  but  commenced ;  very 
far  from  completed.  Chile,  afler  many  more  deliverances, 
up  to  this  hour,  is  always  but  *  delivered '  from  one  set  of 
evil-doers  to  another  set !  —  San  Martin's  manoeuvres  to 
liberate  Peru,  to  unite  Peru  and  Chile,  and  become  some 
Washington-Napoleon  of  the  same,  did  not  prosper  so  well. 
The  suspicion  of  mankind  had  to  rouse  itself;  Liberator 
Bolivar  had  to  be  called  in ;  and  some  revolution  or  two  to 
take  place  in  the  interim.  San  Martin  sees  himself  per- 
emptorily, though  with  courtesy,  complimented  over  the 
Andes  again ;  and  in  due  leisure,  at  Mendoza,  hangs  his  por- 
trait between  Napoleon's  and  Wellington's.  Mr.  Miers  con- 
sidered him  a  fairspoken,  obliging,  if  somewhat  artful  man. 
Might  not  the  Chilenos  as  well  have  taken  him  for  their  Na- 
poleon ?  They  have  gone  farther,  and,  as  yet,  fared  little 
better ! 

The  world-famous  General  O'Higgins,  for  example,  he, 
after  some  revolution  or  two,  became  Director  of  Chile ;  but 
so  terribly  hampered  by  '  class-legislation '  and  the  like,  what 
Gould  he  make  of  it  ?  Almost  nothing !  0*Hig^ins  is  clearly 
of  Irish  breed ;  and,  though  a  Chileno  bom,  and  *  natural  son 
of  Don  Ambrosio  O'Higgins,  formerly  the  Spanish  Viceroy  of 
Chile,*  carries  his  Hibernianism  in  his  very  face.  A  most 
cheery,  jovial,  buxom  countenance,  radiant  with  pepticity, 
good-humour  and  manifold  effectuality  in  peace  and  war! 
Of  his  battles  and  adventures  let  some  luckier  epic-writer 
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sing  or  speak.  One  thing  we  Foreign  Reviewers  will  always 
remember:  his  father's  immense  merits  towaixls  Chile  in 
the  matter  of  Highways.  Till  Don  Ambrosio  arrived  to 
govern  Chile,  some  half-century  ago,  there  probably  was  not 
a  made  road  of  ten  miles  long  from  Panama  to  Cape  Horn. 
Indeed,  except  his  roads,  we  fear  there  is  hardly  any  yet. 
One  omits  the  old  Inca  causeways,  as  too  narrow  (being  only 
three  feet  broad),  and  altogether  unfrequented  in  the  actual 
ages.  Don  Ambrosio  made,  with  incredible  industry  and 
perseverance  and  skill,  in  every  direction,  roads,  roads. 
From  San  lago  to  Valparaiso,  where  only  surefooted  mules 
with  their  packsaddles  carried  goods,  there  can  now  wooden- 
axled  cars  loud-sounding,  or  any  kind  of  vehicle,  commo- 
diou.sly  roll.  It  was  he  that  shaped  these  passes  through 
the  Andes,  for  most  part ;  hewed  them  out  from  mule-tracks 
into  roads,  certain  of  them.  And  think  of  his  casuchcts. 
Always  on  the  higher  inhospitable  solitudes,  at  every  few 
miles'  distance,  stands  a  trim  brick  cottage,  or  ccmtcha,  into 
which  the  forlorn  traveller  introducing  himself,  finds  covert 
and  grateful  safety;  nay  food  and  refection,  —  for  there  are 
*  iron  boxes '  of  pounded  beef  or  other  provender,  iron  boxes 
of  charcoal ;  to  all  which  the  traveller,  having  bargained 
with  the  Post-office  authorities,  carries  a  key.^  Steel  and 
tinder  are  not  wanting  to  him,  nor  due  iron  skillet,  with  water 
from  the  stream:  there  he,  striking;  a  light,  cooks  hoarded 
victual  at  eventide,  amid  the  lonely  pinnacles  of  the  world, 
and  blesses  Governor  O'Higgins.  With  *  both  hands,'  it  may 
be  hoped,  —  if  there  is  vivacity  of  mind  in  him : 

Had  you  seen  this  road  before  it  was  made, 

You  would  lift  both  your  hands,  and  ble^s  General  Wade ! 

It  affects  one  with  real  pain  to  hear  from  Mr.  Miers,  that 
the  War  of  Liberty  has  half  ruined  these  O'Higgins  casuchas. 
Patriot  soldiers,  in  want  of  more  warmth  than  the  charcoal- 
box  could  yield,  have  not  scrupled  to  tear-down  the  door, 
door-c«ise,  or  whatever  wooden  thing  could  be  come  at,  and 
1  Miers. 
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burn  it,  on  the  spar  of  th6  moment.  The  storm-stayed 
traveller,  who  sometimes,  in  threatening  weather,  has  to 
linger  here  for  days,  *  for  fifteen  days  together,'  does  not  lift 
both  his  hands,  and  bless  the  Patriot  soldier ! 

Nay,  it  appears,  the  O'Higgins  roads,  even  in  the  plain 
country,  have  not,  of  late  years,  been  repaired,  or  in  the  least 
attended  to,  so  distressed  was  the  finance  department ;  and 
are  now  fast  verging  towards  iropassability  and  the  condition 
of  mule-tracks  again.  What  a  set  of  animals  are  men  and 
ChilenosI  If  an  CHiggins  did  not  now  and  then  appear 
among  them,  what  would  become  of  the  unfortunates  ?  Can 
you  wonder  that  an  O'Higgins  sometimes  loses  temper  with 
them ;  9hut$  the  persuasive  outspread  hand,  clutching  some 
sharpest  hide-whip,  some  terrible  sword  of  justice  or  gallows- 
lasso  therewith,  instead,  —  and  becomes  a  Dr.  Francia  now 
and  then !  Both  the  O'Higgins  and  the  Francia,  it  seems 
probable,  are  phases  of  the  same  character ;  both,  one  begins 
to  fear,  are  indispensable  from  time  to  time,  in  a  world  in- 
habited by  men  and  Chilenos ! 

As  to  O'Higgins  the  Second,  Patriot,  Natural-son  CHig- 
gins,  he,  ns  we  said,  had  almost  no  success  whatever  as  a 
governor ;  being  hampered  by  class-legislation.  Alas,  a 
governor  in  Chile  cannot  succeed.  A  governor  there  has 
to  resign  himself  to  the  want  of  success  ;  and  should  say,  in 
cheerful  interrogative  tone,  like  that  Pope  elect,  who  show- 
ing himself  on  the  balcony,  was  greeted  with  mere  howls, 
'^  Non  piacemmo  alpapohf" — and  thereupon  proceed  cheer- 
fully to  the  next  fact.  Governing  is  a  rude  business 
everywhere ;  but  in  South  America  it  is  of  quite  primitive 
rudeness  :  they  have  no  parliamentary  way  of  changing 
ministries  as  yet;  nothing  but  the  rude  primitive  way  of 
hanging  the  old  ministry  on  gibbets,  that  the  new  may  be 
installed !  Their  government  has  altered  its  name,  says  the 
sturdy  Mr.  Miers,  rendered  sulky  by  what  he  saw  there: 
altered  its  name,  but  it^  nature  continues  as  before.  Shame- 
less peculation,  malversation,  that  is  their  government :  op- 
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pression  formerly  by  Spanish  officials,  now  by  native  hacien- 
dados,  land-proprietors,  —  the  thing  called  justice  still  at  a 
great  distance  from  them,  says  the  sulky  Mr.  Miers  !  —  Yes, 
but  coming  always,  answer  we ;  every  new  gibbeting  of  an 
old  ineffectual  ministry  bringing  justice  somewhat  nearer ! 
Nay,  as  Miers  himself  has  to  admit,  certain  improvements  are 
already  indisputable.  Trade  everywhere,  in  spite  of  multi- 
plex confusions,  has  increased,  is  increasing :  the  days  of  som- 
nolent monopoly  and  the  old  Acapulco  Ship  are  gone,  quite 
over  the  horizon.  Two  good,  or  partially  good  measures,  the 
very  necessity  of  things  has  everywhere  brought  about  in 
those  poor  countries :  clipping  of  the  enormous  bat-wings  of 
the  Clergy,  and  emancipating  of  the  Slaves.  Bat-wings,  we 
say ;  for  truly  the  South- American  clergy  had  grown  to  be 
as  a  kind  of  bat-vampires :  —  readers  have  heard  of  that 
huge  South- American  bloodsucker,  which  fixes  its  bill  in  your 
circulating  vital-fluid  as  you  lie  adeep,  and  there  sucks ;  wav- 
ing you  with  the  motion  of  its  detestable  leather  wings  into 
ever  deeper  sleep;  and  so  drinking,  till  it  is  satisfied,  and 
you  —  do  not  awaken  any  morel  The  South- American 
governments,  all  in  natural  feud  with  the  old  church-dignita- 
ries, and  likewise  all  in  great  straits  for  cash,  have  every- 
where confiscated  the  monasteries,  cashiered  the  disobedient 
dignitaries,  melted  the  superfluous  church-plate  into  piastres ; 
and,  on  the  whole,  shorn  the  wingf  of  their  vampire ;  so  that 
if  it  still  suck,  you  will  at  least  have  a  chance  of  awakening 
before  death !  —  Then  again,  the  very  want  of  soldiers  of 
liberty  led  to  the  emancipating  of  blacks,  yellows  and  other 
coloured  persons:  your  mulatto,  nay  jour  D^ro,  if  well 
drilled,  will  stand  fire  as  well  as  another. 

Poor  South- American  emandpators ;  they  began  with  Yol- 
ney,  Raynal  and  Company,  at  that  gospel  of  Social  Contract 
and  the  Rights  of  Man ;  under  the  most  unpropitious  circum- 
stances ;  and  have  hitherto  got  only  to  the  length  we  see ! 
Nay  now,  it  seems,  they  do  possess  '  universities,'  which  are 
at  lea^t  schools  with  other  than  monk  teachers ;  they  have 
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got  libraries,  though  as  jet  almost  nobodj  reads  them,  —  and 
our  friend  Miers,  repeatedly  knocking  at  all  doors  of  the 
Grand  Chile  National  Library,  could  never  to  this  hour  dis* 
cover  where  the  key  lay,  and  had  to  content  himself  with 
looking-in  through  the  windows.^  Miers,  as  already  hinted, 
desiderates  unspeakable  improvements  in  Chile;  —  desid- 
enite:<,  indeed,  as  the  basis  of  all,  an  immense  increase  of 
soap-and-water.  Tes,  thou  sturdy  Miers,  dirt  is  decidedly  to 
be  removed,  whatever  improvements,  temporal  or  spiritual, 
may  be  intended  next !  According  to  Miers,  the  open,  still 
more  the  secret  personal  nastiness  of  those  remote  populations, 
rises  almost  towards  the  sublime.  Finest  silks,  gold  brocades, 
pearl  necklaces  and  diamond  ear-drops,  are  no  security 
against  it :  alas,  all  is  not  gold  that  glitters ;  somewhat  that 
glitters  is  mere  putrid  fish-skin  1  Decided,  enormously  in- 
creased appliance  of  soap-and- water,  in  all  its  branches,  with 
all  its  adjuncts ;  this,  according  to  Miers,  would  be  an  im- 
provement He  says  also  Q  in  his  haste,'  as  is  probable,  like 
the  Hebrew  Psalmist),  that  all  Chileno  men  are  liar:< ;  all,  or 
to  appearance,  all !  A  people  that  uses  almost  no  soap,  and 
speaks  almost  no  truth,  but  goes  about  in  that  fashion,  in  a 
state  of  personal  nastiness,  and  also  of  spiritual  nastiness,  ap- 
proaching the  sublime;  such  people  is  not  easy  to  govern 
well!  — 

But  undoubtedly  by  far  the  notablest  of  all  these  South- 
American  phenomena  is  Dr.  Francia  and  his  Dictatorship  in 
Paraguay  ;  concerning  whom,  and  which,  we  have  now  more 
more  particularly  to  speak.  Francia  and  his  *  reign  of  terror' 
have  excited  some  interest,  much  vague  wonder  in  this 
country  ;  and  especially  given  a  great  shock  to  constitutional 
feeling.  One  would  rather  wish  to  know  Dr.  Francia;  — 
but  unhappily  one  cannot !  Out  of  such  a  murk  of  distracted 
shadows  and  rumours,  in  the  other  hemisphere  of  the  world, 
who  would  pretend  at  present  to  decipher  the  real  portraiture 
1  TraveU  in  ChUe. 
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of  Dr.  Francia  and  his  Life  ?  None  of  us  can.  A  few 
credible  features,  wonderful  enough,  original  enough  in  our 
constitutional  time,  will  perhaps  to  the  impartial  eye  disclose 
themselves ;  these,  with  some  endeavour  to  interpret  these, 
may  lead  certain  readers  into  various  reflections,  constitu- 
tional and  other,  not  entirely  without  benefit. 

Certainly,  as  we  say,  nothing  could  well  shock  the  consti- 
tutional feeling  of  mankind,  as  Dr.  Francia  has  done.  Dio- 
nysius  the  tyrant  of  Syracuse,  and  indeed  the  whole  breed 
of  tyrants,  one  hoped,  had  gone  many  hundred  years  ago^ 
with  their  reward  ;  and  here,  under  our  own  nose,  rises  a 
new  '  tyrant,'  claiming  also  his  reward  from  us  I  Precisely 
when  constitutional  liberty  was  beginning  to  be  understood 
a  little,  and  we  flattered  ourselves  that  by  due  ballot-boxes, 
by  due  registration-courts,  and  bursts  of  parliamentary  elo- 
quence, something  like  a  real  National  Palaver  would  be 
got-up  in  those  countries,  —  arises  this  tawny-visaged,  lean, 
inexorable  Dr.  Francia ;  claps  you  an  embargo  on  all  that ; 
says  to  constitutional  liberty,  in  the  most  tyrannous  manner, 
Hitherto,  and  no  farther !  It  is  an  undeniable,  though  an 
almost  incredible  fact,  that  Francia,  a  lean  private  individual, 
Practitioner  of  Law,  and  Doctor  of  Divinity,  did,  for  twenty 
or  near  thirty  years,  stretch  out  his  rod  over  the  foreign  com- 
merce of  Paraguay,  saying  to  it,  Cease  !  The  ships  lay  high 
and  dry,  their  pitchless  seams  all  yawning  on  the  clay-banks 
of  the  Parana ;  and  no  man  could  trade  but  by  Francia's 
license.  If  any  person  entered  Paraguay,  and  the  Doctor 
did  not  like  his  papers,  his  talk,  conduct,  or  even  the  cut  of 
his  face,  —  it  might  be  the  worse  for  such  person !  Nobody 
could  leave  Paraguay  on  any  pretext  whatever.  It  mattered 
not  that  you  were  man  of  science,  astronomer,  geologer,  as- 
trologer, wizard  of  the  north  ;  Francia  heeded  none  of  these 
things.  The  whole  world  knows  of  M.  Aim^  Bonpland ; 
how  Francia  seized  him,  descending  on  his  tea-establishment 
in  Entre  Rios,  like  an  obscene  vulture,  and  carried  him  into 
the  interior,  contrary  even  to  the  law  of  nations ;  how  the 
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great  Humboldt  and  other  high  persons  expressly  applied 
to  Dr.  Francia,  calling  on  him,  in  the  name  of  human  sci- 
ence, and  as  it  were  under  penalty  of  reprobation,  to  liberate 
M.  Bonpland ;  and  how  Dr.  Francia  made  no  answer,  and 
M.  Bonpland  did  not  return  to  Europe,  and  indeed  has  never 
yet  returned.  It  is  also  admitted  that  Dr.  Francia  had  a 
gallows,  had  jailors,  iaw-fiscals,  officials ;  and  executed,  in  his 
time,  *  upwards  of  forty  persons,'  some  of  them  in  a  very 
summary  manner.  Liberty  of  private  judgment,  unless  it 
kept  its  mouth  shut,  was  at  an  end  in  Paraguay.  Paraguay 
lay  under  interdict,  cut-off  for  above  twenty  years  from  the 
rest  of  the  world,  by  a  new  Dionysius  of  Paraguay.  All 
foreign  commerce  had  ceased ;  how  much  more  all  domestic 
constitution-building!  These  are  strange  facts.  Dr.  Fran- 
cia, we  may  conclude  at  least,  was  not  a  common  man  but  an 
uncommon. 

How  unfortunate  that  there  is  almost  no  knowledge  of  him 
procurable  at  present !  Next  to  none.  The  Paraguenos  can 
in  many  cases  spell  and  read,  but  they  are  not  a  literary  peo- 
ple ;  and,  indeed,  this  Doctor  was,  perhaps,  two  awful  a  prac- 
tical phenomenon  to  be  calmly  treated  of  in  the  literary  way. 
Your  Breughel  paints  his  sea-storm,  not  while  the  ship  is 
labouring  and  cracking,  but  after  he  is  got  to  shore,  and  is 
safe  under  cover!  Our  Buenos- Ayres  friends,  again,  who 
are  not  without  habits  of  printing,  lay  at  a  great  distance 
from  Francia,  under  great  obscurations  of  quarrel  and  con- 
troversy with  him ;  their  constitutional  feeling  shocked  to 
an  extreme  degree  by  the  things  he  did.  To  them,  there 
could  little  intelligence  float  down,  on  those  long  muddy 
waters,  through  those  vast  distracted  countries,  that  was  not 
more  or  less  of  a  distracted  nature ;  and  then  from  Buenos- 
Ay  res  over  into  Europe,  there  is  another  long  tract  of  distance, 
liable  to  new  distractions.  Francia,  Dictator  of  Paraguay, 
is,  at  present,  to  the  European  mind,  little  other  than  a 
chimera ;  at  best,  the  statement  of  a  puzzle,  to  which  the 
solution  is  still  to  seek.     As  the  Paragueno^s  though  not  a 
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litemry  people,  can  many  of  them  spell  and  write,  and  are 
not  without  a  discriminating  sense  of  true  and  untrue,  why 
should  not  some  real  Life  of  Francia^  from  those  parts,  be 
still  possible !  If  a  writer  of  genius  arise  there,  he  is  hereby 
invited  to  the  enterprise.  Surely  in  all  places  your  writing 
genius  ought  to  rejoice  over  an  acting  genius,  when  he  falls- 
in  with  such  ;  and  say  to  himself:  ^  Here  or  nowhere  is  the 
thing  for  me  to  write  of!  Why  do  I  keep  pen-and-ink  at 
all,  if  not  to  apprise  men  of  this  singular  acting  genius,  and 
the  like  of  him  ?  My  fine-^rts  and  aBsthetics,  my  epics,  lit- 
eratures, poetics,  if  I  will  think  of  it,  do  all  at  bottom  mean 
either  that  or  else  nothing  whatever !  " 

Hitherto  our  chief  source  of  information  as  to  Francia 
is  a  little  Book,  the  Second  on  our  List,  set  forth  in  French 
some  sixteen  years  ago,  by  the  Messrs.  Rengger  and  Long- 
champ.     Translations  into  various  languages  were  executed : 

—  of  that  into  English,  it  is  our  painful  duty  to  say  that  no 
man,  except  in  case  of  extreme  necessity,  shall  use  it  afi 
reading.  The  translator,  having  little  fear  of  human  detec- 
tion, and  seemingly  none  at  all  of  divine  or  diabolic,  has  done 
his  work  even  unusually  ill ;  with  ignorance,  with  carelessness, 
with  dishonesty  prepense  ;  coolly  omitting  whatsoever  he  saw 
that  he  did  not  understand :  —  poor  man,  if  he  yet  survive, 
let  him  reform  in  time!  He  has  made  a  French  book, 
which  was  itself  but  lean  and  dry,  into  the  most  wooden  of 
English  false  books ;  doing  evil  as  he  could  in  that  matter ; 

—  and  claimed  wages  for  it,  as  if  the  feat  deserved  waget 
first  of  all !  Reformation,  even  on  the  small  scale,  is  highly 
necessary. 

The  Messrs.  Rengger  and  Longchamp  were,  and  we  hope 
still  are,  two  Swiss  Surgeons ;  who  in  the  year  1819  resolved 
on  carrying  their  talents  into  South  America,  into  Paraguay, 
with  views  towards  '  natural  history,'  among  other  things. 
After  long  towing  and  struggling  in  those  Parana  fioods, 
and  distracted  provinces,  after  much  detention  by  stress  of 
weather  and  of  war,  they  arrived  accordingly  in  Francia's 
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country  ;  bwt  found  that,  without  Francia's  leave,  they  could 
not  quit  it  again.  Francia  was  now  a  Dionysius  of  Para- 
guay. Paraguay  had  grown  to  be,  like  some  mousetraps 
and  other  contrivances  of  art  and  nature,  easy  to  enter,  im- 
possible to  get  out  of.  Our  brave  Surgeons,  our  brave 
Bengger  (for  it  is  he  alone  of  the  two  that  speaks  and 
writes)  reconciled  themselves ;  were  set  to  doctoring  of 
Francia's  soldiery,  of  Francia's  self;  collected  plants  and 
beetles ;  and,  for  six  years,  endured  their  lot  rather  hand- 
somely:  at  length,  in  1825,  the  embargo  was  for  a  time 
lifted,  and  they  got  home.  This  Book  was  the  consequence. 
It  is  not  a  good  book,  but  at  that  date  there  was,  on  the  sub- 
ject, no  other  book  at  all ;  nor  is  there  yet  any  other  better, 
or  as  good.  We  ooa«ider  it  to  be  authentic,  veracious,  mod- 
erately accurate ;  though  lean  and  dry,  it  is  intelligible,  ra- 
tional ;  in  the  French  original,  not  unreadable.  We  may 
say  it  embraces,  up  to  the  present  date,  all  of  importance 
that  is  yet  known  in  Europe  about  the  Doctor  Despot ;  add 
to  this  its  indisputable  brevity  ;  the  fact  that  it  can  be  read 
sooner  by  several  hours  than  any  other  Dr.  Francia :  these 
are  its  excellences,  —  considerable,  though  wholly  of  a  com- 
parative sort 

After  all,  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit !  There  is  an  endless 
merit  in  a  man's  knowing  when  to  have  done.  The  stupidest 
man,  if  he  will  be  brief  in  proportion,  may  fairly  claim  some 
hearing  from  us:  he  too,  the  stupidest  man,  has  seen  some- 
thing, heard  something,  which  is  his  own,  distinctly  peculiar, 
never  seen  or  heard  by  any  roan  in  this  world  before ;  let 
him  tell  us  that,  and  if  it  were  possible,  nothing  more  than 
that,  —  he,  brief  in  proportion,  shall  be  welcome ! 

The  Messrs.  Robertson,  with  their  FrancicCs  Reign  of 
Terror,  and  other  Books  on  South  America,  have  been 
much  before  the  world  of  late ;  and  failed  not  of  a  perusal 
from  this  Reviewer ;  who$ie  next  sad  duty  it  now  is  to  say 
a  word  about  them.  The  Messrs.  Robertson,  some  thirty  or 
five-and-thirty  years  ago,  were  two  young  Scotchmen,  from 
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the  neighbourhood  of  Edinburgh,  as  would  seem ;  who,  under 
fair  auspicet),  set-out  for  Buenos-Ayres,  and  thence  for  Para- 
guay, and  other  quarters  of  that  remote  continent,  in  the  way 
of  commercial  adventure.  Being  young  men  of  vivacity  and 
open  eyesight,  they  surveyed  with  attentive  view  those  con- 
vulsed regions  of  the  world ;  wherein  it  was  evident  that 
revolution  raged  not  a  little ;  but  also  that  precious  metals, 
cowhides,  Jesuits'  bark,  and  multiplex  commodities,  were  nev- 
ertheless extant ;  and  iron  or  brazen  implements,  ornaments, 
cotton  and  woollen  clothing,  and  British  manufactures  not 
a  few,  were  objects  of  desire  to  mankind.  The  Brothers 
Robertson,  acting  on  these  facts,  appear  to  have  prospered, 
to  have  extensively  flourished  in  their  commerce;  which 
they  gradually  extended  up  the  River  Plate,  to  the  city  of 
the  Seven  Streams  or  Currents  (Corrientes  so-called),  and 
higher  even  to  Assumpcion,  metropolis  of  Paraguay;  in 
which  latter  place,  so  extensive  did  the  commercial  interests 
grow,  it  seemed  at  last  expedient  that  one  or  both  of  the 
prosperous  Brothers  should  take  up  his  personal  residence. 
Personal  residence  accordingly  they  did  take  up,  one  or  both 
of  them,  and  maintain,  in  a  fluctuating  way,  now  in  this  city, 
now  in  that,  of  the  De  la  Plata,  Parana  or  Paraguay  coun- 
try, for  a  considerable  space  of  years.  How  many  years,  in 
precise  arithmetic,  it  is  impossible,  from  these  inextricably 
complicated  documents  now  before  us,  to  ascertain.  In  Par- 
aguay itself,  in  Assumpcion  city  itself,  it  is  very  clear,  the 
Brothers  Robertson  did,  successively  or  simultaneously,  in  a 
fluctuating  inextricable  manner,  live  for  certain  years ;  and 
occasionally  saw  Dr.  Francia  with  their  own  eyes,  —  though, 
to  them  or  others,  he  had  not  yet  become  notable. 

Mountains  of  cow  and  other  hides,  it  would  appear,  quitted 
tho<ie  countries  by  movement  of  the  Brothers  Robertson,  to 
be  worn-out  in  Euro|)e  as  tanned  boots  and  horse-harness, 
with  more  or  less  satisfaction,  —  not  without  due  profit  to  the 
merchants,  we  shall  hope.  About  the  time  of  Dr.  Francia's 
beginning  his  *  reign  of  terror,'  or  earlier  it  may  be  (for  there 
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are  no  dates  in  these  inextricable  documents),  the  Messrs. 
Robertson  were  lucky  enough  to  take  final  farewell  of  Para- 
guay, and  carry  their  commercial  enterprises  into  other  quar- 
ters of  that  vast  continent,  where  the  reign  was  not  of  terror. 
Their  voyagings,  counter-voy agings,  comings  and  goings,  seem 
to  have  been  extensive,  frequent,  inextricably  complex ;  to 
Europe,  to  Tucuman,  to  Glasgow,  to  Chile,  to  Laswade  and 
elsewhither ;  too  complex  for  a  succinct  intelligence,  as  that  of 
our  readers  has  to  be  at  present  Sufficient  for  us  to  know, 
that  the  Messrs.  Robertson  did  bodily,  and  for  good,  return 
to  their  own  country  some  few  years  since ;  with  what  net 
result  of  cash  is  but  dimly  adumbrated  in  these  documents ; 
certainly  with  some  increase  of  knowledge,  —  had  the  un- 
folding of  it  but  been  brief  in  proportion  !  Indisputably  the 
Messrs.  Robertson  had  somewhat  to  tell :  their  eyes  had  seen 
some  new  things,  of  which  their  hearts  and  understandings 
had  taken  hold  more  or  less.  In  which  circumstances  the 
Messrs.  Robertson  decided  on  publishing  a  Book.  Arrange- 
ments being  made.  Two  Volumes  of  Letters  an  Paraguay 
came  out,  with  due  welcome  from  the  world,  in  1839. 

We  have  read  these  Letters  for  the  first  time  lately:  a 
Book  of  somewhat  aqueous  structure  :  immeasurably  thinner 
than  one  could  have  wished ;  otherwise  not  without  merit 
It  is  written  in  an  offhand,  free-flowing,  very  artless,  very 
incorrect  style  of  language,  of  thought,  and  of  conception ; 
breathes  a  cheerful,  eupeptic,  social  spirit,  as  of  adventurous 
South- American  Britons,  worthy  to  succeed  in  business; 
gives  one,  here  and  there,  some  visible  concrete  feature,  some 
lively  glimpse  of  those  remote  sunburnt  countries ;  and  has 
throughout  a  kind  of  bantering  humour  or  quasi-humour,  a 
joviality  and  healthiness  of  heart,  which  is  comfortable  to 
the  reader,  in  some  measure.  A  Book  not  to  be  despised  in 
these  dull  times :  one  of  that  extensive  class  of  books  which 
a  reader  can  peruse,  so  to  speak,  *  with  one  eye  shut  and  the 
other  not  open ; '  a  considerable  luxury  for  some  readers. 
These  Letters  an  Paraguay  meeting,  as  would  seem,  a  unani- 
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mous  approval,  it  was  now  determined  by  the  Messrs.  Rob- 
ertson that  thej  would  add  a  Third  Volume,  and  entitle  it  Dr. 
Franc%a*s  Reign  of  Terror.  They  did  so,  and  this  likewise 
the  present  Reviewer  has  read.  Unluckily  the  Authors  had, 
as  it  were,  nothing  more  whatever  to  say  about  Dr.  Francia, 
or  next  to  nothing;  and  under  this  condition,  it  must  be 
owned  they  have  done  their  Book  with  what  success  was  well 
possible.  Given  a  cubic  inch  of  respectable  Castile  soap,  To 
lather  it  up  in  water  so  as  to  fill  one  puncheon  wine-measure: 
this  is  the  problem ;  let  a  man  have  credit,  of  its  kind,  for 
doing  his  problem!  The  Messrs.  Robertson  have  picked 
almost  every  fact  of  significance  from  Rengger  and  Long* 
ehampy  adding  some  not  very  significant  reminiscences  of 
their  own  ;  this  is  the  square  inch  of  soap :  you  lather  it  up 
in  Robertsonian  loquacity,  joviality,  Commercial-Inn  banter, 
Leading- Article  philosophy,  or  other  aqueous  vehicles,  till  it 
fills  the  puncheon,  the  Volume  of  four-hundred  pages,  and 
aay  ''There!"  The  public,  it  would  seem,  did  not  fling 
even  this  in  the  face  of  the  venders,  but  bought  it  as  a  punch- 
eon filled ;  and  the  consequences  are  already  here :  Three 
Volumes  more  on  South  America^  from  the  same  assiduous 
Messrs.  Robertson  !  These  also,  in  his  eagerness,  this  prefr- 
ent  Reviewer  has  read ;  and  has,  alas,  to  say  that  they  are 
simply  the  old  volumes  in  new  vocables,  under  a  new  figure. 
Intrinsically  all  that  we  did  not  already  know  of  these  Three 
Volumes,  —  there  are  craftsmen  of  no  great  eminence  who 
will  undertake  to  write  it  in  one  sheet!  Yet  there  they 
stand,  Three  solid-looking  Volumes,  a  thousand  printed  pages 
and  upwards ;  three  puncheons  nwre  lathered  out  of  the  old 
square  inch  of  Castile  soap !  It  is  too  bad.  A  necessitous 
ready-witted  Irishman  sells  you  an  indifierent  gray-horse; 
steals  it  overnight,  paints  it  black,  and  sells  it  to  you  again  on 
the  morrow ;  he  is  haled  before  judges,  sharply  cross-ques- 
tioned, tried  and  almost  executed,  for  such  adroitness  in 
horse-flesh :  but  there  is  no  law  yet  as  to  books ! 

M.  de  la  Condamine,  about  a  century  ago,  was  one  td^Sk 
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world-famous  com  pan  j  that  went  into  those  equinoctial  coun- 
tries, and  for  the  space  of  nine  or  ten  years  did  exploits 
there.  From  Quito  to  Cuen9a,  he  measured  you  degrees  of 
the  meridian,  climbed  mountains,  took  observations,  had  ad- 
ventures ;  wild  Creoles  opposing  Spanish  nescience  to  human 
science ;  wild  Indians  throwing  down  your  whole  cargo  of 
instruments  occasionally  in  the  heart  of  remote  deserts,  and 
striking  work  there.^  M.  de  la  Condamine  saw  bull-fights 
at  Cuen9a,  five  days  running ;  and  on  the  fifth  day,  saw  his 
unfortunate  too  audacious  surgeon  massacred  by  popular 
tumult  there.  He  sailed  the  entire  length  of  the  Amazons 
River,  in  Indian  canoes;  over  narrow  Pongo  rapids,  over 
infinite  mud-waters,  the  infinite  tangled  wilderness  with  its 
reeking  desolation  on  the  right  hand  of  him  and  on  the  left ; 
—  and  had  mischances,  adventures,  and  took  celestial  obser- 
rations  all  the  way,  and  made  remarks !  Apart  altogether 
from  his  meridian  degrees,  which  belong  in  a  very  strict 
sense  to  World-history  and  the  advancement  of  all  Adam's 
sinful  posterity,  this  man  and  his  party  saw  and  suffered 
many  hundred  times  as  much  of  mere  romance  adventure  as 
the  Messrs.  Robertson  did :  —  Madame  Godin's  passage  down 
the  Amazons,  and  frightful  life-in-death  amid  the  howling 
forest-labyrinths,  and  wrecks  of  her  dead  friends,  amounts  to 
more  adventure  of  itself  than  was  ever  dreamt  of  in  the 
Bobertsonian  world.  And  of  all  this  M.  de  la  Condamine 
gives  pertinent,  lucid  and  conclusively  intelligible  and  credi- 
ble account  in  one  very  small  octavo  volume ;  not  quite  the 
eighth  part  of  what  the  Messrs.  Robertson  have  already  writ- 
ten, iii  a  not  pertinent,  not  lucid  or  conclusively  intelligible 
and  credible  manner.  And  the  Messrs.  Robertson  talk  re- 
peatedly, in  their  last  Volumes,  of  writing  still  other  Volumes 
on  Chile,  *  if  the  public  will  encourage.'  The  Public  will  be 
a  monstrous  fool  if  it  do.  The  Public  ought  to  stipulate  first, 
that  the  real  new  knowledge  forthcoming  there  about  Chile 

^  Condamine:    BekUion  d^un   Vojfage    dam  VhUiiritMr  de  VAmirique 
meridUmtUe, 
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be  separated  from  the  knowledge  or  ignorance  already 
known  ;  that  the  preliminary  question  be  rigorously  put,  Are 
several  volumes  the  space  to  hold  it,  or  a  small  fraction  of 
one  volume  ? 

On  the  whole,  it  is  a  sin,  good  reader,  though  there  is  no 
Act  of  Parliament  against  it ;  an  indubitable  moiefaction  or 
crime.  No  mortal  has  a  right  to  wag  his  tongue,  much  \esA 
to  wag  his  pen,  without  saying  something:  he  knows  not 
what  mischief  he  does,  past  computation ;  scattering  words 
without  meaning,  —  to  afflict  the  whole  world  yet,  before  they 
cease  !  For  thistle-down  flies  abraad  on  all  winds  and  airs 
of  wind :  idle  thistles,  idle  dandelions,  and  other  idle  products 
of  Nature  or  the  human  mind,  propagate  themselves  in  that 
way ;  like  to  cover  the  face  of  the  earth,  —  did  not  man's 
indignant  providence,  with  reap-hook,  with  rake,  with  au- 
tumnal steel-and-tinder,  intervene.  It  is  frightful  to  think 
how  every  idle  volume  flies  abroad  like  an  idle  globular 
downbeard,  embryo  of  new  millions  ;  every  word  of  it  a  po- 
tential seed  of  infinite  new  downbeards  and  volumes :  for  the 
mind  of  man  is  voracious,  is  ferocious ;  germinative,  above 
all  things,  of  the  downbeard  species !  Why,  the  Author- 
corps  in  Great  Britain,  every  soul  of  them  inclined  to  grow 
mere  dandelions  if  permitted,  is  now  supposed  to  be  about 
ten  thousand  strong ;  and  the  reading-corps,  who  read  merely 
to  escape  from  themselves,  with  one  eye  shut  and  the  other 
not  open,  and  will  put-up  with  almost  any  dandelion,  or  thing 
which  they  can  read  mihoui  opening  both  their  eyesy  amounts 
to  twenty-seven  millions  all  but  a  few  I  O  could  the  Messrs. 
Robertson,  spirited,  articulate-speaking  men,  once  know  well 
in  what  a  comparatively  blessed  mood  you  dose  your  brief, 
intelligent,  conclusive  M.  de  la  Condamine,  and  feel  that  you 
have  passed  your  evening  well  and  nobly,  as  in  a  temple  of 
wisdom,  —  not  ill  and  disgracefully,  as  in  brawling  tavern 
supper-rooms,  with  fools  and  noisy  persons,  —  ah,  in  that 
case,  perhaps  the  Messrs.  Robertson  would  write  their  new 
Work  on  Chile  in  part  of  a  volume ! 
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But  enough  of  this  Robertsonian  department ;  which  we 
must  leave  to  the  Fates  and  Supreme  Providences.  These 
spirited,  articulate-speaking  Robertsons  are  far  from  the  worst 
of  their  kind  ;  nay,  among  the  best,  if  you  will ;  — only  un- 
lucky in  this  case,  in  coming  across  the  autumnal  steel  and 
tinder !  Let  it  cease  to  rain  angry  sparks  on  them :  enough 
now,  and  more  than  enough.  To  cure  that  unfortunate  de- 
partment by  philosophical  criticii^m  —  the  attempt  is  most 
vain.  Who  will  dismount,  on  a  hasty  journey,  with  the  day 
declining,  to  attack  mosquito-swarms  with  the  horsewhip? 
Spur  swiAly  through  them ;  breathing  perhaps  some  pious 
prayer  to  Heaven.  By  the  horsewhip  they  cannot  be  killed. 
Drain-out  the  swamps  where  they  are  bred,  —  Ah,  couldst 
thou  do  something  towards  that !  And  in  the  mean  while : 
How  to  get  on  with  this  of  Dr.  Francta  ? 

The  materiaU,  as  our  reader  sees,  are  of  the  miserablest : 
mere  intricate  inanity  (if  we  accept  poor  wooden  Rengger)^ 
and  little  more ;  not  facts,  but  broken  shadows  of  facts ;  clouds 
of  confused  bluster  and  jargon ;  —  the  whole  still  more  be- 
wildered in  the  Robertsons^  by  what  we  may  call  a  running 
shriek  of  constitutional  denunciation,  ^sanguinary  tyrant,' 
and  so  forth.  How  is  any  picture  of  Francia  to  be  fabricated 
out  of  that  ?  Certainly,  first  of  all,  by  omission  of  the  run- 
ning shriek !  This  latter  we  shall  totally  omit.  Francia,  the 
sanguinary  tyrant,  was  not  bound  to  look  at  the  world  through 
Rengger's  eyes,  through  Parish  Robertson's  eyes,  but  faith- 
fully through  his  own  eyes.  We  are  to  consider  that,  in  all 
human  likelihood,  this  Dionysius  of  Paraguay  did  mean 
something ;  and  then  to  ask  in  quietness.  What  ?  The  run- 
ning shriek  once  hushed,  perhaps  many  things  will  compose 
themselves,  and  straggling  fractions  of  information,  almost 
iiitinitesimally  small,  may  become  unexpectedly  luminous ! 

An  unscientific  Cattle-breeder  and  tiller  of  the  earth,  in 
some  nameless  chacra  not  far  from  the  City  of  Assumpcion, 
was  the  Father  of  this  remarkable  human  individual ;  and 
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seems  to  have  evoked  him  into  being  sometime  in  the  jear 
1757.  The  man's  name  is  not  known  to  us  ;  his  very  nation 
is  a  point  of  controversy :  Francia  himself  gave  him  out  for 
an  immigrant  of  French  extraction ;  the  popular  belief  was, 
that  he  bad  wandered  over  from  Brazil.  Portuguese  or 
French,  or  both  in  one,  he  produced  this  human  individual, 
and  had  him  christened  by  the  name  of  Jose  Caspar  Rodri- 
guez Francia,  in  the  year  above  mentioned.  Rodriguez,  no 
doubt,  had  a  Mother  too  ;  but  her  name  also,  nowhere  found 
mentioned,  must  be  omitted  in  this  delineation.  Her  name, 
and  all  her  fond  matemitie.s,  and  workings  and  sufferings, 
good  brown  lady,  are  sunk  in  dumb  forgetfulness  ;  and 
buried  there  along  with  her,  under  the  twenty-fiflh  parallel 
of  SouUiem  Latitude ;  and  no  British  reader  is  required  to 
inteifere  with  them!  Jos^  Rodriguez  must  have  been  a 
loose-made  tawny  creature,  much  given  to  taciturn  reflection  ; 
probably  to  crying  humours,  with  fits  of  vehement  ill-nature : 
such  a  subject,  it  seemed  to  the  parent  Francia  cautiously 
reflecting  on  it,  would  of  all  attainable  trades,  be  suitablest 
for  preaching  the  Gospel,  and  doing  the  Divine  Offices,  in  a 
country  like  Paraguay.  There  were  other  young  Francias ; 
at  least  one  sister  and  one  brother  in  addition  ;  of  whom  the 
latter  by-and-by  went  mad.  The  Francias,  with  their  adust 
character,  and  vehement  Fi-ench-Portuguese  blood,  had  per- 
haps all  a  kind  of  aptitude  for  madness.  The  Dictator  him- 
self was  subject  to  the  terriblest  fits  of  hypochondria,  as  your 
adust  *  men  of  genius '  too  frequently  are  I  The  lean  Ro- 
driguez, we  fancy,  may  have  been  of  a  devotional  turn 
withal ;  born  half  a  century  earlier,  he  had  infallibly  been 
so.  Devotional  or  not,  he  shall  be  a  Priest,  and  do  the 
Divine  Offices  in  Paraguay,  perhaps  in  a  very  unexpected 
way. 

Rodriguez  having  learned  his  hornbooks  and  elementary 
branches  at  Assumpcion,  was  accordingly  despatched  to  the 
University  of  Cordova  in  Tucuman,  to  pursue  his  curriculum 
in  that  seminary.     So  far  we  know,  but  almost  no  farther. 
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What  kind  of  curriculum  it  was,  what  lessons,  spiritual-spoon- 
meat,  the  poor  lank  sallow  boj  was  crammed  with,  in  Cordova 
High  Seminarj ;  and  how  he  took  to  it,  and  pined  or  throve 
on  it,  is  entirely  uncertain.  Lank  sallow  boys  in  the  Tucu- 
man  and  other  high  seminaries  are  often  dreadfully  ill-dealt 
with,  in  respect  of  their  spiritual-spoonmeat,  as  times  go ! 
Spoon-poison  you  might  often  call  it  rather :  as  if  the  object 
were  to  make  them  Mithridateses,  able  to  live  on  poison  ? 
Which  may  be  a  useful  art  too,  in  its  kind  ?  Nay,  in  fact,  if 
we  consider  it,  these  high  seminaries  and  establishments  exist 
there,  in  Tucuman  and  elsewhere,  not  for  that  lank  sallow  boy's 
special  purposes,  but  for  their  own  wise  purposes ;  they  were 
made  and  put  together,  a  long  while  since,  without  taking  the 
smallest  counsel  of  the  sallow  boy  !  Frequently  they  seem  to 
say  to  him,  all  along :  ^  This  precious  thing  that  lies  in  thee,  O 
sallow  boy,  of '  genius '  so-called,  it  may  to  thee  and  to  eternal 
Nature  be  precious ;  but  to  us  and  to  temporary  Tucuman  it 
is  not  precious,  but  pernicious,  deadly :  we  require  thee  to 
quit  this,  or  expect  penalties  ! "  And  yet  the  poor  boy,  how 
can  he  quit  it ;  eternal  Nature  herself,  from  the  depths  of  the 
Universe,  ordering  him  to  go  on  with  it  ?  From  the  depths 
of  the  Universe,  and  of  his  own  Soul,  latest  revelation  of  the 
Universe,  he  is,  in  a  silent,  imperceptible,  but  irrefragable 
manner,  directed  to  go  on  with  it,  —  and  has  to  go,  though 
under  penalties.  -  Penalties  of  very  death,  or  worse  !  Alas, 
the  poor  boy,  so  willing  to  obey  temporary  Tucumans,  and 
yet  unable  to  disobey  eternal  Nature,  is  truly  to  be  pitied. 
Thou  shalt  be  Rodriguez  Francia !  cries  Nature,  and  the 
poor  boy  to  himself.  Thou  shalt  be  Ignatius  Loyola,  Friar 
Ponderoso,  Don  Fatpauncho  Usandwonto!  cries  Tucuman. 
The  poor  creature's  whole  boyhood  is  one  long  lawsuit :  Ro- 
driguez Francia  against  All  Persons  in  general.  It  is  so  in 
Tucuman,  so  in  most  places.  You  cannot  advise  effectually 
into  what  high  seminary  he  had  best  be  sent ;  the  only  safe 
way  is  to  bargain  beforehand,  that  he  have  force  born  with  him 
sufficient  to  make  itself  good  against  all  persons  in  general  I 
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Be  this  as  it  may,  the  lean  Francia  prosecutes  his  studies 
at  Cordova,  waxes  gradually  taller  towards  new  destinies. 
Rodriguez  Francia,  in  some  kind  of  Jesuit  skullcap  and 
black  college  serge  gown,  a  lank  rawboned  creature,  stalk- 
ing with  a  downlook  through  the  irregular  public  streets  of 
G)rdova  in  those  years,  with  an  infinitude  of  painful  unspeak- 
abilities  in  the  interior  of  him,  is  an  interesting  object  to  the 
historical  mind.  So  much  is  unspeakable,  O  Rodriguez; 
and  it  is  a  most  strange  Universe  this  thou  hast  been  born 
into ;  and  the  theorem  of  Ignatius  Loyola  and  Don  Fat- 
pauncho  Usandwonto  seems  to  me  to  hobble  somewhat! 
Much  is  unspeakable ;  lying  within  one,  like  a  dark  lake  of 
doubt,  of  Acherontic  dread,  leading  down  to  Chaos  itself. 
Much  is  unspeakable,  answers  Francia ;  but  somewhat  also 
is  speakable,  —  this  for  example  :  That  I  will  not  be  a  Priest 
in  Tucuman  in  these  circumstances ;  that  I  should  like  de- 
cidedly to  be  a  secular  person  rather,  were  it  even  a  Lawyer 
rather !  Francia,  arrived  at  man's  years,  changes  from  Di- 
vinity to  Law.  Some  say  it  was  in  Divinity  that  he  gradu* 
ated,  and  got  his  Doctor's  hat ;  Rengger  says.  Divinity ;  the 
Robertsons,  likelier  to  be  incorrect,  call  him  Doctor  of  Laws. 
To  our  present  readers  it  is  all  one,  or  nearly  so.  Rodri- 
guez quitted  the  Tucuman  Alma  Mater,  with  some  beard  on 
his  chin,  and  reappeared  in  Assumpcion  to  look-out  for  prac- 
tice at  the  bar. 

What  Rodriguez  had  contrived  to  learn,  or  grow  to,  under 
this  his  Alma  Mater  in  Cordova,  when  he  quitted  her  ?  The 
answer  is  a  mere  guess  ;  his  curriculum,  we  again  say,  is  not 
yet  known.  Some  faint  smattering  of  Arithmetic,  or  the  ever- 
lasting laws  of  Numbers ;  faint  smattering  of  Geometry,  ever- 
lasting laws  of  Shapes  ;  these  things,  we  guess,  not  altogether 
in  the  dark,  Rodriguez  did  learn,  and  found  extremely  re- 
markable. Curious  enough  :  That  round  Globe  put  into  that 
round  Drum,  to  touch  it  at  the  ends  and  all  round,  it  is  pre- 
cisely as  if  you  clapt  2  into  the  inside  of  3,  not  a  jot 
more,  not  a  jot  less :  wonder  at  it,  O  Francia ;  for  in  fact  it 
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is  a  thing  to  make  one  pause !  Old  Greek  Archimedeses, 
Pythagorases,  dusky  Indians,  old  nearly  as  the  hills,  detected 
such  things ;  and  they  have  got  across  into  Paraguay,  into 
this  brain  of  thine,  thou  happy  Francia.  How  is  it  too,  that 
the  Almighty  Maker's  Planets  run,  in  those  heavenly  spaces, 
in  paths  which  are  conceivable  in  thy  poor  human  head  as 
Sections  of  a  Cone  ?  The  thing  thou  conceivest  as  an  Ellip- 
sis, the  Almighty  Maker  has  set  his  Planets  to  roll  in  that 
Clear  proof,  which  neither  Loyola  nor  Usandwonto  can  con- 
travene, that  TTiou  too  art  denizen  of  this  Universe ;  that 
Thou  too,  in  some  inconceivable  manner,  wert  present  at  the 
Council  of  the  Grods!  —  Faint  smatterings  of  such  things 
Francia  did  learn  in  Tucuman.  Endless  heavy  fodderings  of 
Jesuit  theology,  poured  on  him  and  round  him  by  the  wagon- 
load,  incessantly,  and  year  af^er  year,  he  did  not  learn ;  but 
left  flying  there  as  shot-rubbish.  On  the  other  hand,  some 
slight  inkling  of  human  grammatical  vocables,  especially 
of  French  vocables,  seems  probable.  French  vocables; 
bodily  garment  of  the  Encyclopedie  and  GUxspel  according 
to  Yolney,  Jean-Jacques  and  Company  ;  of  infinite  import  to 
Francia ! 

Nay  is  it  not,  in  some  sort,  beautiful  to  see  the  sacred 
fiame  of  ingenuous  human  curiosity,  love  of  knowledge, 
awakened,  amid  the  damp  somnolent  vapours,  real  and  meta- 
phorical, the  damp  tropical  poison-jungles,  and  fat  Lethean 
stupefactions  and  entanglements,  even  in  the  heart  of  a  poor 
Paraguay  Creole  ?  Sacred  flame,  no  bigger  yet  than  that  of 
a  farthing  rushlight,  and  with  nothing  but  secondhand  French 
class-books  in  Science,  and  in  Politics  and  Morals  nothing 
but  the  Eaynals  and  Rousseaus,  to  feed  it:  —  an  t7/-fed, 
lank-quavering,  most  blue-coloured,  almost  ghastly-looking 
flame ;  but  a  needful  one,  a  kind  of  sacred  one  even  that ! 
Thou  shalt  love  knowledge,  search  what  is  the  truth  of  this 
God's  Universe ;  thou  art  privileged  and  bound  to  love  it,  to 
search  for  it,  in  Jesuit  Tucuman,  in  all  places  that  the  sky 
covers ;  and  shalt  try  even  Volneys  for  help,  if  there  be  no 
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Other  help !  This  poor  blue-coloured  inextinguishable  flame 
in  the  soul  of  Rodriguez  Franda,  there  as  it  bums  better  or 
worse,  in  many  figures,  through  the  whole  life  of  him,  is  very 
notable  to  me.  Blue  flame  though  it  be,  it  has  to  burn-up 
considerable  quantities  of  poisonous  lumber  from  the  general 
face  of  Paraguay  ;  and  singe  the  profound  impenetrable  for- 
est-jungle, spite  of  all  ite  brambles  and  lianas,  into  a  very 
black  condition,  —  intimating  that  there  shall  be  decease  and 
removal  on  the  part  of  said  forest-jungle ;  peremptory  re- 
moval ;  that  the  blessed  Sunlight  shall  again  look-in  upon  his 
cousin  Earth,  tyrannously  hidden  from  him  for  so  many  cen- 
turies now  !     Courage,  Rodriguez  !' 

Rodriguez,  indifferent  to  such  remote  considerations,  suc- 
cessfully addicts  himself  to  law-pleadings,  and  general  private 
studies,  in  the  City  of  Assumpcion.  We  have  always  under- 
stood he  was  one  of  the  best  Advocates,  perhaps  the  very 
best,  and  what  is  still  more,  the  justest  that  ever  took  briefs  in 
that  country.  This  the  Robertsonian  Betgn  of  Terror  itself 
is  willing  to  admit,  nay  repeatedly  asserts,  and  impresses 
on  us.  He  was  so  just  and  true,  while  a  young  man  ;  gav^ 
such  divine  prognostics  of  a  life  of  nobleness ;  and  then,  in 
his  riper  years,  so  belied  all  that !  Shameful  to  think  of:  he 
bade  fair,  at  one  time,  to  be  a  friend-of-humanity  of  the  first 
water ;  and  then  gradually,  hardened  by  political  success  and 
love  bf  power,  he  became  a  mere  ravenous  ghoul,  or  solitary 
thief  in  the  night ;  stealing  the  constitutional  palladiums  from 
their  parliament-houses,  —  and  executed  upwards  of  forty 
persons !  Sad  to  consider  what  men  and  friends-of-human- 
ity  will  turn  to ! 

For  the  rest,  it  is  not  given  to  this  or  as  yet  to  any  editor, 
till  a  Biography  arrive  from  Paraguay,  to  shape-out  with  the 
smallest  clearness,  a  representation  of  Francia's  existence  a« 
an  Assumpcion  Advocate  ;  the  scene  is  so  distant,  the  con- 
ditions of  it  so  unknown.  Assumpcion  City,  near  three-hun- 
dred years  old  now,  lies  in  free-and-easy  fashion  on  the  left 
bank  of  the  Parana  River ;  embosomed  among  fruit-forestS| 
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rich  tropical  umbrage ;  thick  wood  round  it  everywhere,  — 
which  serves  for  defence  too  against  the  Indians.  Approach 
bj  which  of  the  various  roads  you  will,  it  is  through  miles, 
of  solitary  shady  avenue,  shutting-out  the  sun's  glare ;  over- 
canopying,  as  with  grateful  green  awning,  the  loose  sand-high- 
way, —  where,  in  the  early  part  of  this  Century  (date  undis- 
coverable  in  those  intricate  Volumes),  Mr.  Parish  Robertson, 
advancing  on  horseback,  met  one  cart  driven  by  a  smart  brown 
girl,  in  red  boddice,  with  long  black  hair,  not  unattractive  to 
look  upon  ;  and  for  a  space  of  twelve  miles,  no  other  articu^ 
late-speaking  thing  whatever.^ 

The  people  of  that  profuse  climate  live  in  a  careless  abun> 
dance,  troubling  themselves  about  few  things;  build  what 
wooden  carts,  hide-beds,  mud-brick  houses  are  indispensable ; 
import  what  of  ornamental  lies  handiest  abroad ;  exchanging 
for  it  Paraguay  tea  in  sewed  goatskins.  Biding  through  the 
town  of  Santa  F^,  with  Parish  Robertson,  at  three  in  the 
afternoon,  you  will  find  the  entire  population  just  risen  from 
its  siesta ;  slipshod,  half-buttoned ;  sitting  in  its  front  veran- 
dahs open  to  the  street,  eating  pumpkins  with  voracity, — 
sunk  to  the  ears  in  pumpkins ;  imbibing  the  grateful  saccha- 
rine juices,  in  a  free-and-easy  way.  They  look  up  at  tho 
sound  of  your  hoofs,  not  without  good-humour.  Frondent 
trees  parasol  the  streets,  —  thanks  to  Nature  and  the  Virgin. 
You  will  be  welcome  at  their  tertulicuy  — a  kind  of '  $warriey 
as  the  Flunkey  says,  '  consisting  of  flirtation  and  the  usual 
trimmings :  swarrie  on  the  table  about  seven  o'clock.'  Be- 
fore this,  the  whole  population,  it  is  like,  has  gone  to  bathe 
promiscuously,  and  cool  and  purify  itself  in  the  Parana :  pro- 
miscuously; but  you  have  all  got  linen  bathing-garments, 
and  can  swash  about  with  some  decency ;  a  great  relief  to 
the  human  tabernacle  in  those  climates.  At  your  terttdiuj  it 
is  said,  the  Andalusian  eyes,  still  bright  to  this  tenth  or 
twelfth  generation,  are  destructive,  seductive  enough,  and 
argue  a  soul  that  would  repay  cultivating.  The  beautiful 
1  Letten  on  Paraguay, 
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half-savages ;  full  of  vrWd  sheet-lightning,  which  might  be 
made  continuously  luminous !  Tertulia  well  over,  you  sleep 
on  hide-stretchers,  perhaps  here  and  there  on  a  civilised  mat- 
tress, within  doors  or  on  the  housetops. 

In  the  damp  flat  country  parts,  where  the  mosquitoes 
abound,  you  sleep  on  high  stages,  mounted  on  four  poles, 
forty  feet  above  the  ground,  attained  by  ladders;  so  high, 
blessed  be  the  Virgin,  no  mosquito  can  follow  to  sting,  —  it  is 
a  blessing  of  the  Virgin  or  some  other.  You  sleep  there,  in 
an  indiscriminate  arrangement,  each  in  his  several  poncho  or 
blanketKsloak ;  with  some  saddle,  deal-box,  wooden  log,  or 
the  like,  under  your  head.  For  bed-tester  is  the  canopy  of 
everlasting  blue ;  for  night-lamp  bums  Canopus  in  his  inflnite 
spaces ;  mosquitoes  cannot  reach  you,  if  it  please  the  Powers. 
And  rosy-fingered  Morn,  suffusing  the  east  with  sudden  red 
and  gold,  and  other  flame-heraldry  of  swift-advancing  l)ay, 
attenuates  all  dreams  ;  and  the  Sun's  first  level  light-volley 
sheers  away  sleep  from  living  creatures  everywhere ;  and 
living  men  do  then  awaken  on  their  four-post  stage  there,  in 
the  Pampas,  —  and  might  begin  with  prayer  if  they  liked, 
one  fancies !  There  is  an  altar  decked  on  the  horizon's  edge 
yonder,  is  there  not;  and  a  cathedral  wide  enough? — How, 
over-night,  you  have  defended  yourself  against  vampires,  is 
unknown  to  this  Editor. 

The  Guacho  population,  it  must  be  owned,  is  not  yet  fit 
for  constitutional  liberty.  They  are  a  rude  people;  lead  a 
drowsy  life,  of  ease  and  sluttish  abundance,  —  one  shade,  and 
but  one,  above  a  dog's  life,  which  is  defined  as  ^  ease  and 
scarcity.'  The  arts  are  in  their  infancy ;  and  not  less  the 
virtues.  For  equipment,  clothing,  bedding,  household  funii- 
ture  and  general  outfit  of  every  kind,  those  simple  popula- 
tions depend  much  on  the  skin  of  the  cow ;  making  of  it 
most  things  wanted,  lasso,  bolas,  ship-cordage,  rimmings  of 
cart-wheels,  spatterdashes,  beds  and  house-doors.  In  country 
places  they  sit  on  the  skull  of  the  cow  :  Greneral  Artigas  was 
seen,  and   spoken   with,  by  one  of  the   Robertsons,  sitting 
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among  field-officers,  all  on  cow-skulls,  toasting  stripes  of  beef, 
and  '  dictating  to  three  secretaries  at  once.'  ^  They  sit  on  the 
skull  of  the  cow  in  country  places  ;  nay  they  heat  themselves, 
and  even  bum  lime,  by  igniting  the  carcass  of  the  cow. 

One  art  they  seem  to  have  perfected,  and  one  only  —  that 
of  riding.  Astley*s  and  Ducrow's  must  hide  their  head,  and 
all  glories  of  Newmarket  and  Epsom  dwindle  to  extinction, 
in  comparison  of  Guacho  horsemanship.  Certainly  if  ever 
Centaurs  lived  upon  the  earth,  these  are  of  them.  They 
stick-on  their  horses  as  if  both  were  one  fiesb ;  galloping 
where  there  seems  hardly  path  for  an  ibex ;  leaping  like 
kangaroos,  and  flourishing  their  nooses  and  bolases  the  while. 
They  can  whirl  themselves  round  under  the  belly  of  the 
horse,  in  cases  of  war-stratagem,  and  stick  fnst,  hanging-on 
by  the  mere  great  toe  and  heel.  You  think  it  is  a  drove  of 
wild  horses  galloping  up :  on  a  sudden,  with  wild  scream,  it 
becomes  a  troop  of  Centaurs  with  pikes  in  their  hands.  Nay, 
they  have  the  skill,  which  most  of  all  transcends  Newmarket, 
of  riding  on  horses  that  are  not  fed ;  and  can  bring  fresh 
speed  and  alacrity  out  of  a  horse,  which,  with  you,  was  on 
the  point  of  lying  down.  To  ride  on  three  horses  with  Du- 
crow  they  would  esteem  a  small  feat :  to  ride  on  the  broken- 
winded  fractional  part  of  one  horse,  that  is  the  feat !  Their 
huts  abound  in  beef,  in  reek  also,  and  rubbish ;  excelling  in 
dirt  most  places  that  human  nature  has  anywhere  inhabited. 
Poor  Guachos  !  They  drink  Paraguay  tea,  sucking  it  up  in 
succession,  through  the  same  tin  pipe,  from  one  common 
skillet.  They  are  hospitable,  sooty,  leathery,  lying,  laugh- 
ing fellows  ;  of  excellent  talent  in  their  sphere.  They  have 
stoicbm,  though  ignorant  of  Zeno  ;  nay  stoicism  coupled  with 
real  gaiety  of  heart.  Amidst  their  reek  and  wreck,  they 
laugh  loud,  in  rough  jolly  banter ;  they  twang,  in  a  plaintive 
manner,  rough  love-melodies  on  a  kind  of  guitar ;  smoke  in- 
finite tobacco ;  and  delight  in  gambling  and  ardent-spirits, 
ordinary  refuge  of  voracious  empty  souls.  For  the  same 
1  Letters  on  Paraguay. 
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reason,  and  a  better,  they  delight  also  in  Corpus-Christi  cere- 
monies, mass-chantings,  and  devotional  performances.  These 
men  are  fit  to  be  drilled  into  something  !  Their  lives  stand 
there  like  empty  capacious  bottles,  calling  to  the  heavens  and 
the  earth,  and  all  Dr.  Francias  who  may  pass  that  way :  ^  Is 
there  nothing  to  put  into  us,  then?  Nothing  but  nomadic 
idleness,  Jesuit  superstition,  rubbish,  reek,  and  dry  stripes  of 
tough  beef?"  Ye  unhappy  Guachos, — yes,  there  is  some* 
thing  other,  there  are  several  things  other,  to  put  into  you ! 
But  withal,  you  will  ob^^erve,  the  seven  devils  have  first  to 
be  put  out  of  you :  Idleness,  lawless  Brutalness,  Darkness, 
Falseness  —  seven  devils  or  more.  And  the  way  to  put 
something  into  you  is,  alas,  not  so  plain  at  present  I  Is  it,  — 
alas,  on  the  whole,  is  it  not  perhaps  to  lay  good  horsewhips 
lustily  upon  you,  and  cast  out  these  seven  devils  as  a  prelim- 
inary ? 

How  Francia  passed  his  days  in  such  a  region,  where 
philosophy,  as  is  too  clear,  was  at  the  lowest  ebb  ?  Francia, 
like  Quintus  Fixlein,  had  *  perennial  fire-proof  joys,  namely, 
employments.'  He  had  much  Law-business,  a  great  and 
ever-increasing  reputation  as  a  man  at  once  skilful  and  faith- 
ful in  the  management  of  causes  for  men.  Then,  in  bis 
leisure  hours,  he  had  his  Volneys,  Raynals  ;  he  had  second- 
hand scientific  treatises  in  French ;  he  loved  to  *  interrogate 
Nature,'  as  they  say ;  to  possess  theodolites,  telescopes,  star- 
glasses,  —  any  kind  of  glass  or  book,  or  gazing  implement 
whatever,  through  which  he  might  try  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
Fact  in  this  strange  Universe:  poor  Francia!  Nay,  it  is 
said,  his  hard  heart  was  not  without  inflammability ;  was 
sensible  to  those  Andalusian  eyes  still  bright  in  the  tenth  or 
twelfth  generation.  In  such  case  too,  it  may  have  burnt,  one 
would  think,  like  anthracite,  in  a  somewhat  ardent  manner. 
Rumours  to  this  effect  are  afloat;  not  at  once  incrediblew 
Pity  there  had  not  been  some  Andalusian  pair  of  eyes,  with 
speculation,  depth  and  soul  enough  in  the  rear  of  them  to 
fetter  Dr.  Francia  permanently,  and  make  a  house-father  of 
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liim.  It  had  been  better;  but  it  befell  not.  As  for  that 
light-headed,  smart,  brown  girl  whom,  twenty  years  after- 
wards, you  saw  selling  flowers  on  the  streets  of  Assumpcion, 
and  leading  a  light  life,  is  there  any  certainty  that  she  was 
Dr.  Francia*s  daughter  ?  Any  certainty  that,  even  if  so,  he 
could  and  should  have  done  something  considerable  for  her  ?  ^ 
Poor  Francia,  poor  light-headed,  smart,  brown  girl,  —  this 
present  Reviewer  cannot  say ! 

Francia  is  a  somewhat  lonesome,  downlooking  man,  apt  to 
be  solitary  even  in  the  press  of  men  ;  wears  a  face  not  un- 
visited  by  laughter,  yet  tending  habitually  towards  the  sorrow- 
ful, the  stem.  He  passes  everywhere  for  a  man  of  veracity, 
punctuality,  of  iron  methodic  rigour ;  of  iron  rectitude,  above 
all.  *The  skilful  lawyer,'  *the  learned  lawyer,'  these  are 
reputations ;  but  the  *  honest  lawyer  ! '  This  Law-case  was 
reported  by  the  Robertsons  before  they  thought  of  writing  a 
Francia*s  Reign  of  Terror,  with  that  running  shriek,  which 
so  confuses  us.  We  love  to  believe  the  anecdote,  even  in  its 
present  loose  state,  as  significant  of  many  things  in  Francia : 

'  It  has  been  alreadj  obsenred  that  Fruicia's  reputation,  as  a  law- 
yer, was  not  only  unsullied  by  yenallty,  but  conspicuous  for  recti- 
tude. 

'  He  had  a  friend  in  Assumpdon  of  the  name  of  Domingo  Rodri- 
guez. This  man  had  cast  a  coyetous  eye  upon  a  Naboth's  vineyard, 
and  this  Naboth,  of  whom  Francia  was  the  open  enemy,  was  called 
Estanislao  Machain.  Never  doubting  that  the  young  Doctor,  like 
other  lawyers,  would  undertake  his  unrighteous  cause,  Rodriguei 
opened  to  him  his  case,  and  requested,  with  a  handsome  retainer,  his 
advocacy  of  it.  Francia  saw  at  once  that  his  friend's  pretensions 
wore  founded  in  fraud  and  injustice  ;  and  he  not  only  refused  to  act 
as  his  counsel,  but  plainly  told  him  that  much  as  he  hated  his  antago- 
nist Machain,  yet  if  he  (Rodriguez)  persisted  in  his  iniquitous  suit, 
that  antagonist  should  have  his  (Francia's)  most  zealous  support. 
But  covetousness,  as  Ahab's  story  shows  us,  is  not  so  easily  driven 
from  its  pretensions ;  and  in  spite  of  Francia's  warning,  Rodriguez 
persisted.  As  he  was  a  potent  man  in  point  of  fortune,  all  was  going 
against  Machain  and  his  devoted  vineyard. 

'  At  this  stage  of  the  question,  Francia  wrapped  himself  one  night 
1  Robertson. 
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in  his  cloak,  and  walked  to  the  house  of  his  inveterate  enemy,  Ma- 
chain.  The  slave  who  opened  the  door,  knowing  that  his  master  and 
the  Doctor,  like  the  houses  of  Montagu  and  Capulet,  were  smoke  in 
each  other's  eyes,  refused  the  lawyer  admittance,  and  ran  to  inform 
his  master  of  the  strange  and  unexpected  visit.  Machain,  no  less 
struck  by  the  circumstance  than  his  slave,  for  some  time  hesitated ; 
but  at  length  determined  to  admit  Francia.  In  walked  the  silent 
Doctor  to  Machain's  clmmber.  All  the  papers  connected  with  tlie 
law-plea — voluminous  enough  I  have  been  assured  —  were  out- 
spread upon  the  defendant's  escritoire. 

' "  Machain."  said  the  Lawyer,  addressing  him,  "you  know  I  am 
your  enemy.  But  I  know  that  my  friend  Rodriguez  meditates,  and 
will  certainly,  unless  I  interfere,  carry  against  you  an  act  of  gross 
and  lawless  aggression ;  I  have  come  to  offer  my  services  in  your 
defence." 

'  The  astonished  Machain  could  scarcely  credit  his  senses ;  but 
poured  forth  the  ebullition  of  his  gratitude  in  terms  of  thankful  ac- 
quiescence. 

'  The  first  "  escrito,"  or  writing,  sent-in  by  Francia  to  the  Juez  de 
Alzada,  or  Judge  of  the  Court  of  Appeal,  confounded  the  adverse 
advocates,  and  staggered  the  judge,  who  was  in  their  interest.  "  My 
friend,"  said  the  judge  to  tlie  leading  counsel,  "  I  cannot  go  forward 
in  this  matter,  unless  you  bribe  Dr.  Francia  to  be  silent."  "  I  will 
try,"  replied  the  advocate  ;  and  he  went  to  Naboth's  counsel  with  a 
hundred  doubloons  (about  three-hundred -and-fifty  guineas),  which  he 
offered  him  as  a  bribe  to  let  the  cause  take  its  iniquitous  course. 
Considering  too,  that  his  best  introduction  would  be  a  hint  that  this 
douceur  was  offered  with  the  judge's  concurrence,  the  knavish  law- 
yer hinted  to  the  upright  one  that  such  was  the  fiict. 

'  "  Salffa  Usted"  said  Francia,  "  con  sus  vilea  peMamentot  y  vilisimo 
aro  de  mi  <xua  !  Out,  with  your  vile  insinuations,  and  dross  of  gold, 
from  my  house  I " 

*  Off"  marched  the  venal  drudge  of  the  unjust  judge ;  and  in  a  mo- 
ment putting  on  his  capote,  the  offended  Advocate  went  to  the  resi- 
dence of  the  Juez  de  Alzada.  Shortly  relating  what  had  passed 
between  himself  and  the  myrmidon,  — "  Sir,"  continued  Franda,' 
"  you  are  a  disgrace  to  law,  and  a  blot  upon  justice.  Tou  are,  more- 
over, completely  in  my  power ;  and  unless  to-morrow  I  have  a  decis- 
ion in  favour  of  my  client,  I  will  make  your  seat  upon  the  bench 
too  hot  for  you,  and  the  insignia  of  your  judicial  office  shall  become 
the  emblems  of  your  shame." 

*  The  morrow  did  bring  a  decision  in  favour  of  Francia's  client. 
Naboth  retained  his  vineyard  ;  the  judge  lost  his  reputation ;  and  the 
yotmg  Doctor's  fume  extended  far  and  wide.' 
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On  the  other  hand,  it  is  admitted  that  he  quarrelled  with 
his  Father,  in  those  days ;  and,  as  is  reported,  never  spoke 
to  him  more.  The  subject  of  the  quarrel  is  vaguely  sup- 
posed to  have  been  '  money  matters.'  Francia  is  not  accused 
of  avarice ;  nay  is  expressly  acquitted  of  loving  money,  even 
by  Rengger.  But  he  did  hate  injustice ;  —  and  probably  was 
not  indisposed  to  allow  himself,  among  others,  ^  the  height  of 
fair  play ! '  A  rigorous,  correct  man,  that  will  have  a  spade 
be  a  spade ;  a  man  of  much  learning  in  Creole  Law,  and 
occult  French  Sciences,  of  great  talent,  energy,  fidelity :  —  a 
man  of  some  temper  withal;  unhappily  subject  to  private 
*  hypochondria ; '  black  private  thunder-clouds,  whence  prob- 
ably the  origin  of  these  lightnings,  when  you  poke  into  him ! 
He  leads  a  lonesome  self-secluded  life ;  ^  interrogating  Na- 
ture' through  mere  star-glasses,  and  Abb^-Raynal  philoso- 
phies, —  who  in  that  way  will  yield  no  very  exuberant  re- 
sponse. Mere  law-papers,  advocate-fees,  civic  officialities, 
renowns,  and  the  wonder  of  Assumpcion  Guachos  ;  —  not  so 
much  as  a  pair  of  Andalusian  eyes  that  can  Iclsso  him,  except 
in  a  temporary  way:  this  man  seems  to  have  got  but  a  lean 
lease  of  Nature,  and  may  end  in  a  rather  shrunk  condition  ! 
A  century  ago,  with  this  atrabiliar  earnestness  of  his,  and 
such  a  reverberatory  furnace  of  passions,  inquiries,  unspeak- 
abilities  burning  in  him,  deep  under  cover,  he  might  have 
made  an  excellent  Monk  of  St.  Dominic,  fit  almost  for  can- 
onisation ;  nay,  an  excellent  Superior  of  the  Jesuits,  Grand 
Inquisitor,  or  the  like,  had  you  developed  him  in  that  way. 
But,  for  all  this,  he  is  now  a  day  too  late.  Monks  of  St. 
Dominic  that  might  have  been,  do  now,  instead  of  devotional 
raptures  and  miraculous  suspensions  in  prayer,  produce  — 
brown  accidental  female  infants,  to  sell  flowers,  in  an  indigent 
state,  on  the  streets  of  Assumpcion !  It  is  grown  really  a 
most  barren  time  ;  and  this  Francia  with  his  grim  unspeak- 
abilities,  with  his  fiery  splenetic  humours,  kept  close  under 
lock-and-key,  what  has  he  to  look  for  in  it  ?  A  post  on  the 
Bench,  in  the  municipal   Cahildoy  —  nay  he  has  already  a 
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post  in  the  Cabildo ;  he  has  already  been  Alcalde,  Lord- 
Mayor  of  Assumpcion,  and  ridden  in  such  gilt-ooach  as  they 
had.  He  can  look  for  little,  one  would  say,  but  barren 
moneys,  barren  Guacbo  world-celebrities;  Abb^-Raynal 
philosopbisms  also  very  barren ;  wholly  a  barren  life-voy- 
age of  it,  ending  —  in  ar^ro,  thinks  the  Abb^  Bayoal  ? 

But  no ;  the  world  wags  not  that  way  in  those  days.  Far 
over  the  waters  there  have  been  Federations  of  the  Chaoip- 
de-Mars  :  guillotines,  portable-guillotines,  and  a  French  Peo- 
ple risen  against  Tyrants ;  there  has  been  a  SafuctdotHsm^ 
speak itig  at  last  in  cannon- volleys  and  the  crash  of  towns 
and  nations  over  half  the  world.  Sleek  Fatpauncho  Usand- 
wonto,  sleek  aristocratic  Donothingism,  sunk  as  in  death- 
sleep  in  its  well-stuffed  easy-chair,  or  staggering  in  somnam- 
bulism on  the  housetops,  seemed  to  itself  to  hear  a  voice  say. 
Sleep  no  more,  Donothingism  ;  Donothingism  doth  murder 
sleep  I  It  was  indeed  a  terrible  explosion,  that  of  Sanscu- 
lottism ;  commingling  very  Tartarus  with  the  old-established 
stars ;  —  fit,  such  a  tumult  was  it,  to  awaken  all  but  the  dead. 
And  out  of  it  there  had  come  Napoleonisms,  Tamerlanisms ; 
and  then  as  a  branch  of  these,  <  Conventions  of  Aranjuez,' 
Boon  followed  by  *  Spanish  Juntas,'  *  Spanish  Cortes ; '  and, 
on  the  whole,  a  smiting  broad  awake  of  poor  old  Spain  itself, 
much  to  its  amazement.  And  naturally  of  New  Spain  next, 
— -  to  its  double  amazement,  seeing  itself  awake !  And  aO) 
in  the  new  Hemisphere  too,  arise  wild  projects,  angry  argu- 
ings;  arise  armed  gatherings  in  Santa  Marguerita  Island, 
with  Bolivars  and  invasions  of  Cumana  ;  revolts  of  La 
Plata,  revolts  of  this  and  then  of  that;  the  subterranean 
electric  element,  shock  on  shock,  shaking  and  exploding,  in 
the  new  Hemisphere  too,  from  sea  to  sea.  Very  astonishing 
to  witness,  from  the  yeaf  1810  and  onwards.  Had  Rodri- 
guez Francia  three  ears,  he  would  hear ;  as  many  eyes  as 
Argus,  he  would  gaze !  He  is  all  eye,  he  is  all  ear.  A  new, 
entirely  different  figure  of  existence  is  cut-out  for  Doctor 
Rodriguez. 


DR.  FRANCIA.  373 

The  Paraguay  People  as  a  body,  lying  far  inland,  with 
little  speculation  in  their  heads,  were  in  no  haste  to  adopt 
the  new  republican  gospel;  but  looked  first  how  it  would 
succeed  in  shaping  itself  into  facts.  Buenos- Ayres,  Tucu- 
man,  most  of  the  La  Plata  Provinces  had  made  their  revo- 
lutions, brought  in  the  reign  of  liberty,  and  unluckily  driven 
out  the  reign  of  law  and  regularity ;  befoi*e  the  Paraguenos 
could  resolve  on  such  an  enterprise.  Perhaps  they  are 
afraid  ?  General  Belgrano,  with  a  force  of  a  thousand  men, 
missioned  by  Buenos- Ayres,  came  up  the  river  to  counter- 
nance  them,  in  the  end  of  1810 ;  but  was  met  on  their  fron- 
tier in  array  of  war ;  was  attacked,  or  at  least  was  terrified, 
in  the  night-watches,  so  that  his  men  all  fled ;  —  and  on  the 
morrow,  poor  General  Belgrano  found  himself  not  a  couote- 
nancer,  but  one  needing  countenance ;  and  was  in  a  polite 
way  sent  down  the  river  again  !  ^  Not  till  a  year  ailer  did 
the  Pafaguenos,  by  spontaneous  movement,  resolve  on  a 
career  of  freedom  ;  —  resolve  on  getting  some  kind  of  Con- 
gress assembled,  and  the  old  Government  sent  its  ways. 
Francia,  it  is  presumable,  was  active  at  once  in  exciting  and 
restraining  them :  the  fruit  was  now  drop-ripe,  we  may  say, 
and  fell  by  a  shake.  Our  old  royal  Grovemor  went  aside, 
worthy  man,  with  some  slight  grimace,  when  ordered  to  do 
so;  National  Congress  introduced  itself;  secretaries  read 
papers,  'compiled  chiefly  out  of  RoUin's  Ancient  HiHory ;* 
and  we  became  a  Republic:  with  Don  Fulgencio  Yegros, 
one  of  the  richest  Guachos  and  best  horseman  of  the  prov- 
ince, for  Prtndent,  and  two  Assessors  with  him,  called  also 
VoctdeSj  or  Vowels,  whose  names  escape  us ;  Francia,  as 
Secretary,  being  naturally  the  Consonant,  or  motive  soul  of 
the  combination.  This,  as  we  grope  out  the  date,  was  in 
1811.  The  Paraguay  Congress,  having  completed  this  con- 
stitution, went  home  again  to  iu  field-labours,  hoping  a  good 
issue. 

Feebler  light  hardly  ever  dawned  for  the  historical  mind, 
'  Rengger. 
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than  this  which  is  shed  for  us  by  Rengger,  Robertsons  and 
Company,  on  the  birth,  the  cradling,  baptismal  processes  and 
early  fortunes  of  the  new  Paraguay  Republic  Through 
long  vague,  and  indeed  intrinsically  vacant  pages  of  their 
Books,  it  lies  gray,  undecipherable,  without  form  and  void. 
Francia  was  Secretary,  and  a  Republic  did  take  place :  this, 
as  one  small  clear-burning  fact,  shedding  far  a  comfortable 
visibility,  conceivability,  over  the  universal  darkness,  and 
making  it  into  couceivable  dusk  with  one  rushlight  fact  in  the 
centre  of  it,  —  this  we  do  know ;  and,  cheerfully  yielding  to 
necessity,  decide  that  this  shall  suffice  us  to  know.  What 
more  is  there  ?  Absurd  somnolent  persons,  struck  broad 
awake  by  the  subterranean  concussion  of  Civil  and  Religious 
Liberty  all  over  the  World,  meeting  together  to  establish  a 
republican  career  of  freedom,  and  compile  official  papers  out 
of  RoUin,  —  are  not  a  subject  on  which  the  historical  mind 
can  be  enlightened.  The  historical  mind,  thank  Heaven, 
forgets  such  persons  and  their  papers,  as  fast  as  you  repeat 
them.  Besides,  these  Guacho  populations  are  greedy,  super- 
stitious, vain ;  and,  as  Miers  said  in  his  haste,  mendacious 
every  soul  of  them !  Within  the  confines  of  Paraguay,  we 
know  for  certain  but  of  one  man  who  would  do  himself  an 
injury  to  do  a  just  or  true  thing  under  the  sun :  one  man 
who  understands  in  his  heart  that  this  Universe  is  an  eternal 
Fact,  —  and  not  some  huge  temporary  Pumpkin,  saccharine, 
absinthian ;  the  rest  of  its  significance  chimerical  merely ! 
Such  men  cannot  have  a  history,  though  a  Thucydides  came 
to  write  it.  —  £nough  for  us  to  understand  that  Don  This 
was  a  vapouring  blockhead,  who  followed  his  pleasures,  his 
peculations,  and  Don  That  another  of  the  same  ;  that  there 
occurred  fatuities,  mismanagements  innumerable;  then  dis- 
contents, open  grumblings,  and,  as  a  running  accompaniment, 
intriguings,  caballing^  outings,  innings :  till  the  Government 
House,  fouler  than  when  the  Jesuits  had  it,  became  a  bottom- 
less pestilent  inanity,  insupportable  to  any  articulate-speaking 
soul ;   till  Secretary   Francia  should  feel  that  He,  for  one. 
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could  not  be  Consonant  to  such  a  set  of  Vowels ;  till  Secre- 
tary Francia,  one  day,  flinging  down  his  papers,  rising  to  his 
feet,  should  jerk-out  with  oratorical  vivacity  his  lean  right- 
hand,  and  say,  with  knit  brows,  in  a  low  swifl  tone :  *'  Adieu, 
Senhores ;  God  preserve  you  many  years ! "  — 

Francia  withdrew  to  his  chacra,  a  pleasant  country-house 
in  the  woods  of  Ytapua  not  far  off;  there  to  interrogate 
Nature,  and  live  in  a  private  manner.  Parish  Robertson, 
much  about  this  date,  which  we  grope  and  guess  to  have 
been  perhaps  in  1812,  was  boarded  with  a  certain  ancient 
Donna  Juana,  in  that  same  region;  had  tertuiias  of  uni- 
maginable brilliancy ;  and  often  went  shooting  of  an  evening. 
On  one  of  these  —  But  he  shall  himself  report : 

*  On  one  of  those  lovely  evenings  in  Paraguay,  after  the  south- 
west wind  has  both  cleared  and  cooled  the  air,  1  was  drawn,  in  my 
pursuit  of  game,  into  a  peaceful  valley,  not  fiir  from  Donna  Juana's, 
and  remarkable  for  its  combination  of  all  tlie  striking  features  of  the 
scenery  of  the  country.  Suddenly  I  came  upon  a  neat  and  unpre- 
tending cottage.  Up  rose  a  partridge ;  I  fired,  and  the  bird  came  to 
the  ground.  A  voice  from  behind  called  out,  "  Buen  tiro "  —  "a  good 
shot"  I  turned  round,  and  beheld  a  gentleman  of  about  fifty  years 
of  age,  dressed  in  a  suit  of  black,  with  a  large  scarlet  capote^  or  cloak, 
thrown  over  his  shoulders.  He  had  a  maf^-cup  in  one  hand,  a  cigar 
in  tlie  other ;  and  a  little  urchin  of  a  negro,  with  his  arms  crossed, 
was  in  attendance  by  the  gentleman's  side.  The  stranger's  counte- 
nance was  dark,  and  his  black  eyes  were  very  penetrating,  while  his 
jet  hair,  combed  back  from  a  bold  forehead,  and  hanging  in  natural 
ringlets  over  his  shoulders,  gave  him  a  dignified  and  striking  air. 
He  wore  on  his  shoes  large  golden  buckles,  and  at  the  knees  of  his 
breeches  the  same. 

'  In  exercise  of  the  primitive  and  simple  hospitality  common  in  the 
country,  I  was  invited  to  sit  down  under  the  corridor,  and  to  take  a 
cigar  and  mati  (cup  of  Paraguay  tea).  A  celestial  globe,  a  large  tel- 
escope and  a  theodolite  were  under  the  little  portico ;  and  I  imme- 
diately inferred  that  the  personage  before  me  was  no  other  than  Dr. 
Francia.' 

Yes,  here  for  the  first  time  in  authentic  history,  a  remark- 
able hearsay  becomes  a  remarkable  visuality  :  through  a 
pair  of  dear  human  eyt^,  you  look  face  to  face  on  the  very 
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figure  of  the  man.  Is  not  this  verily  the  exact  record  of 
those  clear  Robertsonian  ejes,  and  seven  senses ;  entered 
accurately,  then  and  not  afterwards,  on  the  ledger  of  the 
memory  ?  We  will  hope  so  ;  who  can  but  hope  so  1  The 
figure  of  the  roan  will,  at  all  events,  be  exact  Here  too  ia 
the  figure  of  his  library  ;  —  the  conversation,  if  any,  was  of 
the  last  degree  of  insignificance,  and  may  be  left  out,  or  sup- 
plied ad  libitum : 

'He  introduced  me  to  his  library,  in  a  confined  room,  with  a  very 
small  window,  and  that  so  shaded  by  the  roof  of  the  corridor,  as  to 
admit  the  least  portion  of  light  necessary  for  study.  The  library 
was  arranged  on  three  rows  of  shelves,  extending  across  the  room, 
and  might  have  consisted  of  three-hundred  volumes.  There  were 
many  ponderous  books  on  law ;  a  few  on  the  inductive  sciences ; 
some  in  French  and  some  in  Latin  upon  subjects  of  general  litera* 
ture,  with  Euclid's  Elements,  and  some  schoolboy  treatises  on  alge- 
bra. On  a  large  table  were  heaps  of  law-papers  and  processes. 
Several  folios  bound  in  vellum  were  outspread  upon  it;  a  lighted 
candle  (though  placed  there  solely  with  a  view  to  light  cigars)  lent 
its  feeble  aid  to  illumine  the  room  ;  while  a  mat^-cup  and  inkstand, 
both  of  silver,  stood  on  another  part  of  the  table.  There  was  neither 
carpet  nor  mat  on  the  brick  floor;  and  the  chairs  were  of  sucli  an- 
cient fasliion,  size  and  weight,  that  it  required  a  considerable  eflTurt 
to  move  them  fh>m  one  spot  to  another.' 

Peculation,  malversation,  the  various  forms  of  imbecility 
and  voracious  dishonesty  went  their  due  course  in  the  Gov* 
ernment-offices  of  Assumpcion,  unrestrained  by  Francia,  and 
unrestrainable :  —  till,  as  we  may  say,  it  reached  a  height ; 
and,  like  other  suppurations  and  diseased  concretions  in  the 
living  system,  had  to  burst,  and  take  itself  away.  To  the 
eyes  of  Paraguay  in  general,  it  had  become  clear  that  such  a 
reign  of  liberty  was  unendurable ;  that  some  new  revolution, 
or  change  of  ministry  was  indispensable. 

Bengger  says  that  Francia  withdrew  ^  more  than  once '  to 
his  chacra,  disgusted  with  his  Colleagues;  who  always,  by 
unlimited  promises  and  protestations,  had  to  flatter  him  back 
again  ;  and  then  anew  disgusted  him.  Francia  is  the  Con- 
sonant of  these  absurd  '  Vowels ; '   no  business  can  go  on 
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without  Francta  I  And  the  finances  are  deranged,  insolvent ; 
and  the  military,  unpaid,  ineffective,  cannot  so  much  as  keep 
out  the  Indians ;  and  there  comes  trouble,  and  rumour  of  new 
war,  from  Buenos- Ay  res ;  —  ala:»,  from  what  comer  of  the 
great  Continent,  come  there  other  than  troubles  and  rumours 
of  war  ?  Patriot  generals  become  traitor  generals ;  get  them- 
selves *  .shot  in  market-places  ; '  revolution  follows  revolution. 
Artigas,  close  on  our  borders,  has  begun  harrying  the  Banda 
Oriental  with  fire  and  sword ;  *  dictating  despatches  from  cow- 
skulls.'  Like  clouds  of  wolves,  —  only  feller,  being  mounted 
oh  horseback,  with  pikes,  —  the  Indians  dart-in  on  us ;  carry- 
ing conflagration  and  dismay.  Paraguay  must  get  iti>elf  gov- 
erned, or  it  will  be  worse  for  Paraguay !  The  eyes  of  all 
Paraguay,  we  can  well  fancy,  turn  to  the  one  man  of  talent 
they  have,  the  one  man  of  veracity  they  have. 

In  1813  a  second  Congress  is  got  together:  we  fancy  it 
was  Francia's  last  advice  to  the  Grovemment  suppuration, 
when  it  flattered  him  back,  for  the  last  time,  to  ask  his  ad- 
vice, That  such  suppuration  do  now  dissolve  itself,  and  a  new 
Congress  be  summoned  !  In  the  new  Congress,  the  Vocales 
are  voted  out ;  Francia  and  Fulgencio  are  named  joint  Con- 
suls :  with  Francia  for  Consul,  and  Don  Fulgencio  Yegros 
for  Consul's  cloak,  it  may  be  better.  Don  Fulgencio  rides 
about  in  gorgeous  sash  and  epaulettes,  a  rich  man  and  horse- 
subduer  ;  good  as  Consul's  cloak  ;  —  but  why  should  the  real 
Consul  have  a  cloak?  Next  year  in  the  third  Congress, 
Francia,  'by  insidious  manceuvring,'  by  'favour  of  the  mili- 
tary,' and,  indeed,  also  in  some  sort,  we  may  say,  by  law  of 
Nature,  —  gets  himself  declared  Dictator :  *  for  three  years,* 
or  for  life,  may  in  these  circumstances  mean  much  the  same. 
This  was  in  1814.  Francia  never  assembled  any  Congress 
more  ;  having  stolen  the  constitutional  palladiums,  and  insid- 
iously got  his  wicked  will !  Of  a  Congress  that  compiled 
constitutions  out  of  RolKn,  who  would  not  lament  such  des- 
tiny ?  This  Congress  should  have  met  again  !  It  was  indeed, 
say  Rengger  and  the  Robertsons  themselves,  such  a  Congress 
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as  never  met  before  in  the  world ;  a  Congress  which  knew 
not  its  right iiand  from  its  left;  which  drank  jpfinite  rum  in 
the  taverns ;  and  had  one  wish,  that  of  getting  on  horseback 
again,  home  to  its  field-husbandry  and  partridge-shooting 
again.  The  military  mostly  favoured  Francia ;  being  gained- 
over  by  him,  —  the  thief  of  constitutional  palladiums. 

With  Francia's  entrance  on  the  Government  as  Consul, 
still  more  as  Dictator,  a  great  improvement,  it  is  granted 
even  by  Rengger,  did  in  all  quarters  forthwith  show  itself. 
The  finances  were  husbanded,  were  accurately  gathered ; 
every  ofllcial  person  in  Paraguay  had  to  bethink  him,  and 
begin  doing  his  work,  instead  of  merely  seeming  to  do  it. 
The  soldiers  Francia  took  care  to  see  paid  and  drilled ;  to 
see  march,  with  real  death-shot  and  service,  when  the  Indians 
or  other  enemies  showed  themselves.  Guardiati^  Guard- 
houses, at  short  distances,  were  established  along  the  River's 
bank  and  all  round  the  dangerous  Frontiers :  wherever  the 
Indian  centaur-troop  showed  face,  an  alarm-cannon  went  off, 
and  soldiers,  quickly  assembling,  with  actual  death-shot  and 
service,  were  upon  them.  These  wolf-hordes  had  to  vanish 
into  the  heart  of  their  deserts  again.  The  land  had  peace. 
Neither  Artigas,  nor  any  of  the  firebrands  and  war-plaguee 
which  were  distracting  South  America  from  side  to  side, 
could  get  across  the  border.  All  negotiation  or  intercom* 
muning  with  Buenos-Ayres,  or  with  any  of  these  war-dis- 
tracted countries,  was  peremptorily  waived.  To  no  *  Con- 
gress of  Lima,'  *  General  Congress  of  Panama,'  or  other 
general  or  particular  Congress,  would  Francia,  by  deputy  or 
message,  offer  the  smallest  recognition.  All  South  America 
raging  and  ravening  like  one  huge  dog-kennel  gone  rabid,  we 
here  in  Paraguay  have  peace,  and  cultivate  our  tea-trees: 
why  should  not  we  let  well  alone  ?  By  degrees,  one  thing 
acting  on  another,  and  this  ring  of  Frontier  *  Guard-houses ' 
being  already  erected  there,  a  rigorous  sanitary  line,  impreg- 
nable as  brass,  was  drawn  round  all  Paraguay ;  no  commu- 
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nicadon,  import  or  export  trade  allowed,  except  bj  the  Dic- 
tator's license,ir-  given  on  payment  of  the  due  moneys,  when 
the  political  horizon  seemed  innocuous;  refused  when  oth- 
erwise. The  Dictator's  trade-licenses  were  a  considerable 
branch  of  his  revenues ;  his  entrance-dues,  somewhat  onerous 
to  the  foreign  merchant  (think  the  Messrs.  Bobertson),  were 
another.  Paraguay  stood  isolated  ;  the  rabid  dog-kennel 
raging  round  it,  wide  as  South  America,  but  kept  out  as  by 
lock-and-key. 

These  were  vigorous  measures,  gradually  coming  on  the 
somnolent  Guacho  population!  It  seems,  meanwhile,  that, 
even  after  the  Perpetual  Dictatorship,  and  onwards  to  the 
fifth  or  the  sixth  year  of  Fi*ancia*s  government,  there  was, 
though  the  constitutional  palladiums  were  stolen,  nothing 
very  special  to  complain  of.  Paraguay  had  peace ;  sat  un- 
der its  tea-tree ;  the  rabid  dog-kennel,  Indians,  Artiguenos 
and  other  war  firebrands,  all  shut-out  from  it.  But  in  that 
year  1819,  the  second  year  of  the  Perpetual  Dictatorships 
there  arose,  not  for  the  first  time,  dim  indications  of  '  Plots,' 
even  dangerous  Plots !  In  that  year  the  firebrand  Artigas 
was  finally  quenched;  obliged  to  beg  a  lodging  even  of 
Francia,  his  enemy;  —  and  got  it,  hospitably,  though  con- 
temptuously. And  now  straightway  there  advanced,  from 
Artigas's  lost  wasted  country,  a  certain  General  Ramirez,  his 
rival  and  conqueror,  and  fellow-bandit  and  firebrand.  This 
General  Ramirez  advanced  up  to  our  very  frontier;  first 
with  offers  of  alliance ;  failing  that,  with  ofilers  of  war ;  on 
which  latter  offer  he  was  closed  with,  was  cut  to  pieces ;  and 
—  a  Letter  was  found  about  him,  addressed  to  Don  Fulgen- 
cio  Yegros,  the  rich  Guacho  horseman  and  £x- Consul ;  which 
arrested  all  the  faculties  of  Dr.  Francia's  most  intense  intel- 
ligence, there  and  then !  A  Conspiracy,  with  Don  Fulgencio 
at  the  head  of  it ;  Conspiracy  which  seems  the  wider-spread 
the  farther  one  investigates  it ;  which  has  been  brewing  itself 
these  *  two  years,'  and  now  *  on  Good-Friday  next '  is  to  be 
burst  out;  starting  with  the  massacre  of  Dr.  Francia  and 
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Other?,  whatever  it  may  close  with !  ^  Francia  was  not  a 
man  to  be  trifled  with  in  plots  !  He  looked,  4vatched,  inves- 
tigated, till  he  got  the  exact  extent,  position,  nature  and  stnic- 
ture  of  this  Plot  fully  in  his  eye ;  and  then  —  why,  then  he 
pounced  on  it  like  a  glede-falcon,  like  a  fierce  condor,  sud* 
denly  from  the  invisible  blue ;  struck  beak  and  claws  into  the 
very  heart  of  it,  tore  it  into  small  fragments,  and  consumed 
it  on  the  spot  It  is  Francia's  way  !  This  was  the  last  plot, 
though  not  the  first  plot,  Francia  ever  heard  of  during  his 
Perpetual  Dictatorship. 

It  is,  as  we  find,  over  these  three  or  these  two  years,  while 
the  Fulgencio  Plot  is  getting  itself  pounced  upon  and  torn  in 
pieces,  that  the  *  reign  of  terror,*  properly  so  called,  extends. 
Over  these  three  or  these  two  years  only,  —  though  the  '  run- 
ning shriek '  of  it  confuses  all  things  to  the  end  of  the  chap- 
ter. It  was  in  this  stem  period  that  Francia  executed  above 
forty  persons.  Not  entirely  inexplicable !  '*  Por  Dios,  ye 
shall  not  oonspire  against  me ;  I  will  not  allow  it !  The 
Career  of  Freedom,  be  it  known  to  all  men  and  Guachos,  is 
not  yet  begun  in  this  country ;  I  am  still  only  casting  out  the 
Seven  Devils.  My  lease  of  Paraguay,  a  harder  one  than 
your  stupidities  suppose,  is  for  life:  the  contract  is.  Thou 
must  die  if  thy  lease  be  taken  from  thee.  Aim  not  at  my 
life,  ye  constitutional  Guachos,  —  or  let  it  be  a  diviner  man 
than  Don  Fulgencio  the  Horse-subduer  that  does  it.  By 
Heaven,  if  you  aim  at  my  life,  I  will  bid  you  have  a  care  of 
your  own  !  "  He  executed  upwards  of  forty  persons.  How 
many  he  arrested,  flogged,  cross-questioned  —  for  he  is  an 
inexorable  man  I  If  you  are  guilty,  or  suspected  of  guilty  it 
will  go  ill  with  you  here.  Francia's  arrest,  carried  by  a 
grenadier,  arrives ;  you  are  in  strait  prison  ;  you  are  in 
Francia's  bodily  presence ;  those  sharp  St.-Dominic  eye:*, 
that  diabolic  intellect,  prying  into  you,  probing,  cross-ques- 
tioning you,  till  the  secret  cannot  be  hid :  till  the  *  three  ball- 
cartridges  '  are  handed  to  a  sentry ;  —  and  your  doom  is 

Rhadamanthine ! 

^  Rengger. 
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But  the  Plots,  as  we  saj,  having  ceased  by  this  rough 
surgery,  it  would  appear  that  there  was,  for  the  next  twenty 
years,  little  or  no  more  of  it,  little  or  no  use  for  more.  The 
'reign  of  terror,'  one  begins  to  find,  was  properly  a  reign 
of  rigour ;  which  would  become  *  terrible '  enough  if  you  in- 
fringed the  rules  of  it,  but  which  was  peaceable  otherwise, 
regular  otherwise.  Let  this,  amid  the  '  running  shriek,' 
which  will  and  should  run  its  full  length  In  such  circum- 
stances, be  well  kept  in  mind. 

It  happened  too,  as  Render  tells  us,  in  the  same  year 
(1820,  as  we  grope  and  gather),  that  a  visitation  of  locusts, 
as  sometimes  occurs,  destroyed  all  the  crops  of  Paraguay ; 
and  there  was  no  prospect  but  of  universal  dearth  or  famine. 
The  cxx)ps  are  done ;  eaten  by  locusts ;  the  summer  at  an 
end  !  We  have  no  foreign  trade,  or  next  to  none,  and  never 
bad  almost  any  ;  what  will  become  of  Paraguay  and  its 
Guachos  ?  In  Guachos  is  no  hope,  no  help :  but  in  a  Diony- 
si  us  of  the  Guachos  ?  Dictator  Francia,  led  by  occult  French 
Sciences  and  natural  sagacity,  nay  driven  by  necessity  itself, 
peremptorily  commands  the  farmers,  throughout  all  Para- 
guay, To  sow  a  certain  portion  of  their  lands  anew ;  with  or 
without  hope,  —  under  penalties!  The  I'esult  was  a  mod* 
erately  good  harvest  still :  the  result  was  a  discovery  that 
Two  harvests  were,  every  year,  possible  in  Paraguay  ;  that 
Agriculture,  a  rigorous  Dictator  presiding  over  it,  could  be 
infinitely  improved  there.*  As  Pai'aguay  has  about  100,000 
square  miles  of  territory  mostly  fertile,  and  only  some  two 
souls  planted  on  each  square  mile  thereof,  it  seemed  to  the 
Dictator  that  this,  and  not  Foreign  Trade,  might  be  a  good 
course  for  his  Paraguenos.  This  accordingly,  and  not  foreign 
trade,  in  the  present  state  of  the  political  horizon,  was  the 
course  resolved  on;  the  course  persisted  in,  *with  evident 
advantages,'  sajrs  Rengger.  Thus,  one  thing  acting  on  an- 
other, —  domestic  Plot,  hanging  on  Artigas's  country  from 
without ;  and  Locust  swarms  with  Improvement  of  Hus- 
^  Rengger,  pp.  67,  &c. 
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bandry  in  the  interior ;  and  those  Guard-houses  all  already 
there,  along  the  frontier,  —  Paraguay  came  more  and  more 
to  be  hermetically  closed  ;  and  Francia  reigned  over  it,  for 
the  rest  of  his  life,  as  a  rigorous  Dionysius  of  Paraguay, 
without  foreign  intercourse,  or  with  such  only  as  seemed 
good  to  Francia. 

How  the  Dictator,  now  secure  in  possession,  did  roan- 
age  this  huge  Paraguay,  which,  by  strange  Mnsidious'  and 
other  means,  had  fallen  in  life-lease  to  him,  and  was  his 
to  do  the  best  he  could  with,  it  were  interesting  to  know. 
What  the  meaning  of  him,  the  result  of  him,  actually  was  ? 
One  desiderates  some  Biography  of  Francia  by  a  native  !  — 
Meanwhile,  in  the  JEMetische  Brie/wechsel  of  Herr  Pro^ 
feasor  Sauerteig,  a  Work  not  yet  known  in  England,  nor 
treating  specially  of  this  subject,  we  find,  scattered  at  dis- 
tant intervals,  a  remark  or  two  which  may  be  worth  trans- 
lating. Professor  Sauerteig,  an  open  soul,  looking  with 
clear  eye  and  large  recognising  heart  over  all  accessible 
quarters  of  the  world,  has  cast  a  sharp  sun-glance  here  and 
there  into  Dr.  Francia  too.  These  few  philosophical  Re- 
marks of  bis,  and  then  a  few  Anecdotes  gleaned  elsewhere, 
such  as  the  barren  ground  yields,  must  comprise  what  more 
we  have  to  say  of  Francia. 

'Pity/  exclaims  Sauerteig  once,  'tliat  a  nation  cannot  reform 
itself,  as  the  English  are  now  trying  to  do,  by  what  their  newspapers 
call  "tremendous  cheers!"  Alas,  it  cannot  be  done.  Reform  is 
not  joyous  but  grievous  ;  no  single  man  can  reform  himself  without 
stern  suffering  and  stern  working ;  how  much  less  can  a  nation  of 
men.  The  serpent  sheds  not  his  old  skin  without  rusty  disconso- 
lateness ;  he  is  not  happy,  but  miserable !  In  the  Water-citre  itself, 
do  you  not  sit  steeped  for  months ;  washed  to  the  heart  in  elemental 
drenchings ;  and,  like  Job,  are  made  to  curse  your  day  ?  Reforming 
of  a  nation  is  a  terrible  business !  Thus  too,  Medea,  when  she 
made  men  young  again,  was  wont  {du  Himmd!)  to  hew  them  in 
pieces  with  meat-axes ;  cast  them  into  caldrons,  and  boil  them  for  a 
length  of  time.  How  much  handier  could  they  but  have  done  it  by 
"  tremendous  cheers  "  alone  1 ' 
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'  Like  a  drop  of  surgical  antiseptic  liquid,  poured  (by  the  benign 
Powers,  as  I  fancy  I)  into  boundless  brutal  corruptions ;  rery  sharp, 
yery  caustic,  corrosive  enough,  this  tawny  tyrannous  Dr.  Francia, 
in  the  interior  of  the  South- American  continent,  —  he  too  is  one  of  the 
elements  of  the  grand  Phenomenon  there.  A  monstrous  moulting- 
process  taking  place ;  —  monstrous  gluttonous  boa-constrictor  (he  is  of 
length  from  Panama  to  Patagonia)  shedding  his  old  skin;  whole 
continent  getting  itself  chopped  to  pieces,  and  boiled  in  the  Medea 
caldron,  to  become  young  again, —  unable  to  manage  it  by  *'  tremen- 
dous cheers  "  alone  I ' 

*  What  they  say  about "  love  of  power  "  amounts  to  little.  Power  1 
Love  of  '*  power  "  merely  to  make  flunkeys  come  and  go  for  you  is 
a  "  love,"  I  should  think,  which  enters  only  into  the  minds  of  per- 
sons in  a  very  infimtine  state  1  A  grown  man,  like  this  Dr.  Francia, 
who  wants  nothing,  as  I  am  assured,  but  three  cigars  daily,  a  cup 
of  taatS,  and  four  ounces  of  butchers'  meat  with  brown  bread  :  the 
whole  world  and  its  united  flunkeys,  taking  constant  thought  of  the 
matter,  can  do  notliing  for  him  but  that  only.  That  he  already  has, 
and  has  had  always ;  why  should  he,  not  being  a  minor,  love  flunkey 
"  power  1"  He  loves  to  see  you  about  him,  with  your  flunkey 
promptitudes,  with  your  grimaces,  adulations  and  sham-loyalty? 
You  are  so  beautifUl,  a  daily  and  hourly  feast  to  the  eye  and  soul? 
Ye  unfortunates,  from  his  heart  rises  one  prayer,  That  the  last  cre- 
ated flunkey  had  vanished  firom  this  universe,  never  to  appear 
more! 

'  And  yet  truly  a  man  does  tend,  and  must  under  frightful  pen- 
alties perpetually  tend,  to  be  king  of  his  world;  to  stand  in  his 
world  as  what  he  is,  a  centre  of  light  and  order,  not  of  darkness  and 
confusion.  A  man  loves  power :  yes,  if  he  see  disorder  his  eternal 
enemy  rampant  about  him,  he  does  love  to  see  said  enemy  in  the 
way  of  being  conquered ;  he  can  have  no  rest  till  that  come  to  pass  I 
Your  Mahomet  cannot  bear  a  rent  cloak,  but  clouts  it  with  his  own 
hands ;  how  much  more  a  rent  country,  a  rent  world  ?  He  has  to 
imprint  the  image  of  his  own  veracity  upon  the  world,  and  shall, 
and  must,  and  will  do  it,  more  or  less  :  it  is  at  his  peril  if  he  neglect 
any  great  or  any  small  possibility  he  may  have  of  this.  Francia's 
inner  flame  is  but  a  meagre,  blue-burning  one :  let  him  irradiate  mid- 
night Paraguay  with  it,  such  as  it  is.'  — 

'  Nay,  on  the  whole,  how  cunning  is  Nature  in  getting  her  farms 
leased  !  Is  it  not  a  blessing  this  Paraguay  can  get  the  one  veracious 
man  it  has,  to  take  lease  of  it,  in  these  sad  circumstances?  His 
farmproflts,  and  whole  wages,   it  would   seem,  amount  only  to 
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what  is  called  "Nothing,  and  find  yourself!"  Spartan  food  and 
lodging,  solitude,  two  cigars,  and  a  cup  of  maii  daily,  he  already 
had.' 

Truly,  it  would  seem,  as  Sauerteig  remarks,  Dictator 
Francia  had  not  a  very  joyous  existence  of  it,  in  this  his 
life-lease  of  Paraguay  !  Casting-out  of  the  Seven  Devils 
from  a  Guacho  population  is  not  joyous  at  all ;  both  exorcist 
and  exorcbed  find  it  sorrowful  I  Meanwhile,  it  does  appear, 
there  was  some  improvement  made :  no  veritable  labour,  not 
even  a  Dr.  Francia's,  is  in  vain. 

Of  Francia's  improvements  there  might  as  much  be  said 
as  of  his  cruelties  or  rigours ;  for  indeed,  at  bottom,  the  one 
was  in  proportion  to  the  other.  He  improved  agriculture : 
—  not  two  ears  of  com  where  one  only  grew,  but  two  har- 
vests of  com,  as  we  have  seen  I  He  introduced  schools, 
'  boarding-schools,' '  elementary  schools,'  and  others,  on  which 
Rengger  has  a  chapter ;  everywhere  he  promoted  education, 
as  he  could  ;  repressed  superstition  as  he  could.  Strict  jus- 
tice between  man  and  man  was  enforced  in  his  Law-courts : 
he  himself  would  accept  no  gift,  not  even  a  trifle,  in  any  case 
whatever.  Rengger,  on  packing-up  for  departure,  had  left 
in  his  hands,  not  from  forgetfulness,  a  Print  of  Napoleon ; 
worth  some  shillings  in  Europe,  but  invaluable  in  Paraguay, 
whei-e  Francia,  who  admired  this  Hero  much,  had  hitherto 
seen  no  likeness  of  him  but  a  NUrnberg  caricature.  Fran- 
cia sent  an  express  afler  Rengger,  to  ask  what  the  value 
of  the  Print  was.  No  value ;  M.  Rengger  could  not  sell 
Prints ;  it  was  much  at  hift  Excellency's  service.  His  £x* 
celiency  straightway  returned  it.  An  exact,  decisive  man  ! 
Peculation,  idleness,  ineffectuality,  had  to  cease  in  all  the 
Public  Offices  of  Paraguay.  So  far  as  lay  in  Francia,  no 
public  and  no  private  man  in  Paraguay  was  allowed  to  slur 
hb  work ;  all  public  and  all  private  men,  so  far  as  lay  in 
Francia,  were  forced  to  do  their  work  or  die !  We  might  de- 
fine him  as  the  born  enemy  of  quacks ;  one  who  has  from  Na- 
ture a  heart^hatred  of  unveracity  in  man  or  in  thing,  where- 
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soever  he  sees  it.  Of  persons  who  do  not  speak  the  truth, 
and  do  not  act  the  truth,  he  has  a  kind  of  diabolic-divine 
impatience  ;  they  had  better  disappear  out  of  his  neighbour- 
hood. Poor  Francia :  his  light  was  but  a  verj  sulphurous, 
meagre,  blue-burning  one ;  but  he  irradiated  Paraguay  with 
it  (as  our  Professor  says)  the  best  he  could. 

That  he  had  to  maintain  himself  alive  all  the  while,  and 
would  suffer  no  man  to  glance  contradiction  at  him,  but  in- 
stantaneously repressed  all  such :  this  too  we  need  no  ghost 
to  tell  us ;  this  lay  in  the  very  nature  of  the  case.  His  lease 
of  Paraguay  was  a  /(/«•  lease.  He  had  his  *  three  ball-car- 
tridges '  ready  for  whatever  man  he  found  aiming  at  his  life. 
He  had  frightful  prisons.  He  had  Tevego  far  up  among  the 
wastes,  a  kind  of  Paraguay  Siberia,  to  which  unruly  persons, 
not  yet  got  the  length  of  shooting,  were  relegated.  The 
main  exiles,  Rengger  says,  were  drunken  mulattoes  and  the 
class  called  unfortunate-females.  They  lived  miserably  there ; 
became  a  sadder,  and  perhaps  a  wiser,  body  of  mulattoes  and 
u  nfortunate-females. 

But  let  us  listen  for  a  moment  to  the  Reverend  Manuel 
Perez  as  he  preaches,  *  in  the  Church  of  the  Incarnation  at 
Assumpcion,  on  the  20th  of  October  1840,'  in  a  tone  some- 
what nasal,  yet  trustworthy  withal.  His  *  Funeral  Discourse,* 
translated  into  a  kind  of  English,  presents  itself  still  audible 
in  the  Argentine  News  of  Buenos- Ay  res,  No.  813.  "We  se- 
lect some  passages ;  studying  to  abate  the  nasal  tone  a  little ; 
to  reduce,  if  possible,  the  Argentine  English  under  the  law 
of  grammar.  It  is  the  worst  translation  in  the  world,  and 
does  poor  Manuel  Perez  one  knows  not  what  injustice. 
This  Funeral  Discourse  has  *much  surprised'  the  Able 
Editor,  it  seems;  —  has  led  him  perhaps  to  ask,  or  be 
readier  for  asking.  Whether  all  that  confused  loud  litany- 
ing  about  *  reign  of  terror,'  and  so  forth,  was  not  possibly  of 
a  rather  long-eared  nature  ? 

*  Amid  the  convulsions  of  revolution,'  fays  the  Reverend  Manuel, 
'  the  Lord,  looking.down  witli  pity  on  Paraguay,  raised  up  Don  Jose 
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Gaspar  Francia  for  its  delWeranoe.  And  when,  in  the  words  of  my 
Text,  the  children  of  Israel  cried  unto  the  Lord,  the  Lord  raised  up  a  de- 
liverer to  die  children  of  Israd,  who  delivered  them,* 

*  Wliat  measures  did  not  his  Excellency  derise,  what  labours  un- 
dergo, to  preserve  peace  in  the  Republic  at  home,  and  place  it  in  an 
attitude  to  command  respect  from  abroad !  Uis  first  care  was  di- 
rected to  obtain  supplies  of  Arms,  and  to  discipline  Soldiers.  To 
all  that  would  import  arms  he  held  out  the  inducement  of  exemption 
from  duty,  and  the  permission  to  export  in  return  whatever  produce 
they  preferred.  An  abundant  supply  of  excellent  arms  was,  by  these 
means,  obtained.  I  am  lost  in  wonder  to  think  how  this  great  man 
could  attend  to  such  a  multiplicity  of  things !  He  applied  himself 
to  the  study  of  the  military  art ;  and,  in  a  short  time,  taught  the 
exercise,  and  directed  military  evolutions  like  the  skilfuUest  veteran. 
Often  have  I  seen  his  Excellency  go  up  to  a  recruit,  and  show  him 
by  example  how  to  take  aim  at  the  target.  Could  any  Paragueno 
think  it  other  than  honourable  to  carry  a  musket,  when  his  Dictator 
taught  him  how  to  manage  It  ?  The  cavalry-exercise  too,  though  it 
seems  to  require  a  man  at  once  robust  and  experienced  in  horseman- 
ship, his  Excellency,  as  you  know,  did  himself  superintend  ;  at  the 
head  of  his  squadrons  he  charged  and  manoeuvred,  as  if  bred  to  it ; 
and  directed  them  witli  an  energy  and  vigour  which  infused  his  own 
martial  spirit  into  these  troops.' 

'  What  evils  do  not  the  people  sufier  from  Highwaymen ! '  exclaims 
his  Reverence,  a  little  farther  on ;  '  violence,  plunder,  murder,  are 
crimes  familiar  to  these  malefactors.  The  inaccessible  mountains 
and  wide  deserts  in  this  Republic  seemed  to  offer  impunity  to  such 
men.  Our  Dictator  succeeded  in  striking  such  a  terror  into  them  that 
they  entirely  disappeared,  seeking  safety  in  a  change  of  life.  His 
Excellency  saw  that  the  manner  of  inflicting  the  punishment  was 
more  efficacious  than  even  the  punishment  itself;  and  on  this  prin- 
ciple he  acted.  Whenever  a  robber  could  be  seized,  he  was  led  to 
the  nearest  Guard-house  ( Guardia) ;  a  summary  trial  took  place ; 
and  straightway,  so  soon  as  he  had  made  confession,  he  was  shot. 
These  means  proved  effectual.  Erelong  the  Republic  was  in  such 
security,  that,  we  may  say,  a  child  might  have  travelled  from  the 
Uruguay  to  the  Parana  without  other  protection  than  the  dread 
which  the  Supreme  Dictator  had  inspired.'  —  This  is  saying  some- 
thing, your  Reverence ! 

'  But  what  is  all  this  compared  to  the  demon  of  Anarchy  ?  Oh  ! ' 
exclaims  his  simple  Reverence,  '  Oh,  my  friends,  would  I  had  the 
talent  to  paint  to  you  the  miseries  of  a  people  that  &I1  into  anarchy  ! 
And  was  not  our  Republic  on  the  very  eve  of  this  ?  Yes,  brethren.' 
—  *  It  behoved  his  Excellency  to  be  prompt  j  to  smother  the  enemy 
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in  his  cradle !  He  did  so.  He  seized  the  leaders ;  brought  to  sum- 
mary trial,  they  were  convicted  of  high  treason  against  the  country. 
What  a  struggle  now,  for  his  Excellency,  between  the  law  of  duty, 
and  the  voice  of  feeling '  —  if  feeling  to  any  extent  there  were  !  '  1/ 
exclaims  his  Reverence,  '  am  confident  tluit  had  the  doom  of  im- 
prisonment on  those  persons  seemed  sufficient  for  the  State's  peace, 
his  Excellency  never  would  have  ordered  their  execution.'  It  was 
unavoidable  ;  nor  was  it  avoided  ;  it  was  done !  '  Brethren,  should 
not  I  hesitate,  lest  it  be  a  profanation  of  the  sacred  place  I  now  oc- 
cupy, if  I  seem  to  approve  sanguinary  measures  in  opposition  to  the 
mildness  of  the  Gospel  1  Brethren,  no.  God  himself  approved  the 
conduct  of  Solomon  in  putting  Joab  and  Adonijah  to  death.'  Life 
is  sacred,  thinks  his  Reverence ;  but  there  is  something  more  sacred 
still :  woe  to  him  who  does  not  know  tliat  withal ! 

Alas,  your  Reverence,  Paraguay  has  not  yet  succeeded  in 
abolishing  capital  punishment,  then  ?  But  indeed  neither  has 
Nature,  anywhere  that  I  hear  of,  yet  succeeded  in  aboli:>h- 
ing  it.  Act  with  the  due  degree  of  perversity,  you  are  sure 
enough  of  being  violently  put  to  death,  in  hospital  or  high- 
way,—  by  dyspepsia,  delirium  tremens,  or  stuck  through  by 
the  kindled  rage  of  your  fellow-men !  What  can  the  friend 
of  humanity  do?  —  Twaddle  in  £xeter-hall  or  elsewhere, 
*  till  he  become  a  bore  to  us,'  and  perhaps  worse !  An  Ad- 
vocate in  Arras  once  gave-up  a  good  judicial  appointment, 
and  retired  into  frugality  and  privacy,  rather  than  doom  one 
culprit  to  die  by  law.  The  name  of  this  Advocate,  let  us 
mark  it  well,  was  Maximilien  Robespierre.  There  are  sweet 
kinds  of  twaddle  that  have  a  deadly  virulence  of  poison  con- 
cealed in  them ;  like  the  sweetness  of  sugar-of-lead.  Were 
it  not  better  to  make  just  laws,  think  you,  and  then  execute 
them  strictly,  —  as  the  gods  still  do  ? 

'  His  Excellency  next  directed  his  attention  to  purging  the  State 
from  another  cUss  of  enemies,'  says  Perez  in  the  Incarnation  Church } 
'the  peculating  Tax-gatherers,  namely.  Vigilantly  detecting  their 
frauds,  he  made  them  refund  for  what  was  past,  and  took  precautions 
against  the  like  in  future ;  all  their  accounts  were  to  be  handed-in, 
for  his  examination,  once  every  year.' 

*  The  habit  of  his  Excellency  when  he  delivered-out  articles  for 
the  supply  of  the  public ;  that  prolix  and  minute  counting  of  things 
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apparently  unworthy  of  his  attention,  —  had  its  origin  in  the  same 
motive.  I  believe  tliat  he  did  so,  less  from  a  want  of  confidence  in  the 
individuals  lately  appointed  for  this  purpose,  than  from  a  desire  to 
show  them  with  what  delicacy  they  should  proceed.  Hence  likewise 
his  ways,  in  scrupulously  examining  every  piece  of  artisans'  work- 
manship.' 

*  Republic  of  Paraguay,  how  art  thou  indebted  to  the  toils,  the 
vigils  and  cares  of  our  Perpetual  Dictator !  It  seemed  as  if  this 
extraordinary  man  were  endowed  with  ubiquity,  to  attend  to  all 
thy  wants  and  exigences.  Whilst  in  his  closet,  he  was  traversing 
thy  frontiers  to  place  thee  in  an  attitude  of  security.  What  devasta- 
tion did  not  those  inroads  of  Indians  from  the  Chaco  occasion  to  the 
inhabitants  of  Rio-Abigo !  Ever  and  anon  there  reached  Assump- 
cion,  tidings  of  the  terror  and  affliction  caused  by  their  incursions. 
Which  of  us  hoped  that  evils  so  wide-spread,  ravages  so  appalling, 
could  be  counteracted  ?  Our  Dictator,  nevertheless,  did  devise  eflect- 
ual  ways  of  securing  that  part  of  the  Republic. 

*  Four  respectable  Fortresses  with  competent  garrisons  have  been 
the  impregnable  barrier  which  has  restrained  the  irruptions  of  those 
ferocious  Savages.  Inhabitants  of  Rio-Ab%jo !  rest  tranquil  in  your 
homes ;  you  are  a  portion  of  the  People  whom  the  Lord  confided  to 
the  care  of  our  Dictator ;  you  are  safe.' 

^  The  precautions  and  wise  measures  he  adopted  to  repel  force,  and 
drive-back  the  Savages  to  the  nortli  of  the  Republic ;  the  Fortresses 
of  Climpo,  of  San  Carlos  de  Apa,  placed  on  the  best  footing  for  de- 
fence ;  the  orders  and  instructions  furnished  to  the  Villa  de  la  Cou- 
cepcion,  —  secured  that  quarter  of  the  Republic  against  attack  from 
any. 

'  The  great  Wall,  ditch  and  fortress,  on  the  opposite  bank  of  the 
River  Parana ;  the  force  and  judicious  arrangement  of  the  troops 
distributed  over  the  interior  in  the  south  of  our  Republic,  have 
commanded  the  respect  of  its  enemies  in  that  quarter.' 

'  The  beauty,  the  symmetry  and  good  taste  dispbiyed  in  the  build- 
ing of  cities  convey  an  advantageous  idea  of  their  inhabitants,'  con- 
tinues Perez :  '  Thus  thought  Caractacus,  King  of  the  Angles,  — 
thus  think  most  persons !  '  His  Excellency,  glancing  at  the  con- 
dition of  the  Capital  of  the  Republic,  saw  a  dty  in  disorder  and 
without  police ;  streets  without  regularity,  houses  built  according 
to  the  caprice  of  their  owners.' 

But  enough,  O  Perez  ;  for  it  becomes  too  nasal  I  Perez, 
with  a  confident  face,  asks  in  fine,  Whether  all  these  things 
do  not  clearly  prove  to  men  and  Guachos  of  sense,  that  Die- 
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tator  Francia  was  *  the  deliverer  whom  the  Lord  raised  up  to 
deliver  Paraguay  from  its  enemies  ? '  —  Truly,  O  Perez,  the 
benefits  of  him  seem  to  have  been  considerable.  Undoubt- 
edly a  man  *  sent  by  Heaven/  —  as  all  of  us  are  !  Nay,  it 
may  be,  the  benefit  of  him  is  not  even  yet  exhausted,  even 
yet  entirely  become  visible.  Who  knows  but,  in  unborn  cen- 
turies, Paragueno  men  will  look  back  to  their  lean  iron  Fran- 
cia, as  men  do  in  such  cases  to  the  one  veracious  person,  and 
institute  considerations  !  Oliver  Cromwell,  dead  two-hundred 
years,  does  yet  speak  ;  nay,  perhaps  now  first  begins  to  speak. 
The  meaning  and  meanings  of  the  one  true  man,  never  so 
lean  and  limited,  starting-up  direct  from  Nature's  heart,  in 
this  bewildered  Guacho  world,  gone  far  away  from  Nature, 
are  endless ! 

The  Messrs.  Robertson  are  very  merry  on  this  attempt  of 
Francia's  to  rebuild  on  a  better  plan  the  City  of  Assumpcion. 
The  City  of  Assumpcion,  full  of  tropical  vegetation  and  *  per- 
manent hedges,  the  deposits  of  nuisance  and  vermin,'  ^  has  no 
pavement,  no  straightness  of  streets  ;  the  sandy  thoroughfare 
in  some  quarters  is  tora  by  the  rain  into  gullies,  impassable 
with  convenience  to  any  animal  but  a  kangaroo.  Francia, 
after  meditation,  decides  on  having  it  remodelled,  paved, 
straightened,  —  irradiated  with  the  image  of  the  one  regular 
man.  Robertson  laughs  to  see  a  Dictator,  sovereign  ruler, 
straddling  about,  'taking  observations  with  his  theodolite,' 
and  so  forth :  O  Robertson,  if  there  was  no  other  man  that 
could  observe  with  a  theodolite  ?  Nay,  it  seems  further,  the 
improvement  of  Assumpcion  was  attended,  once  more,  with 
the  dreadfullest  tyrannies :  peaceable  citizens  dreaming  no 
harm,  no  active  harm  to  any  soul,  but  mere  peaceable  passive 
dirt  and  irregularity  to  all  souls,  were  ordered  to  pull-down 
their  houses  which  happened  to  stand  in  the  middle  of  streets ; 
forced  (under  rustle  of  the  gallows)  to  draw  their  purses,  and 
rebuild  them  elsewhere  I  It  is  horrible.  Nay,  they  said, 
Francia's  true  aim  in  these  improvements,  in  this  cutting- 
1  Perez. 
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down  of  the  luxuriant  *  cross  hedges '  and  architectural  mon- 
strosities was  merely  to  save  himself  from  being  shot,  from 
under  cover,  as  he  rode  through  the  place.  It  maj  be  so : 
but  Assumpcion  is  now  an  improved  paved  City,  much 
squarer  in  the  comers  (and  with  the  planned  capacity,  it 
seems,  of  growing  ever  squarer  *)  ;  passable  with  convenience 
not  to  kangaroos  only,  but  to  wooden  bullock-carts  and  all 
vehicles  and  animals. 

Indeed  our  Messrs.  Robertson  find  something  comic  as  well 
as  tragic  in  Dictator  Francia;  and  enliven  their  running 
shriek,  all  through  this  Reign  of  Terror,  with  a  pleasant  vein 
of  conventional  satire.  One  evening,  for  example,  a  Robert- 
son being  about  to  leave  Paraguay  for  England,  and  having 
waited  upon  Francia  to  make  the  parting  compliments,  Fran- 
cia, to  the  Robertson\s  extreme  astonishment,  orders-in  a  large 
bale  of  goods,  orders  them  to  be  opened  on  the  table  there : 
Tobacco^  poncho-cloth,  and  other  produce  of  the  country,  all 
of  first-rate  quality,  and  with  the  prices  ticketed.  These 
goods  this  astonished  Robertson  is  to  carry  to  the  '  Bar  of  the 
House  of  Commons,'  and  there  to  say,  in  such  fashion  and 
phraseology  as  a  native  may  know  to  be  suitable :  ^  Mr. 
Speaker,  —  Dr.  Francia  is  Dictator  of  Paraguay,  a  country 
of  tropical  fertility  and  100,000  square  miles  in  extent,  pro- 
ducing these  commodities,  at  these  prices.  With  nearly  all 
foreign  nations  he  declines  altogether  to  trade  ;  but  with  the 
English,  such  is  his  notion  of  them,  he  is  willing  and  desirous 
to  trade.  These  are  his  commodities,  in  endless  quantity ;  of 
this  quality,  at  these  prices.  He  wants  arms,  for  his  part. 
What  say  you,  Mr.  Speaker  ?  "  —  Sure  enough,  our  Robert- 
son, arriving  at  the  *  Bar  of  the  House  of  Commons '  with 
such  a  message,  would  have  cut  an  original  figure !  Not  to 
the  *  House  of  Commons '  was  this  message  properly  ad- 
dressed ;  but  to  the  English  Nation ;  which  Francia,  idiot- 
like, supposed  to  be  somehow  represented,  and  made  acces- 
sible and  addressable  in  the  House  of  Commons.  It  was  a 
1  Perei. 
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Strange  imbecility  in  any  Dictator !  —  The  Robertson,  we 
find  accordingly,  did  not  take  this  bale  of  goods  to  the  Bar 
of  the  House  of  Commons ;  nay,  what  was  far  worse,  he  did 
not,  owing  to  accidents,  go  to  England  at  all,  or  bring  any 
arms  back  to  Francia  at  all :  hence,  indeed,  Francia's  un- 
reasonable detestation  of  him,  hardly  to  be  restrained  within 
the  bounds  of  common  politeness !  A  man  who  said  he 
would  do,  and  then  did  not  do,  was  at  no  time  a  kind  of 
man  admirable  to  Francia.  Lai^  sections  of  this  Reign  of 
Terror  are  a  sort  of  unmusical  sonata,  or  free  duet  with  vari- 
ations, to  this  text :  ^  How  unadmirable  a  hide-merchant  that 
does  not  keep  his  word !  "  —  '*  How  censurable,  not  to  say 
ridiculous  and  imbecile,  the  want  of  common  politeness  in  a 
Dictator ! " 

Francia  was  a  man  that  liked  performance :  and  sham- 
performance,  in  Paraguay  as  elsewhere,  was  a  thing  too  uni- 
versal What  a  time  of  it  had  this  strict  man  with  unreal 
performers,  imaginary  workmen,  public  and  private,  cleric 
and  laid  Ye  Guachos,  —  it  is  no  child's-play,  casting-out 
those  Seven  Devils  from  you ! 

Monastic  or  other  entirely  slumberous  church-establLsh- 
ments  could  expect  no  great  favour  from  Francia.  Such  of 
them  as  seemed  incurable,  entirely  slumberous,  he  somewhat 
roughly  shook  awake,  somewhat  sternly  ordered  to  begone. 
Debouty  canaille  fainiante^  as  his  prophet  Raynal  says  ;  J90- 
hovi :  aux  champs,  aux  ateliers !  Can  I  have  you  sit  here, 
droning  old  metre  through  your  nose ;  your  heart  asleep  in 
mere  gluttony,  the  while ;  and  all  Paraguay  a  wilderness  or 
nearly  so,  —  the  Heaven's  blessed  sunshine  growing  mere 
tangles,  lianas,  yellow-fevers,  rattlesnakes,  and  jaguars  on  it  ? 
Up,  swift,  to  work  ;  —  or  mark  this  governmental  horsewhip, 
what  the  crack  of  it  is.  what  the  cut  of  it  is  like  to  be !  — 
Incurable,  for  one  class,  seemed  archbishops,  bishops,  and 
such  like;  given  merely  to  a  sham-warfare  against  extinct 
devils.  At  the  crack  of  Francia's  terrible  whip  they  went, 
dreading  what  the  cut  of  it  might  be.     A  cheap  worship  in 
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Paraguay,  according  to  the  humour  of  the  people,  Francia 
left;  OD  condition  tliat  it  did  no  mischief.  Wooden  saintd 
and  the  like  ware,  he  also  left  sitting  in  their  niches  :  no 
new  ones,  even  on  solicitation,  would  he  give  a  doit  to  buy. 
Being  petitioned  to  provide  a  new  patron-saint  for  one  of  his 
new  Fortifications  once,  he  made  this  answer :  ^*  O  People 
of  Paraguay,  how  long  will  you  continue  idiots?  While 
I  was  a  Catholic,  I  thought  as  you  do:  but  I  now  see 
there  are  no  saints  but  good  cannons  that  will  guard  our 
frontiers  ! "  *  This  also  is  noteworthy.  He  inquired  of  the 
two  Swiss  Surgeons,  what  their  religion  was ;  and  then  add- 
ed, "  Be  of  what  religion  you  like,  here :  Christians,  Jews, 
Mussulmans,  —  but  don't  be  Atheists." 

Equal  trouble  had  Francia  with  his  laic  workers,  and  in- 
deed with  all  manner  of  workers ;  for  it  is  in  Paraguay  as 
elsewhere,  like  priest  like  people.  Francia  had  extensive 
barrack-buildings,  nay  city-buildings  (as  we  have  seen),  arm- 
furnishings  ;  immensities  of  work  going  on ;  and  his  work- 
men had  in  general  a  tendency  to  be  imaginary.  He  could 
get  no  work  out  of  them ;  only  a  more  or  less  deceptive 
similitude  of  work  1  Masons  so-called,  builders  of  houses, 
did  not  build,  but  merely  seem  to  build ;  their  walls  would 
not  bear  weather,  stand  on  their  bases  in  high  winds.  Hodge- 
razors,  in  all  conceivable  kinds,  were  openly  marketed,  'which 
were  never  meant  to  shave,  but  only  to  be  sold ! '  For  a 
length  of  time  Francia's  righteous  soul  struggled  sore,  yet 
unexplosively,  with  the  propensities  of  these  unfortunate 
men.  By  rebuke,  by  remonstrance,  encouragement,  offers 
of  reward,  and  every  vigilance  and  effort,  he  strove  to  con- 
vince them  that  it  was  unfortunate  for  a  Son  of  Adam  to  be 
an  imaginary  workman  ;  that  every  Son  of  Adam  had  better 
make  razors  which  were  meant  to  shave.  In  vain,  all  in 
Tain  !  At  length,  Francia  lost  patience  with  them.  '^  Thou 
wretched  Fraction,  wilt  thou  be  the  ninth  part  even  of  a 
tailor  ?  Does  it  beseem  thee  to  weave  cloth  of  devil's-dust 
^  Bengger. 
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instead  of  true  wool ;  and  cut  and  sew  it  as  if  thou  wert  not 
a  tailor,  but  the  fraction  of  a  very  tailor !  I  cannot  endure 
everything ! "  Francia,  in  despair,  erected  his  *  Workman's 
Gallows.'  Yes,  that  institution  of  the  country  did  actually 
exist  in  Paraguay ;  men  and  workmen  saw  it  with  eyes.  A 
most  remarkable,  and,  on  the  whole,  not  unbeneficial  institu- 
tion of  society  there.  Robertson  gives  us  the  following  scene 
with  the  Belt-maker  of  Assumpcion ;  which,  be  it  literal,  or 
in  part  poetic,  does,  no  doubt  of  it,  hold  the  mirror  up  to 
Nature  in  an  altogether  true,  and  surely  in  a  very  surpris- 
ing manner: 

'  In  came,  one  afternoon,  a  poor  Shoemaker,  vith  a  couple  of  grena- 
diers' belts,  neither  according  to  the  fancj'  of  the  Dictator.  '  Senti- 
nel,' —  said  he,  —  and  in  came  the  sentinel ;  when  the  following 
conversation  ensued : 

*  Dictator.  **  Take  this  bribonazo  **  (a  very  fiivourite  word  of  the  Dic- 
tator's, and  which  being  interpreted,  means  "  most  impertinent  scoun- 
drel ")  —  '*  take  this  bribonazo  to  the  gibbet  over  the  way  ;  walk  him 
under  it  half-a-dozen  times :  —  and  now,"  said  he,  turning  to  the 
trembling  shoemaker,  "  bring  me  such  another  pair  of  belts,  and  in- 
stead of  walking  under  the  gallows,  we  shall  try  how  you  can  swing 
upon  it." 

*  Shoemaker.    "  Please  your  Excellency,  I  have  done  my  best." 

*  Dictator.  "  Well,  fcriftcwi,  if  this  be  your  best,  I  shall  do  my  best  to 
see  tliat  you  never  again  mar  a  bit  of  the  State's  leather.  The  belts 
arc  of  no  use  to  me ;  but  they  will  do  very  well  to  hang  you  upon 
the  little  framework  which  the  grenadier  will  show  you." 

'  Shoemaker.  "  God  bless  your  Excellency,  the  Lord  forbid !  I  am 
your  vassal,  your  slave :  day  and  night  have  I  served,  and  will  serve 
my  lord ;  only  give  me  two  d^ys  more  to  prepare  the  belts  ;  y  por  el 
alma  de  un  triste  zapat€ro  (by  tlie  soul  of  a  poor  shoemaker),  I  will 
make  them  to  your  Excellency's  liking." 

'  Dictator.    "  Off  with  him,  sentinel !  " 

*  Sentinel.    "  Venga,  bribon,  Come  along,  you  rascal." 

'  Shoemaker.  '*  SeSor  Excelentisimo,  —  this  very  night  1  will  make 
the  belts  according  to  your  Excellency's  pattern." 

*  Dictator.  "  Well,  you  shall  have  till  the  morning ;  but  still  you 
must  pass  under  the  gibbet :  it  is  a  salutary  process,  and  may  at  once 
quicken  the  work  and  improve  the  workmanship." 

'  Sentinel,    "  Vamonoe,  bribon  ;  the  Supreme  comnuinds  it." 
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*  Off  was  the  Shoemaker  marched :  he  was,  according  to  orders, 
passed  and  repassed  under  the  gibbet;  and  then  allowed  to  retire  to 
his  stall.' 

He  worked  there  with  ^uch  an  alacritj  and  sibjlline  en- 
thusiasm, all  night,  that  his  belts  on  the  morrow  were  with- 
out parallel  in  South  America ;  —  and  he  is  now,  if  still  in 
this  life,  Beltmaker-general  to  Paraguay,  a  prosperous  man  ; 
gi*ateful  to  Francia  and  the  gallows,  we  may  hope,  for  cast- 
ing certain  of  the  Seven  Devils  out  of  him  ! 

Such  an  institution  of  society  would  evidently  not  be  in- 
troducible,  under  that  simple  form,  in  our  old-constituted 
European  countries.  Yet  it  may  be  asked  of  constitutional 
persons  in  these  times,  By  what  succedaneum  they  mean  to 
supply  the  want  of  it,  then  ?  In  a  community  of  imaginary 
workmen,  how  can  you  pretend  to  have  any  government,  or 
social  thing  whatever,  that  were  real  ?  Certain  Tenpound 
Franchisers,  with  their  'tremendous  cheers,'  are  invited  to 
reflect  on  this.  With  a  community  of  quack  workmen,  it  is 
by  the  law  of  Nature  impossible  that  other  than  a  quack 
government  can  be  got  to  exist.  Constitutional  or  other, 
with  ballot-boxes  or  with  none,  your  society  in  all  its  phases, 
administration,  legislation,  teaching,  preaching,  praying,  and 
writing  periodicals  per  sheet,  will  be  a  quack  society;  ter- 
rible to  live  in,  disastrous  to  look  upon.  Such  an  institution 
of  society,  adapted  to  our  European  ways,  seems  pressingly 
desirable.  O  Guachos,  South- American  and  European,  what 
a  business  is  it,  casting  out  your  Seven  Devils !  — 

But  perhaps  the  reader  would  like  to  take  a  view  of  Dr. 
Francia  in  the  concrete,  there  as  he  looks  and  lives ;  man- 
aging that  thousand-sided  business  for  his  Paraguenos,  in  the 
time  of  Surgeon  Rengger?  It  is  our  last  extract,  or  last 
view  of  the  Dictator,  who  must  hang  no  longer  on  our  hori- 
zon here: 

'  I  have  already  said,  that  Doctor  Francia,  so  soon  as  he  found 
himself  at  the  head  of  affairs,  took-up  his  residence  in  the  habitation 
of  the  former  (Governors  of  Paraguay.    This  Edifice,  which  is  one 
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of  the  largest  in  ABsumpdon,  was  erected  by  the  Jesuito,  a  short 
time  before  their  expulsion,  as  a  house  of  retreat  for  laymen,  who 
devoted  themseWes  to  certain  spiritual  exercises  instituted  by  Saint 
Ignatius.  This  Structure  the  Dictator  repaired  and  embellished  ;  he 
has  detached  it  from  the  other  houses  in  the  City,  by  interposing 
wide  streets.  Here  he  lives,  with  four  slaves,  a  little  negro,  one 
male  and  two  female  mulattoes,  whom  he  treats  with  great  mildness. 
The  two  males  perform  the  functions  of  valet-de-chambre  and  groom. 
One  of  the  two  mulatto  women  is  his  cook,  and  the  other  takes  care 
of  his  wardrobe. 

'  He  leads  a  very  regular  life.  The  first  rays  of  the  sun  very 
rarely  find  him  in  bed.  So  soon  as  he  rises,  the  negro  brings  a 
chafing-dish,  a  kettle  and  a  pitcher  of  water ;  the  water  is  made  to 
boil  there.  The  Dictator  then  prepares,  with  the  greatest  possible 
care,  his  mat6,  or  Paraguay  tea.  Having  taken  this,  he  walks  under 
the  Interior  Colonnade  that  looks  upon  the  court;  and  smokes  a 
cigar,  which  he  first  takes  care  to  unroll,  in  order  to  ascertain  that 
there  is  nothing  dangerous  in  it,  though  it  is  his  own  sister  who 
makes-up  his  cigars  for  him.  At  six  o'clock  comes  the  barber,  an 
ill-washed,  ill-clad  mulatto,  given  to  drink  too ;  but  the  only  member 
of  the  faculty  whom  he  trusts  in.  If  the  Dictator  is  in  good-humour, 
he  chats  with  the  barber;  and  often  in  this  manner  makes  use  of 
him  to  prepare  the  public  for  his  projects  :  this  barber  may  be  said 
to  be  his  official  gazette.  He  then  steps  out,  in  his  dressing-gown  of 
printed  calico,  to  the  Outer  Colonnade,  an  open  space  with  pillars, 
which  ranges  all  round  the  building :  here  he  walks  about,  receiving 
at  the  same  time  such  persons  as  are  admitted  to  an  audience. 
Towards  seven,  he  withdraws  to  his  room,  where  he  remains  till 
nine ;  the  officers  and  other  functionaries  then  come  to  make  their 
reports,  and  receive  his  orders.  At  eleven  o'clock,  the  JUl  de  fecho 
(principal  secretary)  brings  the  papers  which  are  to  be  inspected  by 
him,  and  writes  from  his  dictation  till  noon.  At  noon  all  the  officers 
retire,  and  Doctor  Francia  sits  down  to  table.  His  dinner,  which  is 
extremely  frugal,  he  always  himself  orders.  When  the  cook  returns 
from  market,  she  deposits  her  provisions  at  the  door  of  her  master's 
room ;  the  Doctor  then  comes  out,  and  selects  what  he  wishes  for 
himself. 

'After  dinner  he  takes  his  nesta.  On  awakening,  he  drinks  his 
Moti,  and  smokes  a  cigar,  with  the  same  precautions  as  in  the  morn- 
ing. From  this,  till  four  or  five,  he  occupies  himself  with  business, 
when  the  escort  to  attend  him  on  his  promenade  arrives.  The  bar- 
ber then  enters  and  dresses  his  hair,  while  his  horse  is  getting  ready. 
During  his  ride,  the  Doctor  inspects  the  public  works,  and  the  bar- 
racks, particularly  those  of  the  cavalry,  where  he  has  had  a  set  of 
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apartments  prepared  for  his  own  use.  While  riding,  though  sur- 
rounded by  his  escort,  he  is  armed  with  a  sabre,  and  a  pair  of  double- 
barrelled  pocket-pistols.  He  returns  home  about  nightfall,  and  sits 
down  to  study  till  nine ;  then  he  goes  to  supper,  which  consists  of  a 
roast  pigeon  and  a  glass  of  wine.  If  the  weather  be  fine,  he  again 
walks  in  the  Outer  Colonnade,  where  he  often  remains  till  a  very 
late  hour.  At  ten  o'clock  he  gives  Uie  watchword.  On  returning 
into  the  house,  he  &stens  all  the  doors  himself.' 

Francia's  brother  was  already  mad.  Francia  banished 
this  sister  by  and  by,  because  she  had  employed  one  of  his 
grenadiers,  one  of  the  public  government's  soldiers,  on  some 
en'and  of  her  own.^    Thou  lonely  Francia ! 

Francia's  escort  of  cavalry  used  to  *  strike  men  with  the 
flat  of  their  swords,'  much  more  assault  them  with  angry 
epithets,  if  they  neglected  to  salute  the  Dictator  as  he  rode 
out.  Both  he  and  they,  moreover,  kept  a  sharp  eye  for  as- 
sassins ;  but  never  found  any,  thanks  perhaps  to  their  watch- 
fulness. Had  Francia  been  in  Paris !  —  At  one  time  also, 
there  arose  annoyance  in  the  Dictatorial  mind  from  idle 
crowds  gazing  about  his  Grovemment  House,  and  his  proceed- 
ings there.  Orders  were  given  that  all  people  were  to  move 
on,  about  their  aifairs,  straight  across  this  government  es- 
planade ;  instructions  to  the  sentry,  that  if  any  person  paused 
to  gaze,  he  was  to  be  peremptorily  bidden.  Move  on  !  — and 
if  he  still  did  not  move,  to  be  shot  with  ball-cartridge.  All 
Paraguay  men  moved  on,  looking  to  the  ground,  swift  as  pos- 
sible, straight  as  possible,  through  those  precarious  spaces; 
and  the  affluence  of  crowds  thinned  itself  almost  to  the  verge 
of  solitude.  One  day,  after  many  weeks  or  months,  a  human 
figure  did  loiter,  did  gaze  in  the  forbidden  ground :  ^  Move 
on!"  cried  the  sentry  sharply;  —  no  effect:  "Move  on!" 
and  again  none.  "Move  on  I"  for  the  third  time:  —  alas, 
the  unfortunate  human  figure  was  an  Indian,  did  not  under- 
stand human  speech,  stood  merely  gaping  interrogatively :  — 
whereupon  a  shot  belches-forth  at  him,  the  whewing  of 
winged  lead ;  which  luckily  only  whewed,  and  did  not  hit ! 

1  Bangger. 
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The  astonishment  of  the  Indian  must  have  been  considerable, 
his  retreat-pace  one  of  the  rapidest.  As  for  Francia,  he 
summoned  the  sentry  with  hardlj  suppressed  rage,  ^  What 
news,  Amtgof*^  The  sentry  quoted  "Your  Excellency's 
order ; ''  Franda  cannot  recollect  such  an  order ;  commands 
now,  that  at  all  events  such  order  cease. 

It  remains  still  that  we  say  a  word,  not  in  excuse,  which 
might  be  difficult,  but  in  explanation,  which  is  possible 
enough,  of  Francia's  unforgivable  insult  to  human  Science 
in  the  person  of  M.  Aim^  Bonpland.  M.  Aim^  Bonpland, 
friend  of  Humboldt,  after  much  botanical  wandering,  did,  as 
all  men  know,  settle  himself  in  Entre  Rios,  an  Indian  or 
Jesuit  country  close  on  Francia,  now  burnt  to  ashes  by  Ar- 
tigas ;  and  there  set-up  a  considerable  establishment  for  the 
improved  culture  of  Paraguay  tea.  With  an  eye  to  botany  ? 
Botany  ?  Why,  yes,  —  and  perhaps  to  commerce  still  more. 
"  Botany ! "  exclaims  Francia :  "  It  is  shopkeeping  agricul- 
ture, and  tends  to  prove  fatal  to  my  shop  1  Who  is  this 
extraneous  French  individual  ?  Artigas  could  not  give  him 
right  to  Entre  Rios ;  Entre  Rios  is  at  least  as  much  mine  as 
Artigas's !  Bring  him  to  me  I  "  Next  night,  or  next,  Para- 
guay soldiers  surround  M.  Bonpland's  tea-establishment; 
gallop  M.  Bonpland  over  the  frontiers,  to  his  appointed  vil- 
lage in  the  interior ;  root  out  his  tea-plants ;  scatter  his  four- 
hundred  Indians,  and  —  we  know  the  rest!  Hard-hearted 
Monopoly  refusing  to  listen  to  the  charmings  of  Public  Opin- 
ion or  Royal-Society  presidents,  charm  they  never  so  wisely  I 
M.  Bonpland,  at  full  liberty  some  time  since,  resides  still  in 
South  America ;  —  and  is  expected  by  the  Robertsons,  not 
altogether  by  this  Editor,  to  publish  his  Narrative,  with  a  due 
running  shriek. 

Francia's  treatment  of  Artigas,  his  old  enemy,  the  bandit 
and  firebrand,  reduced  now  to  beg  shelter  of  him,  was  good ; 
humane,  even  dignified.  Francia  refused  to  see  or  treat  with 
fiuch  a  person,  as  he  had  ever  done ;  but  readily  granted 
him  a  place  of  residence  in  the  interior,  and  *  thirty  piasters 
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a  month  till  he  died.'  The  bandit  cultivated  fields,  did 
charitable  deeds,  and  passed  a  life  of  penitence,  for  his  few 
remaining  jears.  His  bandit  followers,  such  of  them  as  took 
to  plundering  again,  says  M.  Hengger,  <  were  instantly  seized 
and  shot' 

On  the  other  hand,  that  anecdote  of  Francia's  dying 
Father  —  requires  to  be  confirmed !  It  seems,  the  old  man, 
who,  as  we  saw,  had  long  since  quarrelled  with  his  son,  was 
dying,  and  wished  to  be  reconciled.  Francia  ^  was  busy  ;  — 
what  use  was  it  ?  —  could  not  come." '  A  second  still  more 
pressing  message  arrives :  ^'  The  old  father  dare  not  die  un- 
less he  see  his  son ;  fears  he  shall  never  enter  Heaven,  if 

they  be  not  reconciled."  —  **  Then  let  him  enter ! "  said 

Francia,  "  I  will  not  come ! "  *  If  this  anecdote  be  true,  it  is 
certainly  of  all  that  are  in  circulation  about  Dr.  Francia,  by 
far  the  worst  If  Francia,  in  that  death-hour,  could  not  for- 
give his  poor  old  Father,  whatsoever  he  had,  or  could  in  the 
murkiest  sultriest  imagination  be  conceived  to  have  done 
against  him,  then  let  no  man  forgive  Dr.  Francia !  But  the 
accuracy  of  public  rumour,  in  regard  to  a  Dictator  who  has 
executed  forty  persons,  is  also  a  thing  that  can  be  guessed  at. 
To  whom  was  it,  by  name  and  surname,  that  Francia  de- 
livered this  extraordinary  response  ?  Did  the  man  make,  or 
can  he  now  be  got  to  make,  affidavit  of  it,  to  credible  articulate- 
speaking  persons  resident  on  this  earth?  If  so  let  him  do  it — 
for  the  sake  of  the  Psychological  Sciences. 

One  last  fact  more.  Our  lonesome  Dictator,  living  among 
Guachos,  had  the  greatest  pleasure,  it  would  seem,  in  rational 
convei^sadon,  —  with  Robertson,  with  Rengger,  with  any  kind 
of  intelligent  human  creature,  when  such  could  be  fallen-in 
with,  which  was  rarely.  He  would  question  you  with  eager- 
ness about  the  ways  of  men  in  foreign  places,  the  properties 
of  things  unknown  to  him ;  all  human  interest  and  insight 
was  interesting  to  him.  Only  persons  of  no  understanding 
being  near  him  for  most  part,  he  had  to  content  himself  with 
1  Robertson. 
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silence,  a  meditative  cigar  and  cup  of  mate.  O  Francia, 
though  thou  hadst  to  execute  forty  persons,  I  am  not  without 
some  pitj  for  thee ! 

In  this  manner,  all  being  jet  dark  and  void  for  European 
eyes,  have  we  to  imagine  that  the  man  Rodriguez  Francia 
passed,  in  a  remote,  but  highly  remarkable,  not  unquestion- 
able or  unquestioned  manner,  across  the  confused  theatre  of 
this  world.  For  some  thirty  years,  he  was  all  the  govern- 
ment his  native  Paraguay  could  be  said  to  have.  For 
some  six-and-twenty  years  he  was  express  Sovereign  of  it ; 
for  some  three,  or  some  two  years,  a  Sovereign  with  bared 
sword,  stern  as  Rhadamanthus :  through  all  his  years,  and 
through  all  his  days,  since  the  beginning  of  him,  a  Man  or 
Sovereign  of  iron  energy  and  industry,  of  great  and  severe 
labour.  So  lived  Dictator  Francia,  and  had  no  rest ;  and 
only  in  Eternity  any  prospect  of  rest.  A  Life  of  terrible 
labour ;  —  but  for  the  last  twenty  years,  the  Fulgencio  Plot 
being  once  torn  in  pieces,  and  all  now  quiet  under  him,  it 
was  a  more  equable  labour :  severe  but  equable,  as  that  of  a 
hardy  draught-steed  fitted  in  his  harness ;  no  longer  plunging 
and  champing ;  but  pulling  steadily,  —  till  he  do  all  his  rough 
miles,  and  get  to  his  still  home. 

So  dark  were  the  Messrs.  Robertson  concerning  Francia, 
they  had  not  been  able  to  learn  in  the  least  whether,  when 
their  Book  came  out,  he  was  living  or  dead.  He  was  living 
then,  he  is  dead  now.  He  is  dead,  this  remarkable  Francia ; 
there  is  no  doubt  about  it :  have  not  we  and  our  readers  heard 
pieces  of  his  Funeral  Sermon !  He  died  on  the  20lh  of 
September  1840,  as  the  Rev.  Perez  informs  us ;  the  people 
crowding  round  his  Grovernment  House  with  much  emotion, 
nay  *  with  tears,'  as  Perez  will  have  it.  Three  Excellencies 
succeeded  him  ;  as  some  *  Directorate,' '  Junta  Gubertiattva,* 
or  whatever  the  name  of  it  is,  before  whom  this  reverend 
Perez  preaches.     God  preserve  them  many  years. 
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AN  ELECTION  TO  THE  LONG  PARLIAMENT.i 

[1844.] 

Anthony  Wood,  a  man  to  be  depended  on  for  accuracy, 
states  as  a  fact  that  John  Pjm,  Clerk  of  the  Exchequer,  and 
others,  did,  during  the  autumn  of  1 640,  ride  to  and  fro  over 
England,  inciting  the  people  to  choose  members  of  their  fac- 
tion. Pjm  and  others.  Pym  *  rode  about  the  country  to  pn>- 
'  mote  elections  of  the  Puritanical  brethren  to  serve  in  Parlia- 
'  ment ;  wasted  his  body  much  in  carrying-on  the  cause,  and 
'  was  himself,'  as  we  well  know,  <  elected  a  Burgess/  As  for 
Hampden,  he  had  long  been  accustomed  to  ride :  ^  being  a 
'  person  of  antimonarchical  principles,'  says  Anthony,  <  he  did 

*  not  only  ride,  for  several  years  before  the  Grand  Rebellion 
^  broke  out,  into  Scotland,  to  keep  consults  with  the  Cove- 

*  nanting  brethren  there ;  but  kept  his  circuits  to  several 
'  Puritanical  houses  in   England ;   particularly  to  that  of 

*  Enightley  in  Northamptonshire,'  to  Fawsley  Park,  then 
and  now  the  house  of  the  Enightleys,  *  and  al«o  to  that  of 
William  Lord  Say  at  Broughton  near  Banbury  in  Oxford* 
shire : '  ^  —  Mr.  Hampden  might  well  be  on  horseback  in 
election-time.  These  Pyms,  these  Hampdens,  Knightleys 
were  busy  riding  over  England  in  those  months:  it  is  a 
little  fact  which  Anthony  Wood  has  seen  fit  to  preserve 
for  us. 

A  little  fact,  which,  if  we  meditate  it,  and  picture  in  any 
measure  the  general  humour  and  condition  of  the  England 
that  then  was,  will  spread  itself  into  great  expanse  in  our 

1  FrA8br*8  Maoazimb,  No.  178. 

*  Wood's  AikttUB  (Bliss's  Edition),  iii.  78,  69;  Nagenrs  ffampden,  i.  327. 
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imagination  I  What  did  tbey  saj,  do,  think,  these  patriotic 
missionaries,  *  as  they  rode  about  the  country  ? '  What  did 
they  propose,  advise^  in  the  successive  Townhalls,  Country- 
houses,  and  *  Places  of  Consult  ? '  John  Pym,  Clerk  of  the 
Exchequer,  Mr.  Hampden  of  Great  Hampden,  riding  to  and 
fro,  lodging  with  the  Puritan  Squires  of  this  English  Nation, 
must  have  had  notable  colloquies  I  What  did  the  Towns- 
people say  in  reply  to  them  ?  We  have  a  great  curiosity  to 
know  about  it:  how  this  momentous  General  Election,  of 
autumn  1640,  went  on  ;  what  the  physiognomy  or  figure  of 
it  was  ;  how  *  the  remarkablest  Parliament  that  ever  sat,  the 
'  father  of  all  Free  British  Parliaments,  American  Congresses 
'  and  French  Conventions,  that  have  sat  since  in  this  world,' 
was  got  together! 

To  all  which  curiosities  and  inquiries,  meanwhile,  there  is 
as  good  as  no  answer  whatever.  Wood's  fact,  such  as  it  is, 
has  to  twinkle  for  us  like  one  star  in  a  heaven  otherwise  all 
dark,  and  shed  what  light  it  can.  There  is  nothing  known 
of  this  great  business,  what  it  was,  what  it  seemed  to  be,  how 
in  the  least  it  transacted  itself,  in  any  town,  or  county,  or  lo- 
cality. James  Heath,  *  Carrion  Heath '  as  Smelfungus  calls 
him,  does,  in  his  FlageUum  (or  Flagittum  ^  as  it  properly  is), 
write  some  stuff  about  Oliver  Cromwell  and  Cambridge 
Election ;  concerning  which  latter  and  Cleaveland  the  Poet 
there  is  also  another  blockheadism  on  record :  —  but  these, 
and  the  like,  mere  blockheadisms,  pitch-dark  stupidities  and 
palpable  falsities,  —  what  can  we  do  with  these  ?  Forget 
them,  as  soon  as  possible,  to  all  eternity  ;  —  that  is  the  evi- 
dent rule :  Admit  that  we  do  honestly  know  nothing,  instead 
of  misknowing  several  things,  and  in  some  sense  all  things, 
which  is  a  great  misfortune  in  comparison  ! 

Contemporary  men  had  no  notion,  as  iRdeed  they  seldom 
have  in  such  cases,  what  an  enormous  work  they  were  going- 

1  Or,  Uft  of  Oliver  Cromwell  {Londoriy  1668):  probably,  all  things  con- 
sidered, the  bnitallest  Platitude  this  Eng1i<)h  Nation  has  to  show  for  itself 
in  writing. 

VOL.  IV.  26 
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on  with  ;  and  nobody  took  note  of  this  election  more  than  of 
anj  former  one.  Besides,  if  thej  had  known,  they  had  other 
business  than  to  write  accounts  of  it  for  us.  But  how  could 
anybody  know  that  this  was  to  be  the  Long  Parliament,  and 
to  cut  his  Majesty's  head  off,  among  other  feats  ?  A  very 
'spirited  election,'  I  dare  beliete :  —  but  there  had  been 
another  election  that  same  year,  equally  spirited,  which  had 
issued  in  a  Short  Parliament,  and  mere  *  second  Episcopal 
War/  There  had  been  three  prior  elections,  sufficiently 
spirited  ;  and  had  issued,  each  of  them,  in  what  we  may  call 
a  futile  shriek  ;  their  Parliaments  swiftly  vanishing  again. 

Sure  enough,  from  whatever  cause  it  be,  the  world,  as  we 
said,  knows  not  anywhere  of  the  smallest  authentic  notice 
concerning  this  matter,  which  is  now  so  curious  to  U9,  and  is 
partly  becoming  ever  more  curious.  In  the  old  Memoirs, 
not  entirely  so  dull  when  once  we  understand  them  ;  in  the 
multitudinous  rubbish-mountains  of  old  Civil- War  Pamphlets 
(some  thirty  or  fifty  thousand  of  them  in  the  British  Museum 
alone,  unread,  unsorted,  unappointed,  unannealed !),  which 
will  continue  dull  till,  by  real  labour  and  insight,  of  which 
there  is  at  present  little  hope,  the  ten-thousandth  part  of 
them  be  extracted  ;  and  the  nine-thousand  nine-hundred  and 
ninety-nine  parts  of  them  be  eaten  by  moths,  or  employed  in 
domestic  cookery  when  fuel  grows  scarce ;  —  in  these  chaotic 
masses  of  old  dull  printing,  there  is  not  to  be  met  with,  in 
long  years  of  manipulation,  one  solitary  trait  of  any  election, 
in  any  point  of  English  land,  to  this  same  Long  Parliament, 
the  remarkablest  that  ever  sat  in  the  world.  England  was 
clearly  all  alive  then,  —  with  a  moderate  crop  of  com  just 
reaped  from  it;  and  other  things  not  just  ready  for  reaping  yet. 
In  Newcastle,  in  '  the  Bishoprick '  and  that  region,  a  Scotch 
Army,  bristling  with  pike  and  musket,  sonorous  with  drum 
and  psalm-book,  all  snugly  garrisoned  and  billeted  'with 
850/.  a-day  ; '  over  in  Yorkshire  an  English  Army,  not  quite 
so  snugly ;  and  a  '  Treaty  of  Rippon '  going  on ;  and  immense 
things  in  the  wind,  and  Pym  and  Hampden  riding  to  and  fro 
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to  hold  '  consults : '  it  must  have  been  an  election  worth  look- 
ing at !  But  none  of  us  will  see  it ;  the  Opacities  have  been 
pleased  to  suppress  this  election,  considering  it  of  no  interest 
It  is  erased  from  £nglish  and  from  human  Memory,  or  was 
never  recorded  there,  —  (owing  to  the  stupor  and  dark  na- 
ture of  that  faculty,  we  may  well  say).  It  is  a  lost  election  ; 
swallowed  in  the  dark  deeps:  premit  atra  Nox.  Black 
Night ;  and  this  one  fact  of  Anthony  Wood's  more  or  less 
faintly  twinkling  there ! 

In  such  entire  darkness,  it  was  a  welcome  discovery  which 
the  present  £ditor  made,  of  certain  official  or  semi-official 
Documents,  legal  testimonies  and  signed  affidavits,  relative  to 
the  Election  for  Suffi>lk,  such  as  it  actually  showed  itself  to 
men's  observation  in  the  Town  of  Ipswich  on  that  occasion  : 
Documents  drawn-up  under  the  exact  eye  of  Sir  Simonds 
D'Ewes,  High-Sheriff  of  Suffolk  ;  aU  carefully  preserved 
these  two  centuries,  and  still  lying  safe  for  the  inspection 
of  the  curious  among  the  Harley  ManuscripU  in  the  British 
Museum.  Sir  Simonds,  as  will  be  gradually  seen,  had  his 
reasons  for  getting  these  Documents  drawn-up  ;  and  luckily^ 
when  the  main  use  of  them  was  over,  his  thrifty,  historical 
turn  of  mind  induced  him  to  preserve  them  for  us.  A  man 
of  sublime  Antiquarian  researches,  Law-learning,  human 
and  divine  accomplishments,  and  generally  somewhat  Gran- 
disonian  in  his  ways ;  a  man  of  scrupulous  Puritan  integrity, 
of  highflown  conscientiousness,  exactitude  and  distinguished 
perfection ;  ambitious  to  be  the  pink  of  Christian  country- 
gentlemen  and  magistrates  of  counties ;  really  a  most  spot- 
less man  and  High-Sheriff:  how  shall  he  suffer,  in  Parlia- 
ment, or  out  of  it,  to  the  latest  posterity,  any  shadow  from 
election-brabbles  or  the  like  indecorous  confusion  to  rest  on 
his  ciear-poltshed  character?  Hence  these  Documents;  — 
for  there  had  an  unseemly  brabble,  and  altercation  from  un- 
reasonable persons,  fallen-out  at  this  Election,  which  '  might 
have  ended  in  blood,'  from  the  nose  or  much  deeper,  had  Sir 
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Simonds  been  a  less  perfect  High-Sheriff!  Hence  these 
Documents,  we  say ;  and  they  are  preserved  to  us. 

The  Documents,  it  must  be  at  once  owned,  are  somewhat 
of  the  wateriest :  but  the  reader  may  assure  himself  they  are 
of  a  condensed,  emphatic  and  very  potent  nature,  in  compari- 
son with  the  generality  of  Civil- War  documents  and  records  ! 
Of  which  latter  indeed,  and  what  quality  they  are  of,  the 
human  mind,  till  once  it  has  earnestly  tried  them,  can  form 
no  manner  of  idea.  We  had  long  heard  of  Dulness,  and 
thought  we  knew  it  a  little ;  but  here  first  is  the  right  dead 
Dulness,  Dulness  its  very  self  I  Ditch-water,  fetid  bilge- 
water,  ponds  of  it  and  oceans  of  it ;  wide-spread  genuine 
Dulness  without  parallel  in  this  world :  such  is  the  element 
in  which  that  history  of  our  Heroic  Seventeenth  Centuiy  as 
yet  rots  and  swims  I  The  hapless  inquirer  swashes  to  and 
fro,  in  the  sorrow  of  his  heart :  if  in  an  acre  of  stagnant  wa- 
ter, he  can  pick-up  half  a  peascod,  let  him  thank  his  stars ! 

This  Editor,  in  such  circumstances,  read  the  D*Ewes  Doc^ 
uments,  and  re-read  them,  not  without  some  feeling  of  satis- 
faction. Such  as  they  are,  they  bring  one  face  to  face  with 
an  actual  election,  at  Ipswich,  Mn  Mr.  Hambies'  field,  on 
Monday  the  19th  of  October  1640,  an  extreme  windy  day.' 
There  is  the  concrete  figure  of  that  extreme  windy  Monday, 
Monday  gone  Two-hundred  and  odd  years:  the  express 
image  of  Old  Ipswich,  and  Old  England,  and  that  Day  ; 
exact  to  Nature  herself,  —  though  in  a  most  dark  glass,  the 
more  is  the  pity !  But  it  is  a  glass  ;  it  is  the  authentic  mtnd^ 
namely,  or  seetng-facvky  of  Sir  Simonds  D'Ewes  and  his 
Affidavit-makers,  who  did  look  on  the  thing  with  eyes  and 
minds,  and  got  a  real  picture  of  it  for  themselves.  Alas,  we 
too  could  see  it,  the  very  thing  as  it  then  and  there  was, 
through  these  men's  poor  limited  authentic  picture  of  it  here 
pre.<er\'ed  for  us,  had  we  eyesight  enough  ;  —  a  consideration 
almost  of  a  desperate  nature  !  Eyesight  enough,  O  reader :  a 
man  in  that  case  were  a  god,  and  could  do  various  things  !  — 

We  will  not  overload  these  poor  Documents  with  commen- 
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tary.  Let  the  public,  as  we  have  done,  look  with  its  own 
eyes.  To  the  commonest  eyesight  a  mark  worthy  old  fact  or 
two  may  visibly  disclose  itself;  and  in  shadowy  outline  and 
sequence,  to  the  interior  regions  of  the  seeing-faculty,  if  the 
eyesight  be  beyond  common,  a  whole  world  of  old  facts,  —  an 
old  contemporary  England  at  large,  as  it  stood  and  lived,  on 
that '  extreme  windy  day,*  —  may  more  or  less  dimly  suggest 
themselves.  The  reader  is  to  transport  himself  to  Ipswich  ; 
and,  remembering  always  that  it  is  two  centuries  and  four 
years  ago,  look  about  him  there  as  he  can.  Some  opportu- 
nity for  getting  these  poor  old  Documents  copied  into  modem 
hand  has  chanced  to  arise ;  and  here,  with  an  entire  welcome 
to  all  faithful  persons  who  are  sufficiently  patient  of  dulness 
for  the  sake  of  direct  historical  knowledge,  they  are  given- 
forth  in  print. 

It  is  to  be  premised  that  the  Candidates  in  this  Election 
are  Three :  Sir  Nathaniel  Barnardiston  and  Sir  Philip  Par- 
ker on  the  Puritan  side  ;  and  Mr.  Henry  North,  son  of  Sir 
Roger  North,  on  the  Court  or  Royalist  side.  Sir  Roger  is 
himself  already  elected,  or  about  to  be  elected,  for  the  bor- 
ough of  Eye ;  —  and  now  Mr.  Henry,  heir-apparent,  is  am- 
bitious to  be  Knight  of  the  Shire.  He,  if  he  can,  will  oust 
one  of  the  two  Puritans,  he  cares  little  which,  and  it  shall  be 
tried  on  Monday. 

To  most  readers  these  Candidates  are  dark  and  inane, 
mere  Outlines  of  Candidates :  but  Suffolk  readers,  in  a  cer- 
tain dim  way,  recognise  something  of  them.  '  The  Parkers 
'still  continue   in  due  brilliancy,  in  that  shire:   a  fine  old 

*  place,  at  Long  Melford,  near  Bury:  —  but  this  Parker,' 
gays  our  Suffolk  monitor,^  '  is  of  another  family,  the  family 
'  of  Lord  Morley-and-Monteagle,  otherwise  not  unknown  in 

*  English  History.'     The  Barnardistons  too,'  it  would  appear, 

i-  D.  E.  Davy,  Esq.,  of  Ufibrd,  in  that  County,  whose  learning  in  Suffolk 
History  is  understood  to  be  supreme,  and  whose  obliging  disposition  we 
have  ourselves  experienced. 

2  *  It  was  to  William  Parker,  Lord  Monteagle,  ancestor  of  this  Sir  Philip, 
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'  had  a  noble  mansion  in  the  east  side  of  the  county,  though 
'  it  has  quite  vanished  now,  and  com  is  growing  on  the  site 

*  of  it,'  and  the  family  is  somewhat  eclipsed.  The  Norths 
are  from  Mildenhall,  from  Finborough,  Laxfield ;  the  whole 
world  knows  the  North  kindred,  Lord  Keeper  Norths,  Lord 
Guildford  Norths,  of  which  these  Norths  of  ours  are  a  junior 
twig.  Six  lines  are  devoted  by  Collins  Dryasdust  *  to  our 
Candidate  Mr.  Henry,  of  Mildenhall,  and  to  our  Candidate's 
Father  and  Uncle;  testifying  indisputably  that  they  lived, 
and  that  they  died. 

Let  the  reader  look  in  the  dim  faces,  Royalist  and  Puritan, 
of  these  respectable  Vanished  Grentlemen ;  let  him  fancy  their 
old  Great  Houses,  in  this  side  of  the  county  or  that  other, 
standing  all  young,  firm,  fresh-pargeted,  and  warm  with 
breakfast-fire,  on  that '  extreme  windy  morning,'  which  have 
fallen  into  such  a  state  of  dimness  now  !  Let  the  reader,  we 
say,  look  about  him  in  that  old  Ipswich  ;  in  that  old-vanished 
population :  perhaps  he  may  recognise  a  thing  or  two.  There 
is  the  old  '  Market  Cross,'  for  one  thing ;  ^  an  old  Grecian  cir- 

*  cular  building,  of  considerable  diameter ;  a  dome  raised  on 

*  distinct  pillars,  so  that  you  could  go  freely  in  and  out  be* 
'  tween  them  ;  a  figure  of  Justice  on  the  top ; '  which  the 
elderly  men  in  Ipswich  can  still  recollect,  for  it  did  not  van- 
ish till  some  thirty  years  ago.  The  *  Corn  Hill '  again,  being 
better  rooted,  has  not  vanished  hitherto,  but  is  still  extant 
as  a  Street  and  Hill ;  and  the  Townhall  stands  on  one  side 
of  it. 

Samuel  Duncon,  the  Town-constable,  shall  speak  first. 
'  The  Duncons  were  a  leading  family  in  the  Corporation  of 
Ipswich ;  Robert  Duncon  was  patron  of  the '  &c.  &c. :  so  it 
would  appear;  but  this  Samuel,  Town-constable,  must  have 
been  of  the  more  decayed  branches,  poor  fellow !     What 

*  that  the  Letter  was  addressed  which  saved  the  King  and  Parliament  from 
*the  Gunpowder  Plot.  Sir  Philip  had  been  High-SheriflF  in  1637 ;  he  died 
« in  1675.'  —  Drynidwt  M$$. 

1  Peerage,  iv.  62,  68  (London,  1741). 
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most  concerns  us  is,  that  he  seems  to  do  his  constabling  in  a 
really  judicious  manner,  with  unspeakable  reverence  to  the 
High-Sheriff;  that  he  expresses  himself  like  a  veracious  per- 
son, and  writes  a  remarkably  distinct  hand.  We  have  some- 
times, for  light's  sake,  slightly  modified  Mr.  Duncon's  punctu- 
ation ;  but  have  respected  his  and  the  High-Sheriff's  spelling, 
though  it  deserves  little  respect,  —  and  have  in  no  case, 
never  so  slightly,  meddled  with  his  sense.  The  questionable 
italic  letters  in  brackets  are  evident  interpolations  ;  —  omissi- 
ble, if  need  be. 

SUFFOLKE  ELECTION.  1 

No.  I. 

[Samuel  Lhmcon  teitifieth.\ 

'  Memorandum,  That  upon  Monday  the  19th  day  of  October  this 
present  year  1640,  the  election  of  two  Knights  for  the  Shire  was  at 
Ipswich  in  Sufiblke ;  the  Writt  being  read  about  eight  of  the  clocke 
in  the  morning  :  and  in  the  Markett  Crosse  where  the  County  Court 
is  generally  Icept,  Mr.  Henry  North  sonne  of  Sir  Roger  North  was 
there  at  the  reading  of  t)ie  said  Writt.  All  this  time  the  other  two, 
namely.  Sir  Nathaniel  Barnardiston  and  Sir  Philip  Parker,  were  at 
the  King's  Head ;  and  Mr.  North  was  carried  about  neare  halfe  an 
lioure  before  the  other  two  came  \Cairied  about  in  hU  chair  by  the  jubi- 
lant people :  Let  all  men  $ee,  and  come  and  vote  for  him.  The  chairing  was 
then  the  first  step,  it  tvould  seem\ ;  and  after  the  other  two  were  taken 
there,  Mr.  North  was  carried  into  the  field  neare  the  said  towne, 
called  Mr.  Hambie's  feild :  ^  and  the  said  High-Sherrifle  was  there 
polling,  about  halfe-an-houre  before  the  other  two  Knights  knewc 
either  of  his  being  polling,  or  of  the  High-Sherriff's  intention  to  take 
the  Poll  in  that  place.  But  at  length  the  two  Knights  were  carried 
into  the  said  feild  ;  and  before  they  came  there,  the  tables  which  were 
sett  for  them,  the  said  Sir  Nathaniel  and  Sir  Philip,  were  thrust 
downe,  and  troaden  under  foot   [Such  a  pressure  and  crowding  was 

1  From  HarUian  Mss.,  British  Musenra  (Parliamentary  Affairs  collected 
by  Sir  S.  D'Ewes),  No.  166,  fol.  5-8. 

8  0r*Hanbie'8  field,*  as  the  Duncon  Ms.  has  it;  he  probably  means 
Hamby.  *  A  family  of  the  latter  n^me  had  property  at  Ipswich  and  about 
*  it,  in  those  times.'  —  Dryasdust  Mta. 
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there  I] ;  and  they  both  cauaed  but  one  table  to  bee  sett  there,  —  till 
about  three  of  the  clocke  of  the  afterooone,  the  said  day,  about  which 
time  Sur  Nathaniel  had  another  table  sett  there,  a  little  remote  from 
the  other.  And  when  they  went  about  to  poll,  they  wanted  a  clarke. 
I,  Samuell  Duncon,  standing  by,  some  requested  mee ;  and  upon  the 
Under-Sherriflf's  allowance,  I  did  take  names,  and  one  Mr.  Fishar 
with  mee,  he  for  Sir  Nathaniel,  and  myselfe  for  Sir  Philip ;  although 
many  that  came  for  the  one,  came  for  the  other ;  and  if  any  came  for 
Mr.  North  (as  there  did  some),  wee  tooke  them  likewise  for  him. 
And  Mr.  John  Clinch  of  Creting,  *  Sir  Roger  North's  brother-in-law, 
or  some  other  of  Mr.  North  his  ["  iVontA  his  "  means  North's]  freindsy 
stoode  by  all  the  time.  And  after  the  space  of  one  quarter  of  an 
houre,  came  Sir  Robert  Crane,^  and  did  oppose  against  Mr.  Fishar ; 
and  then  came  the  said  High-SherriflTe  himselfe  to  the  table,  wheere 
wee  weere  writing,  and  discharged  Mr.  Fishar,  and  tooke  his  papers 
of  him ;  and  at  the  request  of  Sir  Roger  North  did  appoint  one  Mr. 
John  Sheppard  to  write  in  his  place,  who  then  tooke  names  for  Sir 
Natlianiel,  and  myselfe  for  Sir  Philip.  About  one  houre  after.  Sir 
Robert  Crane  and  the  rest  of  Mr.  North  his  friends  moved  Sir  Na- 
thaniel that  wee  might  leave  off*  polling  for  him,  and  Sir  Philip,  and 
take  the  Poll  only  for  Mr  North  ;  for,  they  said,  Mr.  North 'h  table  was 
much  pestred,  and  many  of  his  men  would  be  gone  out  of  towne,  be- 
ing neare  night,  —  and  the  like  reasons.  Which  reasons  might  as  well 
have  been  alledged  in  the  behalfe  of  Sir  Nathaniel  and  Sir  Philip : 
but  without  reasoning,  Sir  Nathaniel  did  grant  them  their  desire ; 
and  presently  Sir  Robert  Crane  went  and  called  all  that  were  for  Mr. 
North  to  come  to  that  table ;  and  soe  Mr.  Sheppard  and  myselfe 
tooke  for  Mr.  North  as  long  as  wee  could  well  see ;  which  I  think 
was  about  one  houre.  Having  done,  wee  gave  upp  our  Bookes,  and 
did  goe  to  Mrs.  Penning's  house  in  Ipswich,  where  Sir  Roger  North 
was  then  with  the  said  High'SherrifTe  :  and  I  heard  no  oppositions  at 
that  time  taken  against  any  thing  that  had  passed  that  Monday  at 
the  taking  of  the  said  Poll ;  but  Sir  Roger  North  and  the  said  High- 
Sherritfe  did  part  very  curteously  and  friendly,  each  from  the  other. 

1  '  The  family  of  Clinch,  or  Clench  as  it  should  be  spelt,  were  of  note  in 

*  Suffolk.    They  descended  from  .John  Clench  of  &c.  &c.,  *  buried   in 

*  1607,  with  a  handsome  monument  to  hi«  memory.    He  was  one  of  the 

*  Justices  of  the  King's  Bench.  His  Grandson,  John  Clench,  Esq.,  was 
'  High-Sheriff  of  the  County  in  IQB9,' ^  Dryasdust  Mss,  This,  I  think,  is 
our  and  Samuel  Duncon's  Clench. 

* '  Sir  Robert  Crane  was  descended  fVora  a  Norfolk  fHniily,  which  ral- 

*  grated,'  &c.      He  wap  created  a  Baronet  in  May  1627.    He  was  of  Chilton 

*  Hall,  near  Sudbury ;  he  died  in  1642.*  —  Ibid, 
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'  But  by  the  next  morning  it  was  generally  thought,  that  Sir  Na- 
thaniel and  Sir  Philip  had  outstripped  Mr.  North,  about  600  voices 
iqtiece,  at  the  Poll  taken  on  tlie  Monday  foregoing ;  soe  as  the  said 
Sir  Roger  being,  it  seemes,  much  vexed  thereat,  came  to  the  said 
High-Sherriflfe's  lodging  about  eight  of  the  clocke,  the  same  Teues- 
day  morning,  and  begann  to  make  cavills  against  what  had  passed  at 
the  taking  of  the  Poll  the  day  past.  And  then  they  went  to  the  Poll 
againe ;  and  two  tables  were  sett  in  the  Markctt  Crosse, '  whereat  the 
Poll  was  taken  for  Mr.  North  by  four  clarkes  on  oath,  two  writing 
the  same  names.  About  12  of  tlie  clocke,  the  same  forenoone,  the 
Court  was  acyoumed  to  two  of  the  clocke  in  the  aflemoone.  About 
which  time  the  said  High-Sheriffe  repairing  thither  againe,  did  witli 
much  patience  attend  the  same  Mr.  North's  Poll,  sitting  sometimes 
about  a  quarter  of  an  houre  before  any  came  in  to  give  their  voice, 
for  the  said  Mr.  North.  And  as  the  said  High-Sherifie  was  soe  at- 
tending his  [Sir  Roger  North*8]  said  Sonne's  Poll,  about  three  of  the 
clocke  the  same  aflemoone,  came  Sir  Roger  North,  accompanied  with 
divers  gentlemen,  most  of  them  armed  with  swords  or  rapiers  [Lo, 
there!],  into  the  said  Mearkett  Crosse ;  and  the  said  High-Sherrifie 
very  respectfully  attending  with  silence  to  what  the  said  Sir  Roger 
North  had  to  say,  he  fell  into  most  outrageous,  unjust  and  scandalous 
criminations  against  the  said  Uigh-Sherriffe ;  charging  him  to  havo 
dealt  partiallie  .and  ui^ustlie,  and  to  have  wronged  his  said  sonne. 
To  all  which  violent  accusations,  the  said  High-Sherriffe,  having  de- 
sired silence,  did  answeare  soe  fully  and  readily,  as  it  gave  all  unpar^ 
tiall  and  honest  men  full  satisfaction.  A  while  after  the  said  High- 
SherrifTe's  speech  was  en()ed,  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  with  divers 
others  went  upp  and  downe  in  such  a  manner  on  the  said  Come  Hill, 
as  I,  the  said  Samuell  Dnncon,  fearing  that  much  danger  and  bloud- 
shedd  might  ensue,  and  being  one  of  the  constables  of  Ipswich,  did 
in  the  King's  Majestie's  name  charge  some  of  the  said  company  to 
desist  [Highly  proper^  in  such  a  place  as  the  Come  Hill !  J ' 

*  Samuel  Duncon.' 

^  *  A  spacious  place;  there  was  room  enough  in  it:  see  the  old  copper- 
*  plate  of  1780.*  —  Dryasdust  Mss, 
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No.  n. 

[Samuel  Duncan  iestifieth  for  the  second  time.] 
*  Monday,  the  I9th  of  October  1640. 

'  When  I  came  into  the  field  where  the  Polling  was  for  the  Knights 
of  the  Shire,  the  first  place  I  settled  at  was  an  Elm  [Nota  bene]  in  the 
middle  of  the  feild,  where  there  were  polling  for  Sir  Nathaniel  Bar* 
nardiston  and  Sir  Philip  Parker :  and  there  was  a  long  table,  at  one 
end  whereof  was  Mr.  Robert  Dowe,  clerke ;  and  he  did  write  for 
both  the  foresaid  knights ;  and  Mr.  Farran,  Under-Sherrifle,i  did 
sweare  the  people ;  and  at  the  other  end  of  the  same  table  did  Mr. 
Robert  Clarke  write  for  Sir  Philip,  and  Mr.  Peter  Fisher  wrot  for  Sir 
Nathaniel ;  and  sometimes  Mr.  Chopping^  did  sweare  the  people  at 
that  end,  and  sometimes  Mr.  Robert  Clerke  did  sweare  them. 

'  After  I  had  stood  there  one  houre  or  thereabout,  Mr.  Robert 
Clerke  his  nose  did  bleede  [Otninous  f],  so  as  he  coulde  not  write,  and 
then  he  called  mee  to  write  in  his  stead,  and  the  Under-Sherrifib  re- 
quired me  so  to  doe  ;  which  I  did  till  his  nose  left  bleeding,  and  then 
he  tooke  the  Booke  again  and  wrot  himselfe.  Then  I  stood  by  againe 
about  another  houre,  and  then  with  the  riolent  presse  of  the  people, 
the  tressolls  brake,  and  the  table  fell  downe  to  the  ground  [Aha!]. 
There  was  a  cessation  of  writing  until  the  table  was  set  up  againe. 
In  that  interim,  Peter  Fisher  and  Samuel  Duncon  went  to  the  Con- 
duit-hesd  [yfark!] ;  and  having  a  table  sett  up  there,  they  did  write 
there  for  the  two  foresaid  Knights :  and  then,  at  the  former  place 
[Beside  the  big  Elm,  namely ,  under  its  creakintf  boughs^  cmd  brown  leaves 
dropping],  when  the  table  was  up  againe,  Mr.  Dowe  wrot  still  for  the 
two  Knights,  and  then  ["  Then  "  signifies  "  meanwhile  "  ]  at  the  other 
end  of  the  table  was  Mr.  Robert  Clarke  writing  for  Sir  Philip.  And 
then  there  was  no  man  at  that  end  writing  for  Sir  Nathaniel ;  which 
presently  bred  this  conflision  inevitable,  viz.  when  men  had  with 
much  trouble  pressed  to  the  end  of  the  table  (where  Mr.  Clarke  did 
only  take  for  Sir  Philip),  and  desired  to  be  swome  and  entered  for 
both,  Mr.  Clerke  would  sweare  and  take  them  onely  for  Sir  Philip ; 
and  would  send  them  to  the  place  where  Mr.  Fisher  was  writing  for 
Sir  Nathaniel  [And  I  for  Sir  Philip  still?  No,  I  had  ceased;  the  offi- 
cial nose  having  done  bleeding:  see  frresently]^  at  the  foresaid  Conduit- 

>  *  Under-Sheriff/  w  Duncon  calls  him;  but  the  real  Undei^Sberiff  was 
Mr.  Choppine,  to  whom  this  Mr.  Fnrrnn  must  have  been  assistant  or  tem- 
porary substitute. 

«  *  A.  D.  1640.  John  Choppine,  Gent.,  Under-SherifT;  Tallemach  Chop. 
'  pine  of  Coddenham's  brother.'  —  Harleian  Ms$.  No.  99,  fol.  7. 
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head  :  whereupon  men,  being  anwilling  to  endure  so  much  trouble  as 
to  presse  twice  into  such  great  crowdes,  began  to  rourmure  and  com- 
phiine  [  Vmf  naturally  /],  saying  they  would  not  endure  this,  but  desired 
they  might  be  discharged  at  one  place ;  also  Mr.  Fisher  came  to  Mr. 
Gierke,  and  demanded  the  reason  Why  there  was  no  one  to  take  for 
Sir  Nathaniel  at  that  end  of  the  table,  where  the  said  Gierke  did  take 
names  for  Sir  Philip  ?  and  Mr.  Fisher  said  that  men  complained  be- 
cause they  were  not  despatched  for  both  at  once ;  and  said  also  they 
would  goe  away,  and  not  endure  this  crowding  twice.  When  I 
[Having  now  quitted  the  Cottduit'head,  and  come  to  the  Elm  again]  saw  no 
clerke  to  write  for  Sir  Natlianiel,  I  desired  this  inconvenience  afore- 
said might  be  prevented ;  and  seeing  a  Paper  Booke  in  Mr.  Farran 
his  hands,  I  sayd  to  him,  **  Mr.  Farran,  you  see  there  wants  a  clerke 
at  the  other  end  of  the  table  to  write  for  Sir  Nathanii  I ; "  and  then 
Mr.  Farran  gave  me  tlie  Paper  Booke  in  his  hands,  and  sayd  to 
mee,  "  Write  you,  for  Sir  Nathaniel  at  that  end  of  the  table,"  where 
Mr.  Clerke  did  write  for  Sir  Philip^  And  then  I,  having  the  Booke, 
did  write  for  Sir  Nathaniel  till  the  evening.  And  at  that  end  of  the 
table  where  ['*tahle  where,"  not  *'end  where"]  Mr.  Robert  Dowe  did 
write  at  one  end,  and  Mr.  Clerke  and  myselfe  at  the  other  end,  there 
were  present  two  or  three  knightes  or  gentlemen,  all  the  whole  Ume, 
of  Mr.  North's  partic :  sometimes  Sir  Robert  Crane,  and  Mr.  — 
Waldegrave,  and  Mr.  Jolm  Smith,^  and  Mr.  Henry  North  sen.  [  This 
is  the  Candidate's  Uncle,  come  overfrmn  Larfield,  1  think,  to  seejair  fhxy.] 
No  man,  all  that  time,  made  any  observation  against  mee ;  and  yet 
they  stoode,  some  of  these  and  sometimes  some  others  of  that  side, 
all  the  afternoone,  and  did  supravise  all  the  dcrkes.  Also,  at  night, 
when  wee  were  breaking  up,  Mr.  Clerke  demanded  of  Mr.  Clinch 
\Clinch  ofCreting,  —  whom  we  saw  above]  if  he  could  find  any  fiiult  with 
us  in  doing  any  wrong  ?  To  which  he  answered,  "  He  could  not  as 
yet,  if  there  were  no  other  carriage  than  there  had  yet  beene,"  or  to 
that  effect.  Neither  was  there  any,  that  day,  who  did  find  fault  with 
the  clerkes,  in  my  hearing ;  but  sometimes  some  muttering  and  com- 
plaining about  some  particuUr  questions  in  the  oaths,  which  (as  soon 
as  they  came  to  the  High-Sherrifie  his  intelligence)  were  rectified 
and  settled. 
'  And  at  night,  when  wee  broke  up,  I  gave  my  Booke  that  I  wrott 

I  Smith  is  undecipherable;  being  *very  frequent^  in  Suffolk,  as  else- 
where.   Of  Waldegrave,  the  Monitor  gays,  *  There  being  no  Christian 

*  name  mentioned,  it  is  hard  to  say  what  individual  Is  meant.    Doabtless 

*  he  was  one  of  the  Waldegraves  of  Smallbridge.     Wm.  Waldegrave,  E.«q., 

*  son  of  Sir  Wra.  Waldegrave,  Knight,  of  Smallbridge  in  Biires,  Suffolk. 
*■  would  be  about  forty  years  of  age  about  this  time:  *  — let  us  fancy  it 
was  he. 
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in,  unto  the  Under- Sherifib,  Mr.  Farran,  before  I  stirred  from  the 
table  where  I  wrott ;  and  then  wee  carae  home  with  the  High-Slier- 
ifie  to  Mrs.  Penning's  howse  [Did  she  keep  the  Kwg's  Head  f] ;  and 
there  did  the  High-Sheriffe  call  for  all  the  Bookes  from  the  Under- 
Sheriffe,  and  in  the  presence  of  Sir  Roger  North,  and  Mr.  North  liis 
brother,  and  more  other  gentlemen,  locke  up  all  the  Bookes  in  a  little 
truncke;  and  sett  that  truncke  in  his  owne  lodging-chamber;  and 
gave  the  key  thereof  to  his  Under-Sherifi^,  who  lodged  not  in  that 
howse  where  the  Bookes  were. 

'  Tucnday,  the  20M  of  Octdter  1640. 

'  In  the  morning  Mr.  High-SherifTe  came  into  the  Come  Hill  at 
Ipswich  and  the  Knights,  to  make  an  end  of  polling.  Whereupon 
the  clerkes  who  wrot  the  day  before  appeared,  and  wrot  againe  as 
before.  But  Mr.  High-Sherifl^  commanded  that  wee  should  all  of  us 
make  new  Bookes  to  write  in  ;  for  he  would  not  stirr  those  that  were 
wrot-ln  the  day  before  :  and  so  wee  did,  and  wrot  in  new  Bookes. 

'  And  all  that  day  also  while  wee  wrot,  there  were  divers  supra- 
▼isors ;  but  they  found  no  fault  with  the  clerkes  in  my  hearing  :  and 
at  noone,  when  wee  brake  upp,  I  gave  ray  Booke  againe  into  Mr. 
Farran,  before  I  stirred  from  the  table  where  I  wrot.  And  in  the 
aftemoone,  wee  came  together  againe,  and  made  an  end  of  polling ; 
and  towards  tlie  end  of  polling,  before  wee  had  done  polling  at  the 
table  where  I  sat  to  write.  Sir  Roger  with  the  rest  of  the  knights  and 
gentlemen  went  about  the  Come  Hill,  swinging  their  caps  and  hats 
crying,  "  A  North  !  A  North  !  "  \Q^K8t\onahle\\  which  caused  me  to 
admire ;  because  I  knew  the  Bookes  were  not  cast  up  [And  noliody 
could  yet  tell  who  was  to  win], 

'  Then  after  that,  Mr.  High-Sheriffe  went  to  Mrs.  Penning*8,  and 
the  Knights  followed  him,  and  the  clerkes  to  summe  up  the  Bookes. 
But  the  night  grew  on  so  fast,  that  they  could  not  be  ended  that 
night:  then  Mr.  High-Sheriffe  did  againe  locke  up  the  Bookes  in 
the  same  truncke  they  were  in  before,  and  gave  the  key  to  Mr.  — 
North,  and  sett  the  truncke  into  his  chamber,  and  appointed  to  meete 
the  next  day  upon  [Means,  in  it,  not  oh  the  roof  of  it;  the  figure  of  Jus- 
tice stands  on  the  roof]  the  Townhall.' 

[Samuel  Duncan  still  testifrth.] 

'  Memorandum,  That  on  Tuesday  October  20,  in  the  aftemoone, 
this  present  year  1640,  the  High-SherrifTe  of  the  county  of  Suffolk, 
sitting  in  the  Markett  Crosse  [Note  him  !\,  in  Ipswich,  where  hee  kept 
his  County  Court,  and  had  that  aftemoone  taken  the  poll  of  divers 
that  came  to  give  their  voices  for  Mr.  Henry  North,  sonne  of  Sir 


AN  ELECTION  TO  THE  LONG  PARLIAMENT.         418 

Roger  North  \ Grammar  faiU  a  little].  And  when  it  appeared,  after 
Bome  stay,  that  noe  more  weere  likely  to  come,  and  Mr.  Gardener 
Wehb  ^  speaking  concerning  the  said  election  averred  That  the  said 
High-Sherrifle  had  been  damnably  base  in  all  his  carriage.  Where- 
upon I,  Samuel  Duncon,  hearing  the  same,  did  [As  an  enemy  ofblaa- 
pkemy,  and  Constable  of  this  Borough]  cfnforme  the  said  High-Sheriffe  of 
that  outrageous  and  scandalous  speeche ;  who  thereupon  asking  the 
said  Webb,  Whether  hee  had  spoken  the  said  wordes  or  not  ?  he  an- 
swered, with  much  impudence  and  earnestness,  That  he  had  said  soe, 
and  would  maintain  it.  And  did  thereupon  in  the  presence  of  the 
said  High-Sherrifie  call  mee,  the  said  Samuel  Duncon,  base  rascall 
and  rogue  [He  shall  answer  it  t]  because  I  had  acquainted  the  said 
High-Sherrifie  with  his  said  injurious  speeches. 

*  Samuel  Duncow.' 

No.  in. 

[Samuel  Duncon  still  testijieth,  though  without  signature.] 
*  Wednesday  the  2\st  October  1640. 

'  The  truncke  was  brought  up  into  the  Townhall,  and  the  High- 
Sherrifie  and  the  rest  of  the  knights  and  gentlemen  came  up  together 
to  make  end  of  their  Bookes :  and  they  passed  quietly  untill  my 
Booke  was  produced  j  and  then  Mr.  North  protested  against  my 
Booke,  and  Sir  Roger  came  up  and  exclaimed  at  mee,  and  said  I  was 
no  fitt  clerke,  neyther  authorised  to  write.  Then  was  Mr.  Farran 
called,  and  asked  How  I  came  to  write  ?  Which  he  answered,  "  He 
never  saw  mee  before  Monday  in  all  his  life,  but  wanting  one  to  write, 
and  I  standing  by,  he  requested  mee  to  write."  The  High-Sherrifie 
told  Sir  Roger,  "  He  could  not  but  accept  of  my  Booke,  and  would 
doe  so  if  I  had  wrot  for  his  own  sonne  ;  "  and  for  myselfe,  as  I  then 
testified,  so  am  I  ready  to  make  oath,  being  lawfully  called,  That  my 
Booke  was  just  and  right,  and  that  I  did  not  write  one  name  that 
was  not  sworne  for  Sir  Nathaniel ;  and  notwithstanding  Sir  Roger 
and  other  knights  did  speake  their  large  pleasures  of  mee  and  charged 
me  with  direct  and  manifest  outrage  [Maltreating  the  honest  Toum- 
constable:  shameful!], 

'In  conclusion,  the  High-Sherrifie  finished  the  Bookes,  and  soe  we 
brake  up  that  night,  and  the  next  day  we  proclaymed  Sir  Nathaniel 

1  *  Gardiner  Webb  was  the  son  of  William  Webb  of  Ixworth  in  Suffolk, 
*  attomey-at-law.  He  became  heir,  in  right  of  his  mother  (who  wa9  one 
'  of  the  Gardiners  of  Elmswell),  to  considerable  landed  property  *  {Dry- 
asdust  Mss.);  and  seems  to  have  been  a  hot-tempered  loose-spoken  indi- 
vidual. 
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Barnardiston  and  Sir  Philip  Parker  Knights  of  the  Shire  for  the 
ensaing  Parliament' 

[Samubl  DuKCOir :  signature  not  given.] 
'  To  all  these  Three  Pages  I  am  ready  to  give  testimony ;  and  to 
the  whole  substance  thereof. 

'  £dw.  Bbstwall.'  1 

No.  IV. 

[Samud  Duncm  still  U8t\fieth.] 

'Memorandum,  Upon  Tuesday  morning  some  women  [Puritan 
wowun ;  zealous  beyond  discretion  I]  came  to  be  swome  for  the  two  fore- 
said Knights ;  and  Mr.  Robert  Gierke  did  suddenly  take  some  of 
them ;  but  as  soone  as  Mr.  High-Sherrifie  had  intelligence  of  it,  wee 
had  worde  brought  to  the  table  where  Mr.  Gierke  and  myselfe  wrot, 
that  Mr.  Sherifie  would  have  us  take  no  women's  oaths ;  and  both 
the  Knights  desired  that  those  that  were  taken  might  be  put  out,  and 
that  we  should  take  no  more  :  and  so  we  reAised  the  rest  of  the 
women  after  that  notice  from  Mr.  Uigh-Sherriffe;  and  when  Mr. 
High-SherriflTe  cast  up  the  Bookes,  he  cast  out  the  women  out  of  the 
generall  summe.' 

[Samuel  Dunoon  :  signature  not  given.] 

These  transactions  are  of  *  so  high  a  nature/  it  is  probable 
a  ParliamentaTy  Committee  will  have  to  sit  upon  them : 
justice  between  the  vociferous  irrational  Sir  Roger  and  the 
discreet  unspotted  Sir  Simonds  will  then  be  done.  Dunoon 
backed  by  Bestwall,  in  writing,  and  by  the  Under-Sberiffs 
Farran  and  Choppine  viva  voce  if  needful,  and  indeed  by  the 
whole  town  of  Ipswich  if  needful,  —  may  sufficiently  evince 
that  Mr.  High-Sheriff's  carriage  in  the  business  was  perfec- 
tion or  nearly  so.  The  accurate  Magistrate  meanwhile  thinks 
good  to  subjoin  a  succinct  Narrative  of  his  own,  which  he  is 
ready  to  sign  when  required ;  every  word  of  which  can  be 
proved  by  the  oath  of  witnesses.  No.  V.  is  clearly  by 
D'Ewes  himself ;  there  are  even  some  directions  to  his  clerk 
about  writing  it  fair. 

1  Bestwall  is  not  known  to  Dryaftdnst.  An  impartial  onlooker,  and  pre- 
sumably nothing  more.  The  *  Three  Pages  *  he  vouches  for  are  all  these 
testimonies  of  Duncon's  from  beginning  to  end,  —  $wen  pages  as  printed 
here. 
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No.  V. 

A  short  and  true  relation  of  the  Carriage  cf  tite  Election  of  the  Knights 
for  the  Countie  of  SuffoUce  at  Ipswichy  which  beganne  there  upon  Mon- 
day morning,  October  19,  this  present  Year  1640,  and  ended  upon  the 
ThuTsdag  morning  then  next  ensuing.^ 

"The  Under-Sherrifi^  haying  had  order  from  the  High-Sheriffe  of 
the  Bame  Countie  to  proyide  honest  and  able  men  to  take  the  PoU^ 
and  to  looke  to  gett  ready  materialls  for  the  Election,  went  to  Ips- 
wich on  Friday  night :  and  the  said  High-Sherriffe  was  purposed  to 
have  gone  thither  the  next  day,  but  that  hee  understood  the  small- 
pox [Nota  bene]  was  exceeding  spread  in  the  said  towne.  Sir  Nathan- 
iel Bamardiston  and  Sir  Philip  Parker  joined  together,  and  Henry 
North  stood  singlie,  for  the  place  of  Knights  of  the  Shire. 

'  The  said  High-Sherrifie  came  to  Ipswich  about  eight  of  the  clocke 
of  the  said  Monday  morning.^  To  whom  Sir  Roger  North,  father 
of  the  said  Mr.  Henry  North,  and  divers  other  gentlemen  repairing, 
hee  yeilded  to  them  to  have  the  Poll  taken  in  a  feild  neare  the  towne ; 
and  soe,  after  a  little  discourse  without  further  stay,  went  to  the 
Markctt  Crosse,  and  caused  the  King's  M^jestie's  Writt  to  bee  pub- 
lished ;  by  which  meanes  the  said  Mr.  North  was  carried  about  a 
good  while  before  the  other  Knights  [  Yes  /]  had  notice  that  the  said 
Writt  was  published.  And  this  the  said  High-Sherrif!e  did  about  an 
houre-and-halfe  sooner  than  he  was  by  law  compelled  to ;  that  ther» 
might  be  noe  just  ground  of  cavill,  as  if  he  had  dehued  the  business 
[Sir  Simonds  is  himself  known  to  be  a  Puritan  ;  already  elected,  or  about 
to  be  elected,  for  the  town  of  Sudbury.  So  high  stood  Sudbury  then  ;  sunk 
now  so  low!]. 

'  After  the  publication  of  which,  the  said  High-Sherriflfe  withdrew 
himselfe  to  make  haste  into  the  said  feild  [Mr.  Hambie's  field;  with 
the  Conduit-head  and  big  Elms  in  it]  to  take  the  Poll.  But  before  hee 
got  thither,  or  any  place  was  made  readie  for  the  clerkes  to  write, 
the  said  Mr.  North  was  brought  into  the  feild  [Triumphantly  in  his 
chair] ;.  and  many  of  the  gentrie  as  well  as  others  that  were  of  his 
partie  pressed  soe  upon  the  place  where  the  planks  and  boards  were 
setting  upp,  as  they  could  not  be  fastened  or  finished.  All  this  time 
the  other  two  Knights  knew  yett  nothing  that  the  said  Poll  was  be- 
gunn  in  the  said  feild :  soe  as  [So  that]  the  said  High-Sherriffe  begann 

1  From  Tlarhian  Mm.  British  Museum,  collected  by  Sir  S.  D'Ewes,  No. 
168,  papre  276. 

«He  lived  at  Stow  Hall  (Autofnography  of  D^Ewts)-,  he  must  have 
started  early. 
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Mr.  North's  poll  alone,  and  admitted  a  clerke.  The  said  Sir  Roger 
North  proffered  to  write  the  names,  with  the  clerke  his  [The  High- 
Sheriff*  $]  Under-Sherriffe  had  before  appointed,  which  hee  [The  High- 
Sheriff']  conceived  hee  wasnot  in  law  bound  unto. 

'  Having  then  taken  the  Poll  a  while,  in  the  said  Sir  Roger  North's 
presence  and  his  said  Sonne's,  the  companie  did  tread  upon  the  said 
planks  with  such  extreme  violence,  as  having  divers  times  borne 
them  downe  upon  the  said  High-Sherrifie;  and  hee  having  used  all 
meanes  of  entreatie  and  perswasion  to  desire  tliem  to  beare  off,  as 
did  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  also, — the  said  High-Sherrifle  was  at 
the  last  forced  to  give  over ;  and  soe  gave  speedie  order,  by  the  ad- 
vice of  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  and  others,  To  have  three  severall 
tables  ["  Three : "  Duncon  noticet  only  two  of  them ;  one  under  the  Elm, 
one  at  the  Conduit-head,  lohere  the  Puritan  Knights^  were  polling ;  Sir 
Simonds  himself  superintende  the  Norths*  table:  —  ** three  several  tables"] 
sett  upp  against  trees  or  other  places  wheere  they  might  not  bee 
borne  downe  by  violence.  Which  being  verie  speedilie  performed, 
the  said  High-Sherriffe  went  in  person  and  assisted  at  the  said  table 
wheere  Mr.  North's  poll  was  taking,  leaving  his  Under-Slierrifle  and 
Bworne  deputies  to  attend  tlie  other  tables,  and  to  administer  the  oath, 
where  the  said  Sir  Roger  and  his  sonne  did  appoint  their  kindred 
and  friends  to  overview  all  that  was  done. 

'The  said  High-Sheriffe  did  there,  without  eating  or  drinking, 
assist  the  said  Mr.  North,  fh)m  about  nine  of  the  clocke  in  the  morn- 
ing till  it  grew  just  upon  night,  notwithstanding  it  was  in  the  open 
feild,  and  a  verie  cold  and  windie  day :  and  did  in  his  owne  person 
take  much  paines  to  dispatch  tlie  said  Poll ;  wliich  had  been  much 
better  advanced,  if  such  as  came  to  the  same  had  not  treaded  with 
st^ch  extreme  violence  one  upon  another.  And  whereas  the  said  Sir 
Nathaniel  Bamardiston  came,  about  twelve  of  the  clocke  that  fore- 
noone,  to  the  said  High-Sherriffe,  desiring  him  that  all  the  companie 
might  dissolve  to  goe  to  dinner,  and  that  in  respect  of  the  great 
winde,  the  Poll  in  the  aftemoone  migiit  be  taken  in  the  said  towne 
of  Ipswich  [A  very  reasonable  motion] :  The  said  High-Sherriffe,  upon 
the  said  Mr.  North's  request  to  the  contrarie,  staide  in  the  said  feild 
till  the  shutting  upp  of  the  said  day,  as  is  aforesaid. 

'  What  was  done  at  the  other  tables  the  said  High-Sherriffe  knew 
not ;  but  twice,  upon  complaint  to  him  made,  repaired  thither,  and 
certified  and  reconciled  all  matters.  And  during  the  same  day  alsoe 
the  said  High-Slierriffe  did  desire  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  to  sende 
for  another  table  to  the  place  wheere  he  sate,  being  willing  by  all 
meanes  to  expedite  the  said  Poll.  And  though  there  were  not  one 
man  swome  for  the  other  two  Knights  at  the  said  Mr.  North's  table, 
— yet  were  there  divers  swome.  at  one  of  the  other  two  tables  for  the 
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•aid  Mr.  North ;  soe  as,  by  this  and  the  early  beginning  of  the  said 
Mr.  North's  poll,  he  had  neare  upon  Two-hundred  Toices  advantage 
of  the  other  two  Knights,  had  they  come  single ;  but  they  haying 
manle  hundreds  that  gaTe  voices  for  them  jointly,  did  before  night 
outstrippe  his  votes  by  about  Fowre-hundred  apiece. 

'  At  the  said  High-Sherriffe's  rising  from  the  said  Poll  on  the  said 
Monday  night,  hee  tooke  the  Bookes  fh)m  the  said  derkes ;  and 
though  by  lawe  he  was  tied  to  call  noe  partie  to  assist  him  in  the  lay- 
ing them  upp,  yet  to  take  away  all  possible  cause  of  cavill,  and  to 
showe  his  iutegritie  in  the  whole  proceedings,  hee  called  tlie  said  Sir 
Roger  North  to  him,  and  desired  him  to  accompanie  him  not  only  to 
the  places  wheere  he  received  all  the  other  Bookes  or  Papers  from 
his  said  Under-Sherriffe,  or  the  otlier  clnrkes  that  wrote  them,  but  to 
his  lodging  also  [3/rs.  Penning's] ;  wheere  hee  bound  and  sealed  upp 
the  said  Bookes  apd  Papers,  in  the  presence  of  the  said  Sir  Roger 
North,  and  the  said  Under-Sherrifie ;  then  locking  them  upp,  gave  the 
key  to  his  said  Under-SherrifTe  to  keepe  ;  having  first  asked  the  said 
Sir  Roger,  If  hee  were  not  a  person  fitte  to  be  trusted  with  it?  And 
soe  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  departed,  in  a  verie  friendly  and  amica- 
ble manner,  firom  the  said  High-Sherriffe,  without  so  much  as  moving 
the  least  complaint  against  any  of  the  said  proceedings  of  that  day. 

'  But  it  seemes,  after  his  departure,  having  that  night  learned  that 
the  other  Knights'  polls  outstripped  his  said  Sonne's  by  divers  hun- 
dreds,—  he  came  the  next  morning  to  the  said  High-Sherriffe's 
lodging ;  and  beganne,  in  violent  and  passionate  termes,  to  charge 
him  That  hee  had  dealt  unjustlie  and  partiallie  in  taking  the  Poll 
the  day  past  [Behold  I] :  which  at  the  present  caused  the  said  High- 
Sherriffe  to  wonder  at  that  sudden  and  unexpected  change ;  in 
respect  the  same  Sir  Roger  parted  in  soe  friendlie  a  manner  from  him 
the  night  foregoing,  and  that  his  indefatigable  paines  the  day  past 
deserved  rather  just  acknowledgment  than  such  unjust  expostulation 
[Certainly  I]. 

*  The  said  High-Sherrifile  therefore,  having  received  the  said  key 
from  his  said  Under-Sherrifie,  in  the  presence  of  the  said  Sir  Roger 
North,  departed  to  the  finishing  of  the  said  Poll.  And  whereas  the 
other  two  Knights  had  but  each  of  them  one  table  allowed  at  which 
two  derkes  only  wrote ;  the  said  High-Sherriffe  allowed  the  said  Mr. 
North  two  tables  and  four  derkes  :  and  at  noone  when  the  said  Court 
was  adjourned  to  two  of  the  clocke  of  the  same  afternoone,  the  said 
High-Sherrifie  having  taken  all  the  Bookes  and  Papers  touching  the 
same  Poll  from  his  Under-Sherriffe,  or  the  derkes  which  wrot  them, 
desired  the  said  Mr.  North  himselfe  to  accompanie  him  to  his  said 
lodging ;  which  he  did,  and  sawe  them  sealed  and  locked  upp,  and 
then  had  himselfe  the  key  along  with  him. 

VOL,  IV.  27 
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'  But  all  these  testimonies  of  the  said  High-Sherriflfe's  impartialities 
and  integritie  in  his  proceedings,  did  in  noe  way  mitigate  the  passion 
and  indignation  of  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  and  some  others,  who 
now  beganne  to  give  the  cause  upp  as  conclamated  ^  and  lost ;  and 
therefore,  though  the  said  High-Sherriffe  afterwardes  in  his  number- 
ing the  votes  of  the  said  Poll  did  proceed  with  it  in  publike  view, 
which  hee  might  have  done  privately  with  his  own  derkes,  yet  all  the 
time  after  hee  was  often  interrupted  by  most  ax\just  and  outrageous 
accusations  and  criminations ;  and  by  that  meanes  was  almost  as  long, 
within  an  houre  or  two,  in  numbering  the  names  of  the  said  Poll,  as 
hee  was  in  taking  tiie  Poll  itselfe.  And  in  all  difierences  that 
emergently  fell  out  in  numbering  the  said  names,  wheere  there  was 
but  any  equalitie  of  doubt,  the  said  High-Sherriffe  prevailed  with  the 
other  two  Knights  to  let  the  advantage  rest  on  the  said  Mr.  North's 
side. 

'  And  though  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  came,  on  the  said  Tuesday 
in  the  afternoone,  October  20th,  into  the  Countie  Court  whilst  the 
said  High-Shcrriff  sate  taking  the  Poll  for  his  said  sonne,  and  there 
used  most  outrageous  and  violent  speeches  against  the  said  High- 
SherrifTe  [Hear  Duncan  <oo],  and  told  him  "  Hee  would  make  it  good 
with  his  bioud ; "  yet  the  said  High-SherriflTe,  seeing  him  accompanied 
with  many  young  gentlemen  and  others,  all  or  most  of  them  armed 
with  their  swords  and  their  rapiers  \QuestionaUe  I]^  and  fearing  if  he 
had  made  iise  of  his  just  power  to  punish  such  an  affront,  much 
bloudshedd  would  have  ensued,  hee  rather  passed  it  over  with  an 
invincible  patience;  and  only  stoode  upp,  and  desired  silence  to 
cleare  himselfe  from  these  unjust  assertions  and  criminations  which 
had  been  laid  upon  him ;  and  resolved  to  expect  redrcsse  of  his 
enemies  from  the  High  Court  of  Parliament  [Far  the  better  plan,  Mr. 
High-Sheriff'!  —  wkichf  among  other  good  effects,  has  yielded  us  these 
firesent  Documents  withal], 

*  Yet  the  said  Sir  Roger,  not  satisfied  herewith,  did,  a  little  after, 
with  the  said  companie  of  young  gentlemen,  and  others  that  followed 
him,  armed  as  aforesaid,  or  the  greater  part  of  them,  go  about  the 
Come  Hill  in  Ipswich,  where  the  Crosse  stands,  and  cried,  "A 
North !  a  North  !  "  calling  the  saylers  Water-dogges  [Puritan  sailors; 
—  mark  it ;  had  voted  for  the  Gospel  Candidates :  "  Water-dogs  "],  and 
otherwise  provoking  them :  one  also  of  the  companie  drewe  out  his 
sword  [Lo,  there  I],  and  brandished  it  about,  nor  did  they  give  over 
till  one  of  the  Constables  of  Ipswich  [Sam  Duncan ;  we  saw  him  doing 
it],  being  a  sworne  officer,  charged  them  In  the  King's  name  to 

1  Conclam^wn  est ;  —  summoned  nine  times,  and  making  no  answer,  Is 
now  to  be  held  for  derui. 
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desist.  The  other  two  Knights,  then  sitting  at  the  Poll,  were  fain  at 
tlie  instant  to  withdraw  themselves  in  at  the  next  windowe  of  the  house 
wheere  thej  stoode ;  haying  first  besought  the  people  and  saylers  to 
bee  quiet,  and  not  to  answer  violence  with  violenoe.  For  it  is  too 
apparent  what  was  sought  for  in  that  dangerous  action ;  and  that  if 
the  said  Higli-Sherrifie  had,  at  that  present,  made  use  of  his  power  to 
vindicate  his  owne  aflfronts  and  sufierings,  much  bloudshedde  might 
have  ensued.  Nor  did  the  said  High-Sherriffe  suffer  only  from  the 
violent  language  of  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  and  some  others  of 
qualitie,  but  from  two  of  the  Webbes  alsoe,  whose  Christian  names 
were  Roger  and  Gardiner  [The  intemperate  Webbes  of  Ixvrorth],  and 
such  like  persons  of  inferiour  rank.  The  said  High-SherrifRi  having 
sate  out  all  Wednesday  October  21,  from  morning  till  night,  in  the 
West  Hall  or  Court  House  in  Ipswich  aforesaid,  without  dining,  did 
at  last,  notwithstanding  the  violent  interruptions  of  the  said  Sir 
Roger  North  and  others,  finish  the  numbring  of  the  said  votes  that 
day ;  and  found  that  the  said  Sir  Nathaniel  Bamardiston  had  2140 
voices,  and  Sir  Philip  Parker  2240  at  the  least,  —  besides  the  voices 
of  all  such  persons  as  had  been  admitted  without  the  said  High- 
Sherriffe's  knowledge,  and  were  by  him,  upon  numbring  the  same, 
disallowed  and  cast  out.    And  the  said  Mr.  Henry  North  had  1422. 

*  The  next  morning,  October  22,  the  said  High-Sherriffe  made  open 
publication  of  the  said  votes ;  and  pronounced  the  said  Sir  Nathaniel 
Bamardiston  and  Sir  Philip  Parker  the  due  elected  Knights  for  the 
said  Coantie  of  Suffolke.  And  then  caused  the  indentures  witness- 
ing the  same  election  to  be  there  ensealed  and  loyallie  [LawfiiUy\ 
executed. 

'  'Tis  true  tliat,  by  the  ignorance  of  some  of  the  clerkes  at  the 
other  tables,  the  oaths  of  some  single  women  [  We  saw  it  with  Duneon] 
that  were  freeholders  were  taken,  without  the  knowledge  of  the  said 
High-Sherriffe ;  who,  as  soon  as  he  had  notice  thereof,  instantlie  sent 
to  forbidd  the  same,  conceiving  it  a  matter  verie  unworthy  of  anio 
gentleman,  and  most  dishonourable  in  such  an  election,  to  make  use 
of  their  voices,  although  they  might  in  law  have  been  allowed  ;  nor 
did  the  said  High-Sherriffe  allow  of  the  said  votes  upon  his  numbring 
tlie  said  Poll,  but  with  the  allowance  and  consent  of  the  said  two 
Knights  themselves  discount  tliem  and  cast  them  out. 

'Now,  though  all  the  frivolous  cavills,  exceptions  and  protesta- 
tions which  were  made  against  the  foresaid  Election  by  the  said  Sir 
Roger  North  or  others  did  only  conceme  the  Poll  which  was  taken  on 
the  said  Monday  October  19 ;  and  are  sufficiently  answered  with  the 
verie  preceding  bare  Narration  of  the  true  carriage  thereof;  and  the 
rather,  because  himselfe  accompanying  the  said  High-Sheriffe  the  same 
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eyening  when  he  reoeiyed  all  the  said  Bookes  and  Papers  firom  his 
said  Under>Sherrifife,  or  such  persons  who  had  written  them,  did  ex* 
cept  against  noe  person,  nor  noe  booke  or  paper,  but  consented  to  the 
sealing  and  locking  them  upp  as  Acts  by  which  the  matter  in  ques- 
tion was  to  be  decided :  Yet  to  satisfy  all  the  world,  such  exceptions 
shall  be  heare  set  down,  and  clearly  elevated  or  wiped  away,  which 
on  the  Tuesday  and  Wednesday  following  were  pressed  at  Ipswich 
upon  tlie  said  High-SherrilTe,  with  soe  much  outrageous  passion  as  he 
could  be  scarce  permitted  to  make  answer  to  the  same,  by  reason  of 
the  yociferation  and  clamours  of  the  other  partie. 

'  It  was  objected,  That  the  said  High-Sherrifie  made  delaies  on  pur- 
pose to  hinder  the  said  Mr.  North.  This  is  so  friyolous  as  'tis  not 
worth  the  answering;  for  the  hindrance  must  have  been  equallie 
prejudiciale  to  the  other  two  Knights  as  well  as  to  him.  Nay,  on 
the  contrarie,  if  any  had  wrong,  they  had ;  for  the  said  High-Sher- 
riffe  soe  hastened  both  the  reading  of  the  Writt,  and  goeing  to  the 
Poll  as  hee  could  not  in  time  give  the  other  two  Knights  notice  of  it 
Soe  as  if  the  said  Mr.  North's  companie  had  not  by  their  overpress- 
ing  violence  throwne  downe  tlie  boards  and  pUinks,  wheere  the  said 
High-Sherrifie  begann  his  the  said  Mr.  North's  poll  alone,  hee  had 
gained  neare  upon  an  houre's  advantage  of  the  other  two. 

'Another  objection,  That  the  said  High-Sherrifle  refused  such 
cierkes  as  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  offered  him ;  telling  him  hee  was 
provided.  This  is  a  shamefull  objection  :  as  if  the  adverse  partie 
were  to  provide  men  to  take  the  poll.  In  this  matter  the  said  High- 
Sherriffe  committed  all  to  the  trust  and  care  of  his  Under-Sherrifib, 
who  assured  him  hee  had  provided  able  and  sufficient  writers ;  yet 
did  the  said  High-Sherrifib  admitt  a  clarke,  at  the  said  Mr.  North's 
poll,  to  write  with  the  clerke  his  said  Under-Sherrifie  had  provided, 
upon  the  motion  of  the  said  Sir  Roger  North. 

'  A  third  objection,  That  the  said  Mr.  North  lost  many  voices  that 
were  forced  to  goe  out  of  towne  the  same  Monday,  because  they 
oould  not  be  swome.  And  soe  doubtless  did  the  other  two  likewise. 
And  this  was  an  invincible  or  remediless  mischief  on  all  sides.  And 
'tis  evident  the  extreame  pressing  of  the  said  Mr.  North's  votes 
hindred  some  hundreds  from  being  dispatched.  Besides,  the  said 
High-Sherriffe,  at  his  entreatie,  forbore  his  dinner  [The  high-spirited 
immaculate  man],  to  sitt  it  out  with  him  in  the  winde  and  cold  till 
night;  which  deserved  acknowledgement,  and  not  rage  and  fiirie. 
Besides,  he  made  the  said  Sir  Roger  North  once  or  twice  to  send  for 
another  table  to  the  same  place;  which  courtesie  the  said  High- 
Sherriflfe  afforded  the  said  Mr.  North  the  next  morning,  more  than 
was  allowed  tlie  other  two  Knights.  And  had  the  said  Mr.  North 
lost  the  place  by  one  or  two  hundred  voices,  there  might  indeed  be 
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some  colour  that  hee  )iad  miscarried  because  the  Poll  could  not  be 
finished  on  the  said  Monday  night;  which  notwithstanding  that  it 
had  been  soe,  yet  the  said  High-Sherrifi!e  was  noe  ways  the  cause 
tliereof.  But  it  is  noe  ways  probable  that  the  said  Mr.  North  should 
be  so  ill-beloTed  or  lightlie  esteemed  by  such  as  appeared  for  him, 
that  Seyen-hundred  persons  would  all  depart  and  desert  his  cause, 
rather  than  abide  and  stay  one. night  in  Ipswich  to  assist  him  with 
their  votes.  For  by  so  many  at  the  least  did  either  of  the  other  two 
Knights  carrie  it  tVom  him. 

'  Lastly,  for  conclusion  of  the  whole.  There  is  not  a  word  or  sil- 
lible  sett  down  here,  which  is  not  notoriously  known  to  manie,  or 
which  the  said  High-Sherriflfe  himself  will  not  make  good  by  his  cor- 
porall  oath  being  loyallie  thereunto  called,  as  also  by  the  Bookes  and 
Papers  taken  at  the  said  Poll.  Soe  as  never  was  innocency  op- 
pressed more  by  violence  and  fury ;  nor  did  his  royall  Mfgestie's 
Authoritie  ever  suffer  more  in  the  person  of  his  Minister,  than  by 
the  outrageous  affronts  offered  unto,  and  unjust  criminations  heaped 
upon,  the  said  High-Sherriflfe  at  the  said  Election.' 

Such  is  the  account  High-Sheriff  D'Ewes  has  to  give  of 
himself,  concerning  his  carriage  in  the  Election  of  Knights 
of  the  Shire  for  Suffolk  on  this  memorable  occasion.  He 
has  written  it  down  in  an  exact  manner,  to  be  ready  for  the 
Parliament,  or  for  any  and  all  persons  interested ;  his  clerks 
can  now  make  copies  of  it  as  many  as  wanted.  In  the  same 
Volume,  No.  158  of  the  Harley  CoUeetion^  there  is  another 
copy  of  this  *  short  and  true  relation,'  with  slight  changes, 
principally  in  the  punctuation  ;  doubtless  the  immaculate 
Magistrate  saw  good  to  revise  his  Narrative  more  than  once, 
and  bring  it  still  nearer  perfection :  he  adds  always  this 
direction  for  the  amanuenses :  '*  They  are  desired  who  take  a 
ooppie  of  this  to  compare  it  with  the  originall  after  they  have 
transcribed  it,"  —  to  be  sure  that  they  are  exact.  The  orig- 
inal, which  at  any  rate,  in  D'Ewes*8  hand,  few  persons  could 
have  read,  is  happily  lost. 

No  notice  in  the  Commons  Joumalsy  or  elsewhere,  indicates 
at  all  whether  this  case  ever  came  before  the  Election  Com- 
mittee of  the  Long  Parliament  But  if  it  did,  as  is  probable 
enough,  we  put  it  to  the  commonest  sense  of  mankind,  whether 
on  Sir  Roger  North's  side  it  could  have  a  leg  to  stand  on  ! 
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No  Election  Committee  can  have  difficulty  here.  Accord- 
ingly our  Puritan  Knights  Sir  Philip  Parker  and  Sir  Na- 
thaniel Barnardiston  sat  indisputable  as  County  Members  for 
Suffolk,  Mr.  Henry  North  consoling  himself  as  he  could. 
Sir  Simonds  the  High-SheriflT  had  another  case  before  the 
Parliament ;  this  namely,  that  he  being  High>Sheriff  had 
returned  himself  for  Sudbury  as  duly  elected  there,  which 
was  thought  informal  by  some :  but  in  this  too  he  prospered, 
and  sat  for  that  Borough.  The  intemperate  Sir  Roger,  as 
we  said,  was  admitted  Member  for  Eye :  but  in  the  second 
year,  mingling  with  '  Commission  of  Array '  and  other  Royal- 
ist concerns,  to  small  purpose  as  is  likely,  he,  like  many 
others,  was  'disabled,'  —  cast  forth,  to  Oxford,  to  'malig- 
nancy,' disaster,  and  a  fate  that  has  not  been  inquired  into. 

Sir  Simonds  sat  spotless  for  Sudbury;  made  occasional 
fantastic  Speeches ;  and  what  is  far  more  important  for  us, 
took  exact  Notes.  Several  of  his  Speeches  he  has  preserved 
in  writing ;  one,  probably  the  most  fantastic  and  pedantic  of 
all,  he  sent  forth  in  print :  it  relates  to  a  dispute  for  seniority 
that  had  arisen  between  Oxford  University  and  Cambridge ; 
proves  by  unheard-of  arguments  and  erudition,  obsolete  now 
to  all  mortals,  that  Cambridge,  which  was  his  own  Univer- 
sity, is  by  far  the  older,  —  older  than  Alfred  himself,  old  as 
the  very  hills  in  a  manner.  Sir  Simonds  had  the  happiness 
to  '*  shake  hands  with  Mr.  Prynne,"  when  he  came  to  the 
Parliament  Committee  on  his  deliverance  from  prison,  and  to 
congratulate  Mr.  Prynne  on  the  changed  aspects  that  then 
were.  He  wrote  frequent  letters  to  *  Abraham  Wheloc  *  and 
many  others.  Far  better,  he  almost  daily  dictated  to  his 
secretary,  or  jot  ted-down  for  him  on  scraps  of  paper.  Notes 
of  the  Proceedings  of  the  Long  Parliament ;  which  Notes 
still  exist,  safe  in  the  British  Museum ;  unknown  seemingly 
to  all  the  learned.  He  was  a  thin  highflown  character,  of 
eminent  perfection  and  exactitude,  little  fit  for  any  solid  busi- 
ness in  this  world,  yet  by  no  means  without  his  uses  there. 

This  one  use,  had  there  been  no  other,  That  he  took  Notes 
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of  the  Long  Parliament!  Probably  there  is  much  light 
waiting  us  in  these  Notes  of  his,  were  thej  once  disimprisoned 
into  general  legibility.  They  extend,  in  various  forms,  in 
various  degrees  of  completeness,  to  the  year  1645:  but  in 
that  year,  after  the  victory  of  Naseby,  the  questionable 
course  things  were  taking  gave  offence  to  our  Presbyterian 
Grandison ;  be  sat  mostly  silent,  with  many  thoughts,  and 
forbore  jotting  any  farther.  Two  of  his  written  Speeches 
relate  to  the  confused  negotiations  with  King  Charles  in  the 
I:$]e  of  Wight ;  and  are  strong  in  the  Royalist-Presbyterian 
direction.  Colonel  Pride,  in  the  end,  purged  him  out  alto- 
gether, on  the  memorable  6th  of  December  1648 ;  sent  him, 
with  four  or  five  score  others,  'over  to  the  Tavern  called 
Hell,  kept  by  Mr.  Duke,  near  Palaceyard,'  —  in  the  most 
unheard-of  manner  I  For  on  questioning  Mr.  Hugh  Peter.-*, 
who  bad  come  across  to  them.  By  what  law?  By  what 
shadow  or  vestige  of  any  law,  common  or  statutory,  human 
or  divine,  is  this  unheard-of  thing  done  ?  —  the  candid  Mr. 
Peters,  a  man  of  good  insight  and  considerable  humour  of 
character,  answered  these  much-injured  honourable  gentle- 
men, "  By  the  law  of  Necessity ;  truly  by  the  power  of  the 
sword!"  And  they  remained  in  a  nearly  rabid  state;  evi- 
dently purged  out,  without  reason  and  without  remedy ;  and 
had  to  retire  to  their  respective  counties,  and  there  rhyme 
the  matter  for  themselves  as  they  could.  Our  poor  Knight, 
Sir  Simonds,  soon  afler  died;  leaving  an  unspotted  pedant 
character,  and  innumerable  Manuscripts  behind  bim.  Be* 
sides  his  History  of  the  Parliaments  of  Queefi  Elizabeth^  a 
laborious  compilation,  which  has  since  been  printed,  long  ago, 
and  still  enjoys  a  good  reputation  of  its  sort,  there  are,  as  we 
count,  some  Ninety  and  odd  Volumes  of  his  Papers  still  ex- 
tant in  the  British  Museum ;  very  worthless  some  of  them, 
very  curious  others; — among  which  latter,  certain  portions 
of  his  Autobiography,  already  known  in  print/  are  well  worth 
reading ;  and  these  his  Notes  of  the  Long  Parliament  are 
1  Biblioihtca  Topograpkka,  No.  6. 
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perhaps,  to  us  English,  the  most  interesting  of  all  the  Mana- 
scripts  that  exist  there.  Fury's  Notes  of  the  Long  Parlia- 
ment ^  appear  to  be  irretrievably  lost ;  Varney's,  wliich  also 
have  never  yet  been  made  accessible,'  extend  over  only  a 
short  early  period  of  the  business:  it  is  on  these  Notes  of 
D'Ewes*8,  principally,  that  some  chance  of  understanding  the 
procedure  and  real  character  of  the  Long  Parliament  ap- 
pears still  to  depend  for  us.  At  present,  after  shiploads  of 
historical  printing,  it  is  and  remains  mere  darkness  visible ; 
if  in  these  Notes  by  an  accurate  eye-witness  there  be  no 
chance  of  light,  then  is  light  anywhere  hopeless,  and  this 
remarkablest  Parliament  that  ever  sat  will  continue  an 
enigma  forever.  In  such  circumstances,  we  call  these  Notes 
the  most  interesting  of  all  Manuscripts.  To  an  English  soul 
who  would  understand  what  was  really  memorable  and  god- 
like in  the  History  of  his  Country,  distinguishing  the  same 
from  what  was  at  bottom  unmemorable  and  devil-like ;  who 
would  bear  in  everlasting  remembrance  the  doings  of  our 
noble  heroic  men,  and  sink  into  everlasting  oblivion  the 
doings  of  our  loud  ignoble  quacks  and  sham-heroes,  —  what 
other  record  can  be  so  precious  ?     If  English  History  have 

i  *  Mr.  Robinson  asked  me  this  morning/  Mondny,  12  Jan.  1666-7,  *  be- 

*  fore  the  Speaker  came,  If  I  took  Notes  at  Scot's  Committee?  I  said,  Yea. 

*  He  told  me  He  had  much  ado  to  forbear  moving  against  my  taking 

*  Notes,  for  it  was  expressly  against  the  Orders  of  the  House.    I  told  him 

*  How  Mr.  Davy  took  Notes  all  the  Long  Parliament,  and  that  Sir  Symons 
*D'Ewes  wrote  great  volumes*  of  the  like.  —  fiiirlon' j  Diartf  (London, 
1828),  i.  841. 

Of  Sir  Simonds's  'great  volumee'  we  are  here  speaking:  bat  who  the 

*  Mr.  Davy  *  is  V  No  person  of  tfie  name  of  Davy  sat  in  the  Long  Parlia- 
ment at  all;  or  could  by  possibility  have  taken  Notes!  After  multifarioas 
examination,  and  bootless  trial  of  various  names  more  or  less  resembling 
Divy,  a  sight  of  the  original  MS.  of  the  thing  called  Burton' i  Diary  was  pro- 
cured; and  the  name  *Davy'  then  straightway  turned  out  tobePury. 
Pury,  or  Pnrry,  perhaps  now  written  Perry ^  Alderman  of  Gloucester,  and 
ouce  well  known  as  Member  fur  that  City.  But  of  him  or  of  his  NaUty  on 
repeated  application  there,  no  trace  could  now  be  found.  If,  as  is  pos- 
sible, they  still  exist,  in  the  buried  state,  in  those  regions,—  to  resuscitate 
and  print  them  were  very  meritorious. 

s  Edited  now  (Loudon,  1846)  by  Mr.  Brace. 
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nothing  to  afford  ua  concerning  the  Puritan  Parliament  but 
vague  incoherences,  inconceivabilities  and  darkness  visible, 
—  English  History  in  this  Editor^s  opinion,  must  be  in  a  poor 
way  I 

It  has  often  been  a  question,  Why  none  of  the  Dryasdust 
Publishing  Societies,  the  Camden  or  some  other,  has  gone 
into  these  D'Ewes's  Mu.  in  an  efficient  spirit,  and  fished-up 
somewhat  of  them  ?  Surely  it  is  the  office  of  such  Publish- 
ing Societies.  Now  when  Booksellers  are  falling  irrecover- 
ably into  the  hand-to-mouth  system,  unable  to  publish  any 
thing  that  will  not  repay  them  on  the  morrow  morning ;  and 
in  Printed  Literature,  as  elsewhere,  mattei*s  seem  hastening 
pretty  fast  towards  strange  consummations :  who  else  but  the 
Printing  Societies  is  to  do  it  ?  They  should  lay  aside  vain 
Twaddle  and  Dilettanteism,  and  address  themselves  to  their 
function  by  real  Labour  and  Insight,  as  above  hinted,  —  of 
which,  alas,  there  is  at  present  little  hope ! 

Unhappily  the  Publishing  Societies,  generally  speaking,  are 
hitherto  '  Dryasdust '  ones ;  almost  a  fresh  nuisance  rather 
than  otherwise.  They  rarely  spend  labour  on  a  business, 
rarely  insight ;  they  consider  that  sham-labour,  and  a  twilight 
of  ignorance  and  buzzard  stupidity,  backed  by  prurient  de- 
sire for  distinction,  with  the  subscription  of  a  guinea  a  year, 
will  do  the  turn.  It  is  a  fatal  mistake!  Accordingly  the 
Books  they  print,  intending  them  apparently  to  be  read  by 
some  class  of  human  creatures,  are  wonderfuL  Alas,  they 
have  not  the  slightest  talent  for  knowing,  first  of  all,  what  rwt 
to  print ;  what,  as  a  thing  dead,  and  incapable  of  ever  inter- 
esting or  profiting  a  human  creature  more,  ought  not  to  be 
printed  again,  to  steal  away  the  valuable  cash,  and  the  inval- 
uable time  and  patience  of  any  man  again !  It  is  too  bad. 
How  sorrowful  to  see  a  mass  of  printed  Publishings  and  Re- 
pnblishings,  all  in  clear  white  paper,  bound  in  cloth  and  gold 
lettered;  concerning  which  you  have  to  acknowledge  that 
there  should  another  artist  be  appointed  to  go  in  the  rear  of 
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them,  to  fork  them  swiflly  into  the  oven,  and  save  all  men's 
resources  from  one  kind  of  waste  at  least.  Mr.  Chadwick 
proposes  that  sweepers  shall  go  in  the  rear  of  all  horses  in 
London,  and  instantly  sweep-up  their  offal,  before  it  be  tram- 
pled abroad  over  the  pavement  to  general  offence.  Yes  ;  but 
what  sweeper  shall  follow  the  Dryasdust  Printing  Societies, 
the  Authors,  Publishers,  and  other  Prurient-Stupids  of  this 
intellectual  Metropolis,  who  are  rising  to  a  great  height  at 
present !  Horse-offal,  say  Chadwick  and  the  Philanthropists 
very  justly,  if  not  at  once  swept-up,  is  trampled  abroad  over 
the  pavements,  into  the  sewers,  into  the  atmosphere,  into  the 
very  lungs  and  hearts  of  the  citizens :  Good  Heavens,  and 
to  think  of  Author-offal,  and  how  it  is  trampled  into  the  very 
souls  of  men  ;  and  how  the  rains  and  the  trunkmakers  do  not 
get  it  abolished  for  years  on  years,  in  some  instances  ! 
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A   FRAGMENT  ABOUT   DUELS. > 

[1850.] 
DUELLING. 

Duelling,  in  Queen  Elizabeth's  reign,  was  very  prevalent ; 
nor  has  it  abated  in  King  James's.  It  is  one  of  the  sinceri- 
ties of  Human  Life,  which  bursts-through  the  thickest-quilted 
formulas ;  and  in  Norse-Pagan,  in  Christian,  New-Christian, 
and  all  manner  of  ages,  will,  one  way  or  the  other,  contrive 
to  show  itself. 

A  background  of  wrath,  which  can  be  stirred-up  to  the 
murderous  infernal  pitch,  does  lie  in  every  man,  in  every 
creature ;  this  is  a  fact  which  cannot  be  contradicted ;  — 
which  indeed  is  but  another  phasls  of  the  more  general 
fact,  that  every  one  of  us  is  a  Self^  that  every  one  of  us 
calls  himself  L  How  can  you  be  a  Self,  and  not  have  ten- 
dencies to  self-defence !  This  background  of  wrath,  —  which 
surely  ought  to  blaze-out  as  seldom  as  possible,  and  then  as 
nobly  as  possible,  —  may  be  defined  as  no  other  than  the 
general  radical  fire,  in  its  least-elaborated  shape,  whereof 
Life  itself  is  composed.  Its  least-elaborated  shape,  this  flash 
of  accursed  murderous  rage;  —  as  the  glance  of  mother's- 
love,  and  all  intermediate  warmths  and  energies  and  geniali- 
ties, are  the  same  element  hetier  elaborated.     Certainly  the 

1  Fonnd  recently  in  Leigh  HunVt  Journal,  No9.  1,  8,  6  (Saturday  7th  De- 
cember 1850,  ei  seqq.).  Said  there  to  be  *  from  a  Waste-paper  Bag'  of  mine. 
Apparently  some  fraction  of  a  certain  History  (Failure  of  a  History)  of 
James  /.,  of  which  1  have  indistinct  recollections.  —  {Note  of  1867.) 
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elaboration  is  an  immense  matter,  —  indeed,  is  the  whole 
matter!  But  the  figure,  moreover,  under  which  your  in- 
fernal element  itself  shall  make  its  appearance,  nobly  or  else 
ignobly,  is  very  significant  From  Indian  Tomahawks,  from 
Irish  Shillelahs,  from  Arkansas  Bowie-knives,  up  to  a  delib- 
erate Norse  Holmgang,  to  any  civilised  Wager  of  Battle,  the 
distance  is  great. 

Certain  small  fractions  of  events  in  this  kind,  which  give 
us  a  direct  glance  into  Human  Existence  in  \\ny^  days,  are 
perhaps,  in  the  dim  scarcity  of  all  events  that  are  not  dead 
and  torpid,  worth  snatching  from  the  general  leaden  haze  of 
my  erudite  friend,  and  saving  from  bottomless  Nox  for  a 
while. 


No.  L 

BOLLES    OF  HAUGHTON. 

John  Holies,  Esquire,  or  to  speak  properly,  Sir  John  Holies, 
of  Haughton,  in  Notts ;  the  same  Sir  John  whom  we  saw  lately 
made  Comptroller  of  the  Princess  Household ;  — an  indignant 
man,  not  without  some  relation  to  us  here  :  John  Holies  in- 
dignantly called  it  *  political  simony '  this  selling  of  honours ; 
which  indeed  it  was :  but  what  then  ?  It  was  doable,  it  was 
done  for  others ;  it  was  desirable  to  John  also,  who  possessed 
the  requisite  cash.  He  was  come  of  London  citizens,  had 
got  broad  lands  and  manors,  Haughton,  Erby,  and  others ; 
had  wealth  in  abundance,  —  *  his  father  used  to  keep  a  troop 
of  players : '  he  now,  in  this  epoch,  for  a  consideration  of 
10,000/.,  gets  himself  made  Earl  of  Clare.  We  invite  our 
readers  to  look  back  some  two-score  years  upon  his  history, 
and  notice  slightly  the  following  circumstances  there. 

John  Holies,  Esquire,  of  Haughton,  in  Notts,  a  youth  of 
fortune,  spirit  and  accomplishment,  who  had  already  seen 
service  under  the  Veres,  the  Frobishers,  by  land  and  sea,  did 
in  1591,  in  his  twenty-sixth  year,  marry  his  fair  neighboar, 
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Anne  Stanhope ;  —  Mistress  Anne  Stanhope,  daughter  of  Sir 
Thomas  Stanhope,  in  those  parts,  from  whom  innumerable 
Chesterfields,  Harringtons  and  other  Stanhopes  extant  to  this 
very  day  descend.  This  fair  Anne  Stanhope,  beautiful  in  her 
fardingales  and  antiquarian  headgear,  had  been  the  lady  of 
John  Holles's  heart  in  those  old  times ;  and  he  married  her, 
thinking  it  no  harm.  But  the  Shrewsburys,  of  Worksop, 
took  offence  at  it  In  his  father's  time,  who  kept  the  troop 
of  players  and  did  other  things,  John  Holies  had  been  be- 
spoken for  a  daughter  of  the  Shrewsburys ;  and  now  here 
has  he  gone-over  to  the  Stanhopes,  enemies  of  the  house  of 
Shrewsbury.  HI  blood  in  consequence;  ferment  of  high  hu- 
mours ;  a  Montague-and-Capulet  business ;  the  very  retain- 
ers, on  both  sides,  biting  thumbs  at  one  another. 

Pudsey,  a  retainer  on  the  Shrewsbury  Worksop  side,  bit 
his  thumb  at  Orme,  a  retainer  on  the  Holies  Haughton  side ; 
was  called-out  with  drawn  rapier ;  was  slain  on  the  spot,  like 
fiery  Tybalt,  and  never  bit  his  thumb  more.  Orme,  poor 
man,  was  tried  for  murder ;  but  of  courae  the  Holleses  and 
the  Stanhopes  could  not  let  him  be  hanged ;  they  made  inter- 
est, they  feed  law-counsel,  —  they  smuggled  him  away  to  Ire- 
land, and  he  could  not  be  hanged.  Whereupon  Gervase 
Markham,  a  passably  loose-tongued,  loose-living  gentleman, 
sworn  squire-of-dames  to  the  Dowager  of  Shrewsbury,  took 
upon  himself  to  say  publicly,  ^  That  John  Holies  was  himself 
privy  to  Pudsey's  murder ;  that  John  Holies  himself,  if  jus- 
tice were  done  1"     And   thereupon  John  Holies,  at 

Haughton,  in  Notts,  special  date  not  given,  presumable  date 
1594  or  '95,  indited  this  emphatic  Note,  already  known  to 

some  readers : 

*  For  Gervase  Markham, 

*  Whereas  you  have  said  that  I  was  guilty  of  that  villany 

*  of  Orme  in  the  death  of  Pudsey,  I  affirm  that  you  lie,  and 

*  lie  like  a  villain ;  which  I  shall  be  ready  to  make  good 
^  upon  yourself,  or  upon  any  gentleman  my  equal  living.  — 

*  John  Holles.' 
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Gervase  Markham,  called  upon  in  this  emphatic  way, 
answered,  ^  Yes,  he  would  fight ;  certainly ;  — and  it  should 
he  in  Worksop  Park,  on  such  a  day  as  would  suit  Holies 
hest,"  Worksop  Park ;  locked  Park  of  the  Shrewsburys  I 
Holies,  being  in  his  sound  wits,  cannot  consent  to  fight  there ; 
and  Markham  and  the  world  silently  insinuate,  '^Are  you 
subject  to  niceties  in  your  fighting,  then  ?  Readier,  after  all, 
with  your  tongue  than  with  your  rapier  ?  "  These  new  in- 
tolerabilities  John  Holies  had  to  pocket  as  he  could,  to  keep 
close  in  the  scabbard,  beside  his  rapier,  till  perhaps  a  day 
would  come. 

Time  went  on :  John  Holies  had  a  son ;  then,  in  1597,  a 
second  son,  Denzil  by  name.  Denzil  Holies,  Oliver  Crom- 
well's Denzil :  yes,  reader,  this  is  he ;  come  into  the  world 
not  without  omens!  For  at  his  christening,  Lady  Stanhope, 
glad  matron,  came  as  grandmother  and  godmother;  and 
Holies,  like  a  dutiful  son-in-law,  escorted  her  homewards 
through  the  Forest  again.  Forest  of  merry  Sherwood, 
where  Robin  Hood  and  others  used  to  inhabit;  that  way 
lies  their  road.  And  now,  riding  so  toward  Shelton  House, 
through  the  glades  of  Sherwood,  whom  should  they  chance  to 
meet  but  Gervase  Markham  also  ambling  along,  with  some 
few  in  his  company  !     Here,  then,  had  the  hour  arrived. 

With  slight  salutation  and  time  of  day,  the  two  parties 
passed  on :  but  Holies,  with  convenient  celerity,  took  leave 
of  his  mother-in-law:  ''Adieu,  noble  Madam,  it  is  all 
straight  road  now !  "  Waving  a  fond  adieu,  Holies  gallops 
back  through  Sherwood  glades;  overtakes  Markham;  with 
brief  emphasis,  bids  him  dismount,  and  stand  upon  his  guard. 
And  so  the  rapiers  are  flashing  and  jingling  in  the  Forest  of 
Sherwood;  and  two  men  are  flourishing  and  fencing,  their 
intents  deadly  and  not  charitable.  "  Markham,"  cried  Holies, 
"  guard  youreelf  better,  or  I  shall  spoil  you  presently ; "  for 
Markham,  thrown  into  a  flurry,  fences  ill;  in  fact,  rather 
capers  and  flourishes  than  fences;  his  antagonist  standing 
steady  in  his  place  the  while,  supple  as  an  eel,  alert  as  a 
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serpent,  and  with  a  sting  in  him  too.  See,  in  few  passes, 
our  alert  Holies  has  ended  the  capering  of  Markham ;  has 
pierced  and  spitted  him  through  the  lower  abdominal  regions, 
in  very  important  quarters  of  the  body, '  coming  out  at  the 
small  of  the  back!'  That,  apparently,  will  do  for  Mark- 
ham  ;  loose-tongued,  loose-living  Gervase  Markham  lies  low, 
having  got  enough.  Visible  to  us  there,  in  the  glades  of 
ancient  Sherwood,  in  the  depths  of  long-vanished  years  I  O 
Dryasdust,  was  there  not  a  Human  Existence  going-on  there 
too;  of  hues  other  than  the  leaden-hazy?  The  fruit-trees 
looked  all  leafy,  blossomy,  my  erudite  friend,  and  the  Life- 
tree  Igdrasil  which  fills  this  Universe ;  and  they  had  not 
yet  rotted  to  brown  peat  I  Torpid  events  shall  be  simply 
damnable,  and  continually  claim  oblivion  from  all  souls ;  but 
the  smallest  fractions  of  events  not  torpid  shall  be  welcome. 
John  Holies,  ^  with  his  man,  Acton,'  leaving  Markham  in 
this  sated  condition,  ride  home  to  Haughton  with  question- 
able thoughts. 

Nevertheless  Markham  did  not  die.  He  was  carried 
home  to  Worksop,  pale,  hopeless;  pierced  in  important 
quarters  of  the  body :  and  the  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  *  gath- 
ered a  hundred  retainers  to  apprehend  Holies;'  and  con- 
trariwise the  Earl  of  Sheffield  came  to  Haughton  with  fifty 
retainers  to  protect  Holies ;  —  and  in  the  mean  while  Mark- 
ham began  to  show  symptoms  of  recovering,  and  the  retain- 
ers dispersed  themselves  again.     The  doctor  declared  that 

Markham  would  live  ;   but  that,  —  but  that Here,  we 

will  suppose,  the  Doctor  tragi-comically  shook  his  head, 
pleading  the  imperfections  of  language !  Markham  did  live 
long  after ;  breaking  several  of  the  commandments,  but  keep- 
ing one  of  them  it  is  charitably  believed.  For  the  rest, 
having  *  vowed  never  to  eat  supper  nor  to  take  the  sacra- 
ment' till  he  was  revenged  on  Holies,  he  did  not  enjoy 
either  of  those  consolations  in  this  world.^ 

A  The  above  facta  are  given  in  Gervase  Holles's  Manuscript  Memoirs  of 
the  Family  of  HoUts  (in  Biographia  Britanmca,  \  Holies);  a  Manuscript 
which  some  of  our  Dryasdust  Societies  ought  to  print. 
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Such  doings  went  forward  in  Sherwood  Forest  and  in 
our  English  Life-arena  elsewhere;  the  trees  being  as  jet 
all  green  and  leafy. 


No.  IL 

CROYDON    RACES. 

Sardanapalus  Hay,  and  other  Scotch  favourites  of  King 
James,  have  transiently  gleamed  athwart  ns ;  their  number 
is  in  excess,  not  in  defect.  These  hungry  magnificent  in- 
dividuals, of  whom  Sardanapalus  Hay  is  one,  and  supreme 
Car  another,  are  an  eye-sorrow  to  English  subjects;  and 
sour  looks,  bitter  gibes,  followed  by  duels  within  and  with- 
out the  verge,  keep  his  Majesty's  pacificatory  hand  in  use. 
How  many  duels  has  he  soldered-up,  with  difficulty:  for 
the  English  are  of  a  grim  humour  when  soured ;  and  the 
Scotch  too  are  fierce  and  proud ;  and  it  is  a  truculent  swash- 
buckler age,  ready  with  its  stroke,  in  whatever  else  it  may 
be  wanting. 

Scotch  Maxwell,  James  Maxwell,  Usher  of  the  Black  or 
some  kind  of  Rod,  did  he  not,  in  his  insolent  sardonic  way, 
of  which  he  is  capable,  take  a  certain  young  tastefully  diz- 
ened  English  gentleman  by  the  bandstring,  nay  perhaps  by 
the  earring  and  its  appendage,  by  some  black  ribbon  in  or 
about  the  ear ;  and  so,  by  the  ribbon,  lecui  him  out  from  the 
Royal  Presence,  —  us  if  he  had  been  a  nondescript  in 
Natural  History;  some  tame  rabbit,  of  unusual  size  and 
aspect,  with  ribbon  in  its  ear!  Such  touches  of  sardonic 
humour  please  me  little.  The  Four  Inns  of  Court  were  in 
deadly  emotion;  and  fashionable  Young  England  in  gen- 
eral demanded  satisfaction,  with  a  growl  that  was  tremendous 
enough.  Sardonic  Maxwell  had  to  apologize  in  the  oom- 
pletest  manner, —  and  be  more  wary  in  future  how  he  led- 
out  fashionable  young  gentlemen. 

"  Beati  paeificij  Happy  are   the  peacemakers,"  said  his 
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Majesty  always.  Good  Miyesty;  shining  examples  of  jus- 
tice too  he  is  prepared  to  afford  ;  and  has  a  snarl  in  him 
which  can  occasionally  bite.  Of  Crichton  Lord  Sanquhar, 
from  the  pleasant  valley  of  Nith,  —  how  the  Fencing-master 
accidentally  pricked  an  eye  out  of  him,  and  he  forgave  it; 
how,  much  wrought-upon  aAerwards,  he  was  at  last  induced 
to  have  the  Fencing-master  assassinated ;  —  and  to  have 
himself  executed  in  Palace  Yard  in  consequence,  and  his 
two  assassin  servants  hanged  in  Fleet  Street ;  rough  Border 
serving-men  of  all  work,  too  unregardful  of  the  gallows : 
of  this  unadmirable  Crichton  the  whole  world  heard,  not 
without  pity,  and  can  still  hear.^ 

This  of  Croydon  Races,  too,  if  we  read  old  Oshame  with 
reflection,  will  become  significant  of  many  things.  How 
the  races  were  going  on,  a  new  delightful  invention  of  that 
age ;  and  Croydon  Heath  was  populous  with  multitudes 
come  to  see ;  and  between  James  Ramsay  of  the  Dalhousie 
Ramsays,  and  Philip  Herbert  of  the  Montgomery  Herberts, 
there  rose  sudden  strife ;  sharp  passages  of  wit,  —  ending 
in  a  sharp  stroke  of  Ramsay's  switch  over  the  crown  and 
face  of  my  Lord  Montgomery,  the  great  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke's brother,  and  himself  capable  to  be  Earl  Pembroke ! 
It  is  a  fact  of  the  most  astonishing  description  :  undeniable, 
—  though  the  exact  date  and  circumstances  will  now  never 
be  discovered  in  this  world.  It  is  all  vague  as  cloud,  in 
old  Osborne ;  lies  off  or  on,  within  sight  of  Prince  Henrjr's 
Pageant ;  exact  date  of  it  never  to  be  known.  Yet  is  it 
well  recognisable  as  distant  ill-defined  landt  and  no  cloud; 
not  dream  but  astonishing  fact  Can  the  reader  sufficiently 
admire  at  it  ?  The  honourable  Philip  Herbert,  of  the  best 
blood  of  England,  here  is  he  switched  over  the  crown  by 
an  accursed  Scotch  Ramsay!  We  hear  the  swift-stinging 
descent  of  the  ignominious  horse-switch ;  we  see  the  swift- 
blazing  countenances  of  gods  and  men. 

Instantaneous  shriek,  as  was  inevitable,  rises  near  and 

1  State  Trials. 
VOL.  IV.  28 
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far:  The  Scotch  iDsolence,  Scotch  pride  and  hunger,  Scotch 
damnability !  And  *a  cripple  man,  with  only  the  use  of 
three  fingers/  crooked  of  shape,  hot  of  temper,  rode  about 
the  field  with  drawn  dagger;  urging  in  a  shrill  manner,  that 
we  should  prick  every  Scotch  lown  of  them  home  to  their 
own  beggarly  country  again,  or  to  the  Devil,  —  off  Croydon 
Heath,  at  least  The  name  of  this  shrill  individual,  with 
dagger  grasped  between  two  fingers  and  a  thumb,  was 
*  John  Pinchback '  or  Pinchbeck ;  and  appears  here  in  His- 
tory, with  something  like  golden  lustre,  for  one  moment  and 
no  more.  *'Let  us  breakfast  on  them  at  Croydon,*'  cries 
Pinchbeck,  in  a  shrill,  inspired  manner ;  *'  and  sup  on  them 
at  London  I "  The  hour  was  really  ominous.  But  Philip 
Herbert,  beautiful  young  man,  himself  of  infirm  temper  and 
given  to  strokes,  stood  firmly  dissuasive :  he  is  in  the  Bang's 
service,  how  shall  he  answer  it ;  he  was  himself  to  blame 
withal  And  young  Edward  Sackville  is,  with  his  young 
friend  Bruce  of  Kinloss,  firmly  dissuasive ;  it  is  the  Bruce 
whom  we  saw  at  the  chapel-door,  stepping-out  a  new-made 
knight,  now  here  with  Sackville;  dear  friends  these,  not 
always  to  be  friends !  But  for  the  present  they  are  firmly 
dissuasive;  all  considerate  persons  are  dissuasive.  Pinch- 
beck's dagger  brandishes  itself  in  vain. 

Sits  the  wind  so,  O  Pinchbeck  ?  Sidney's  sister,  Pem- 
broke's mother :  this  is  her  son,  and  he  stands  a  switch  ?  — 
Yes,  my  shrill  crookbacked  friend,  to  avoid  huge  riot  and 
calamity,  he  does  so :  and  I  see  a  massive  nobleness  in  the 
man,  which  thou,  egregious  cock  of  bantam,  wilt  never  in 
this  world  comprehend,  but  only  crow  over  in  thy  shrill 
way.  Ramsay  and  the  Scots,  and  all  persons,  rode  home 
unharmed  that  night;  and  my  shriU  friend  graduaUy  com- 
posed himself  again.  Philip  Herbert  may  expect  knight- 
hoods, lordhoods,  court-promotions:  neither  did  his  heroic 
mother  *  tear  her  hair,'  I  think,  to  any  great  extent,  —  ex- 
cept in  the  imaginations  of  Osborne,  Pinchbeck  and  such 
like. 
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This  was  the  scene  of  Croydon  Races }  a  fact,  and  signifi- 
cant of  many  facts,  that  hangs-out  for  us  like  a  cloud-island, 
and  is  not  cloud.^ 


No.  in. 

SIR    THOMAS   DUTTON   AND    SIR   HATTOX   CHEEK. 

His  Majesty,  as  I  perceive  in  spite  of  calumnies,  was  not 
a  *  coward ; '  see  how  he  behaved  in  the  Gowrie  Conspiracy 
and  elsewhere.  But  he  knew  the  value,  to  all  persons,  and 
to  all  interests  of  persons,  of  a  whole  skin ;  how  unthrifty 
everywhere  is  any  solution  of  continuity,  if  it  can  be  avoided  I 
He  struggled  to  preside  pacifically  over  an  age  of  some  fe- 
rocity much  given  to  wrangling.  Peace  here,  if  possible  ; 
skins  were  not  made  for  mere  slitting  and  slashing !  You 
that  are  for  war,  cannot  you  go  abroad,  and  fight  the  Papist 
Spaniards  ?  Over  in  the  Netherlands  there  is  always  fight- 
ing enough.  You  that  are  of  ruffling  humour,  gather  your 
truculent  ruffians  together ;  make  yourself  colonels  over 
them ;  go  to  the  Netherknds,  and  fight  your  bellyful ! 

Which  accordingly  many  do,  earning  deathless  war-laurels 
for  the  moment ;  and  have  done,  and  will  continue  doing,  in 
those  generations.  Our  gallant  Veres,  Earl  of  Oxford  and 
the  others,  it  has  long  been  their  way :  gallant  Cecil,  to  be 
called  Earl  of  Wimbledon;  gallant  Sir  John  Burroughs, 
gallant  Sir  Hatton  Cheek,  —  it  is  still  their  way.  Deathless 
military  renowns  are  gathered  there  in  this  manner ;  death- 
less for  the  moment.  Did  not  Ben  Jonson,  in  his  young 
hard  days,  bear  arms  very  manfully  as  a  private  soldado 
there  ?  Ben,  who  now  writes  learned  plays  and  court-masks 
as  Poet  Laureate,  served  manfully  with  pike  and  sword 
there  for  his  groat  a  day  with  rations.    And  once  when  a 

1  Francis  Osborne's  TradUional  MemariaU  on  the  Reign  of  James  the 
Firtt  (Bepriuted  in  Sir  Walter  Scott's  History  of  the  Conrt  of  James  I., 
Edinburgh,  1811),  pp.  220-227. 
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Spani.^h  soldier  carae  strutting  forward  between  the  lines, 
flourishing  his  weapon,  and  defying  all  persons  in  general,  — 
Ben  stept  forth,  as  I  hear ;  ^  fenced  that  braggart  Spaniard, 
since  no  other  would  do  it ;  and  ended  by  soon  slitting  him 
in  two,  and  so  silencing  him !  Ben's  war-tuck,  to  judge  by 
the  flourish  of  his  pen,  must  have  had  a  very  dangerous 
stroke  in  it« 

'  Swashbuckler  age,'  we  said ;  but  the  expression  was  in- 
correct, except  as  a  figure.  Bucklers  went  out,  fifty  years  ago, 
'  about  the  twentieth  of  Queen  Elizabeth  ; '  men  do  not  now 
swash  with  them,  or  fight  in  that  way.  Iron  armour  has 
mostly  gone  oOt,  except  in  mere  pictures  of  soldiers :  King 
James  said.  It  was  an  excellent  invention  ;  you  could  get  no 
harm  in  it^  and  neither  could  you  do  any.  Bucklers,  either 
for  horse  or  foot,  are  quite  gone.  Yet  old  Mr.  Stowe,  good 
chronicler,  can  recollect  when  every  gentleman  had  his  buck- 
ler: and  at  length  every  serving-man  and  City  dandy. 
Smithfield,  —  still  a  waste  field,  full  of  puddles  in  wet 
weather,  —  was  in  those  days  full  of  buckler-duels,  every 
Sunday  and  holiday  in  the  dry  season ;  and  was  called  Ruff- 
ian's Rig,  or  some  such  name. 

A  man,  in  those  days,  bought  his  buckler,  of  gilt  leather 
and  wood,  at  the  haberdasher's ;  *  hung  it  over  his  back,  by 
a  strap  fastened  to  the  pommel  of  his  sword  in  front'  Ele- 
gant men  showed  what  taste,  or  sense  of  poetic  beauty,  was 
in  them,  by  the  fashion  of  their  buckler.  With  Spanish 
beaver,  with  starched  ruff,  and  elegant  Spanish  cloak,  with 
elegant  buckler  hanging  at  his  back,  a  man,  if  his  mousta- 
chios  and  boots  were  in  good  order,  stepped  forth  with  some 
satisfaction.  Full  of  strange  oaths,  and  bearded  like  the 
pard;  a  decidedly  truculent-looking  figure.  Jostle  him  in 
the  street  thoroughfares,  accidentally  splash  his  boots  as  you 
pass,  —  by  Heaven,  the  buckler  gets  upon  his  arm,  the  sword 
flashes  in  his  fist,  with  oaths  enough ;  and  you  too  being 
^  Life  of  Ben  Jonson. 
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ready,  there  is  a  noise !  Clink,  clank,  death  and  fury ;  all 
persons  gathering  round,  and  new  quarrels  springing  from 
this  one!  And  Dogberry  comes  up  with  the  town-guard? 
And  the  shopkeepers  hastily  close  their  shops?  Nay,  it 
is  hardly  necessary,  says  Mr.  Howe :  these  buckler-fights 
amount  only  to  noise,  for  most  part;  the  jingle  of  iron 
against  tin  and  painted  leather.  RufBing  swashers  strutting 
along,  with  big  oaths  and  whiskers,  delight  to  pick  a  quarrel ; 
but  the  rule  is,  you  do  not  thrust,  you  do  not  strike  below 
the  waist ;  and  it  was  oftenest  a  dry  duel  —  mere  noise,  as 
of  working  tinsmiths,  with  profane  swearing !  Empty  vapour- 
ing bully-ix)oks  and  braggarts,  they  encumber  the  thorough- 
fares mainly.  Dogberry  and  Verges  ought  to  apprehend 
them.  I  have  seen,  in  Smithfield  on  a  dry  holiday,  *  thirty 
of  them  on  a  side,'  fighting  and  hammering  as  if  for  life ; 
and  was  not  at  the  pains  ^  to  look  at  them,  the  blockheads ; 
their  noise  as  the  mere  beating  of  old  kettles  to  me ! 

The  truth  is,  serving-men  themselves,  and  City  appren- 
tices had  got  bucklers ;  and  the  duels,  no  death  following, 
ceased  to  be  sublime.  About  fifty  years  ago,  serious  men 
took  to  fighting  with  rapiers,  and  the  buckler  fell  away. 
Holies  in  Sherwood,  as  we  saw,  fought  with  rapier,  and  he 
soon  spoiled  Markham.  Rapier  and  dagger  especially  ;  that 
is  a  more  silent  duel,  but  a  terribly  serious  one !  Perhaps 
the  reader  will  like  to  take  a  view  of  one  such  serious  duel 
in  those  days,  and  therewith  close  this  desultory  chapter. 

It  was  at  the  siege  of  Juliers,  in  the  Netherlands  wars,  of 
the  year  1610;*  we  give  the  date,  for  wars  are  perpetual, 
or  nearly  so,  in  the  Netherlands.     At  one  of  the  storm-par- 

1  Stowe'8  Chronicle,  and  Howe's  Continnation,  1024,  &c. 

^  Siege  began  in  the  latter  end  of  July  1610;  ended  victoriously,  4th 
September  following :  principal  assaults  w^ere,  10th  August  and  14th 
August;  in  one  of  which  this  affair  of  ours  must  have  taken  rise.  Siege 
commanded  by  Christian  of  Anhalt,  a  famed  Protestant  Captain  of  thone 
times.  Henri  IV.  of  France  was  assassinated  while  setting-out  for  \h\9 
siege;  Priuce  Maurice  of  Nassau  was  there;  '  Dutch  troops,  Freucb,  £ng- 
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ties  of  the  siege  of  Juliers,  the  gallant  Sir  Hatton  Cheek, 
above  alluded  to,  a  superior  oflScer  of  the  English  force 
which  fights  there  under  my  Lord  Cecil,  that  shall  be  Wim- 
bledon ;  the  gallant  Sir  Hatton,  I  say,  being  of  hot  temper, 
superior  officer,  and  the  service  a  storm-party  on  some  bast- 
ion or  demilune,  speaks  sharp  word  of  command  to  Sir 
Thomas  Dutton,  the  officer  under  him,  who  also  is  probably 
of  hot  temper  in  this  hot  moment.  Sharp  word  of  command 
to  Dutton  ;  and  the  movement  not  proceeding  rightly,  sharp 
word  of  rebuke.  To  which  Dutton,  with  kindled  voice, 
answers  something  sharp  ;  is  answered  still  more  sharply 
with  voice  high-flaming ;  —  whereat  Dutton  suddenly  holds- 
in  ;  says  merely,  "  He  is  under  military  duty  here,  but  per- 
haps will  not  always  be  so ; "  and  rushing  forward,  does  his 
order  silently,  the  best  he  can.  His  order  done,  Dutton 
straightway  lays  down  his  commission ;  packs  up,  that  night, 
and  returns  to  England. 

Sir  Hatton  Cheek  prosecutes  his  work  at  the  siege  of  Ju- 
liers;  gallantly  assists  at  the  taking  of  Juliers,  triumphant 
over  all  the  bastions  and  half-moons  there ;  but  hears  withal 
that  Dutton  is,  at  home  in  England,  defaming  him  as  a  chol- 
eric tyrant  and  so  forth.  Dreadful  news  ;  which  brings  some 
biliary  attack  on  the  gallant  man,  and  reduces  him  to  a  bed 
of  sickness.  Hardly  recovered,  he  despatches  message  to 
Dutton,  That  he  will  request  to  have  the  pleasure  of  his 
company,  with  arms  and  seconds  ready,  on  some  neutral 
ground,  —  Calais  sands  for  instance,  —  at  an  early  day,  if 
convenient.  Convenient ;  yes,  as  dinner  to  the  hungry  I 
answers  Dutton  ;  and  time,  place  and  circumstances  are  rap- 
idly enough  agreed  upon. 

And  so,  on  Calais  sands,  in  a  winter  morning  of  the  year 

lish  and  German*  (Brandenburgers  and  Pfalz-Neuburgers  chiefly,  reiiftw 
Kaiser  Rodolf  IL  and  his  unjust  seizure  of  the  Town)  *  fought  with  the 
greatest  unity.'  Prelude  to  the  Thirty- Years  War,  and  one  of  the  prin- 
cipal sources  of  it,  this  Controversy  about  Juliers.  (Carl  Friedrich 
Pauli:  AUgemeine  Preusttsche  Slaats-Geschichte,  4to,  Halle,  1762,  Hi.  602- 
627.) 
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1610,  this  ia  what  we  see,  most  authentically,  through  the 
Lipse  of  dim  Time.  Two  gentlemen  stript  to  the  shirt  and 
waistband ;  in  the  two  hands  of  each  a  rapier  and  dagger 
clutched ;  their  looks  sufficiently  serious  !  The  seconds,  hav- 
ing stript,  equipt,  and  fairly  overhauled  and  certified  them, 
are  just  about  retiring  from  the  measured  fate-circle,  not 
without  indignation  that  they  are  forbidden  to  fight.  Two 
gentlemen  in  this  alarming  posture ;  of  whom  the  Universe 
knows,  has  known,  and  will  know  nothing,  except  that  they 
were  of  choleric  humour,  and  assisted  in  the  Netherlands 
wars !  They  are  evidently  English  human  creatures,  in  the 
height  of  silent  fury,  and  measured  circuit  of  fate ;  whom  we 
here  audibly  name  once  more,  Sir  Hatton  Cheek,  Sir  Thomas 
Dutton,  knights  both,  soldadoes  both.  Ill-fated  English  hu- 
man creatures,  what  horrible  confusion  of  the  Pit  is  this  ? 

Dutton,  though  in  suppressed  rage,  the  seconds  about  to 
withdraw,  will  explain  some  things  if  a  word  were  granted. 
'*  No  words,"  says  the  other ;  "  stand  on  your  guard ! "  bran- 
dishing his  rapier,  grasping  harder  his  dagger.  Dutton,  now 
silent  too,  is  on  his  guard.  Grood  Heavens :  afler  some  brief 
flourishing  and  flashing,  —  the  gleam  of  the  swifl  clear  steel 
playing  madly  in  one's  eyes,  —  they,  at  the  first  pass,  plunge 
home  on  one  another ;  home,  with  beak  and  claws  ;  home  to 
the  very  heart !  Cheek's  rapier  is  through  Dutton's  throat 
from  before,  and  his  dagger  is  through  it  from  behind,  —  the 
windpipe  miraculously  missed  ;  and,  in  the  same  instant, 
Dutton's  rapier  is  through  Cheek's  body  from  before,  his 
dagger  through  his  back  from  behind,  —  lungs  and  life  not 
missed ;  and  the  seconds  have  to  advance,  *  pull  out  the  four 
bloody  weapons,'  disengage  that  hell-embrace  of  theirs.  This 
is  serious  enough !  Cheek  reels,  his  life  fast  flowing ;  but 
still  rushes  rabid  on  Dutton,  who  merely  parries,  skips ;  till 
Cheek  reels  down,  dead  in  his  rage.  "  He  had  a  bloody 
burial  there  that  morning,"  says  my  ancient  friend.*  He 
will  assist  no  more  in  the  Netherlands  or  other  wars. 
1  Wilsoi^  (  in  Kennet),  ii.  684. 
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Such  8cene  does  History  disclose,  as  in  sunbeams,  as  in 
blazing  hell-fire,  on  Calais  sands,  in  the  raw  winter  morning ; 
then  drops  the  blanket  of  centuries,  of  everlasting  Night, 
over  it,  and  passes  on  elsewhither.  Grallant  Sir  Hatton 
Cheek  lies  buried  there,  and  Cecil  of  Wimbledon,  son  of 
Burleigh,  will  have  to  seek  another  superior  officer.  What 
became  of  the  living  Button  afterwards,  I  have  never  to  this 
moment  had  the  least  hint. 
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["  Dear  P.,  —  Not  having  anything  of  my  own  which  I  could  contrib- 
ute (as  is  my  wish  and  duty)  to  this  pious  Adventure  of  yours,  and  not 
being  able  in  these  busy  days  to.get  anything  ready,  I  decide  to  offer  you 
a  bit  of  an  Excerpt  from  that  singular  Conspwtus  of  England^  lately  writ- 
ten, not  yet  printed,  by  Professor  Ezechiel  Peasemeal,  a  distinguished 
American  friend  of  mine.  Dr.  Peasemeal  will  excuse  my  printing  it  here. 
His  Contpecltis,  a  work  of  some  extent,  has  already  been  crowned  by  the 
Phi  Beta  Kuppa  Society  of  Buncombe,  which  includes,  as  you  know,  the 
chief  thinkers  of  the  New  World;  and  it  will  probably  be  printed  entire 
in  their  *  Transactions '  one  day.  Meanwhile  let  your  readers  have  the 
first  taste  of  it;  and  much  good  may  it  do  them  and  you !  "—  T.  C] 

Music  is  well  said  to  be  the  speech  of  angels;  in  fact, 
nothing  among  the  utterances  allowed  to  man  is  felt  to  be  so 
divine.  It  brings  us  near  to  the  Infinite ;  we  look  for  mo- 
ments, across  the  cloudy  elements,  into  the  eternal  Sea  of 
Light,  when  song  leads  and  inspires  us.  Serious  nations,  all 
nations  that  can  still  listen  to  the  mandate  of  Nature,  have 
prized  song  and  music  as  the  highest ;  as  a  vehicle  for  wor- 
ship, for  prophecy,  and  for  whatsoever  in  them  was  divine. 
Their  singer  was  a  vates^  admitted  to  the  council  of  the  uni- 
verse, friend  of  the  gods,  and  choicest  benefactor  to  man. 

Reader,  it  was  actually  so  in  Greek,  in  Roman,  in  Mos- 
lem, Christian,  most  of  all  in  Old-Hebrew  times :  and  if  you 
look  how  it  now  is,  you  will  find  a  change  that  should  aston- 
ish you.  Grood  Heavens,  from  a  Psalm  of  Asaph  to  a  seat 
at  the  London  Opera  in  the  Haymarket,  what  a  road  have 

1  Keepsake  for  1862.  —  The  *doar  P.'  there,  I  recollect,  was  ray  old 
friend  Proctor  (Barry  Cornwall);  and  his  *  pious  Adventure*  had  refer- 
ence to  that  same  Publication,  under  touching  human  circumstances 
which  had  lately  arisen. 
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men  travelled !  The  waste  that  is  made  in  music  is  proba- 
bly among  the  saddest  of  all  our  squanderings  of  God's  gifts. 
Music  has,  for  a  long  time  past,  been  avowedly  mad,  di- 
vorced from  sense  and  the  reality  of  things ;  and  runs  about 
now  as  an  open  Bedlamite,  for  a  good  many  generations 
back,  bragging  that  she  has  nothing  to  do  with  sense  and 
reality,  but  with  fiction  and  delirium  only ;  and  stares  with 
unaffected  amazement,  not  able  to  suppress  an  elegant  burst 
of  witty  laughter,  at  my  suggesting  the  old  fact  to  her. 

Fact  nevertheless  it  is,  forgotten,  and  fallen  ridiculous  as 
it  may  be.  Tyrtaeus,  who  had  a  little  music,  did  not  sing 
Barbers  of  Seville,  but  the  need  of  beating  back  one's  coun- 
try's enemies ;  a  most  true  song,  to  which  the  hearts  of  men 
did  burst  responsive  into  fiery  melody,  followed  by  fiery 
strokes  before  long.  Sophocles  also  sang,  and  showed  in 
grand  dramatic  rhythm  and  melody,  not  a  fable  but  a  fact^ 
the  best  he  could  interpret  it;  the  judgments  of  Eternal 
Destiny  upon  the  erring  sons  of  men.  JEschylus,  Sophocles, 
all  noble  poets  were  priests  as  well;  and  sang  the  truest 
(which  was  also  the  divinest)  they  had  been  privileged  to 
discover  here  below.  To  *  sing  the  praise  of  God,*  that,  you 
will  find,  if  you  can  interpret  old  words,  and  see  what  new 
things  they  mean,  was  always,  and  will  always  be,  the  busi- 
ness of  the  singer.  He  who  forsakes  that  business,  and, 
wasting  our  divinest  gifts,  sings  the  praise  of  Chaos,  what 
shall  we  say  of  him! 

David,  king  of  Judah,  a  soul  inspired  by  divine  music  and 
much  other  heroism,  was  wont  to  pour  himself  in  song ;  he, 
with  seer's  eye  and  heart,  discerned  the  Godlike  amid  the 
Human ;  struck  tones  that  were  an  echo  of  the  sphere-har- 
monies, and  are  still  felt  to  be  such.  Reader,  art  thou  one 
of  a  thousand,  able  still  to  read  a  Psalm  of  David,  and  catch 
some  echo  of  it  through  the  old  dim  centuries;  feeling  far 
off,  in  thy  own  heart,  what  it  once  was  to  other  hearts  made 
as  thine  ?  To  sing  it  attempt  not,  for  it  is  impossible  in  this 
late  time ;  only  know  that  it  once  was  sung.     Then  go  to 
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the  Opera,  and  hear,   with   unspeakable   reflections,   what 
things  men  now  sing!         ♦         ♦         ♦ 

Of  the  Hajmarket  Opera  mj  account,  in  fine,  is  this : 
Lustres,  candelabras,  painting,  gilding  at  discretion;  a  hall 
as  of  the  Caliph  Alraschid,  or  him  that  commanded  the 
slaves  of  the  Lamp ;  a  hall  as  if  fitted-up  bj  the  genii,  re- 
gardless of  expense.  Upholsteiy,  and  the  outlay  of  human 
capital,  could  do  no  more.  Artists,  too,  as  they  are  called, 
have  been  got  together  from  the  ends  of  the  world,  regard- 
less likewise  of  expense,  to  do  dancing  and  singing,  some  of 
them  even  geniuses  in  their  craft  One  singer  in  particular, 
called  Coletti  or  some  such  name,  seemed  to  me,  by  the  cast 
of  his  face,  by  the  tones  of  his  voice,  by  his  general  bearing, 
so  far  as  I  could  read  it,  to  be  a  man  of  deep  and  ardent 
sensibilities,  of  delicate  intuitions,  just  sympathies  ;  origi- 
nally an  almost  poetic  soul,  or  man  of  genius^  as  we  term 
it;  stamped  by  Nature  as  capable  of  far  other  work  than 
squalling  here,  like  a  blind  Samson,  to  make  the  Philistines 
sport! 

Nay,  all  of  them  had  aptitudes,  perhaps  of  a  distinguished 
kind;  and  must,  by  their  own  and  other  people's  labour, 
have  got  a  training  equal  or  superior  in  toilsomeness,  earnest 
assiduity,  and  patient  travail,  to  what  breeds  men  to  the 
most  arduous  trades.  I  speak  not  of  kings,  grandees,  or  the 
like  show-figures;  but  few  soldiers,  judges,  men  of  letters, 
can  have  had  such  pains  taken  with  them.  The  very  ballet- 
girls,  with  their  muslin  saucers  round  them,  were  perhaps 
little  short  of  miraculous ;  whirling  and  spinning  there  in 
strange  mad  vortexes,  and  then  suddenly  fixing  themselves 
motionless,  each  upon  her  lefl  or  right  great  toe,  with  the 
other  leg  stretched  out  at  an  angle  of  ninety  degrees,  —  as 
if  you  had  suddenly  pricked  into  the  fioor,  by  one  of  their 
points,  a  pair,  or  rather  a  multitudinous  cohort,  of  mad 
restlessly  jumping  and  clipping  scissors,  and  so  bidden  them 
rest,  with  opened  blades,  and  stand  still,  in  the  Devil's  name  I 
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A  truly  notable  motion ;  marvellous,  almost  miraculous,  were 
not  the  people  there  so  used  to  it.  Motion  peculiar  to  the 
Opera  ;  perhaps  the  ugliest,  and  surely  one  of  the  most  diffi- 
cult, ever  taught  a  female  creature  in  this  world.  Nature 
abhors  it ;  but  Art  does  at  least  admit  it  to  border  on  the 
impossible.  One  little  Cerito,  or  Taglioni  the  Second,  that 
night  when  I  was  there,  went  bounding  from  the  floor  as  if 
she  had  been  made  of  Indian-rubber,  or  filled  with  hydrogen 
gas,  and  inclined  by  positive  levity  to  bolt  through  the  ceil- 
ing; perhaps  neither  Semiramis  nor  Catherine  the  Second 
had  bred  herself  so  carefully. 

Such  talent,  and  such  mart3rrdom  of  training,  gathered 
from  the  four  winds,  was  now  here,  to  do  its  feat  and  be  paid 
for  it.  Regardless  of  expense,  indeed!  The  purse  of  For- 
tunatus  seemed  to  have  opened  itself,  and  the  divine  art  of 
Musical  Sound  and  Rhythmic  Motion  was  welcomed  with  an 
explosion  of  all  the  magnificences  which  the  other  artis,  fine 
and  coarse,  could  achieve.  For  you  are  to  think  of  some 
Rossini  or  Bellini  in  the  rear  of  it,  too :  to  say  nothing  of 
the  Stanfields,  and  hosts  of  scene-painters,  machinists,  engi- 
neers, enterprisers ;  —  fit  to  have  taken  Gibraltar,  written 
the  History  of  England,  or  reduced  Ireland  into  Industrial 
Regiments,  had  they  so  set  their  minds  to  it ! 

Alas,  and  of  all  these  notable  or  noticeable  human  talents, 
and  excellent  perseverances  and  energies,  backed  by  moun- 
tains of  wealth,  and  led  by  the  divine  art  of  Music  and 
Rhythm  vouchsafed  by  Heaven  to  them  and  us,  what  was 
to  be  the  issue  here  this  evening?  An  hour's  amusement, 
not  amusing  either,  but  wearisome  and  dreary,  to  a  high- 
dizened  select  populace  of  male  and  female  persons,  who 
seemed  to  me  not  much  worth  amusing!  Could  any  one 
have  pealed  into  their  hearts  once,  one  true  thought,  and 
glimpse  of  Self-vision  :  "  High-dizened,  most  expensive  per- 
sons, Aristocracy  so-called,  or  Bett  of  the  World,  beware, 
beware  what  proofs  you  are  giving  here  of  betterness  and 
bestness  !  **     And  then  the  salutary  pang  of  conscience  in 
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reply:  *'A  select  populace,  with  monej  in  its  purse,  and 
drilled  a  little  by  the  posture-master :  good  Heavens  I  if  that 
were  what,  here  and  everywhere  in  God's  Creation,  1  amf 
And  a  world  all  dying  because  I  am,  and  show  myself  to  be, 
and  to  have  long  been,  even  that  ?  John,  the  carriage,  the 
carriage;  swifl!  Let  me  go  home  in  silence,  to  reflection, 
perhaps  to  sackcloth  and  ashes  1 "  This,  and  not  amuse- 
ment, would  have  profited  those  high-dizened  persons. 

Amusement,  at  any  rate,  they  did  not  get  from  £uterpe 
and  Melpomene.  These  two  Muses,  sent-for  regardless  of 
expense,  I  could  see,  were  but  the  vehicle  of  a  kind  of  ser« 
vice  which  I  judged  to  be  Paphian  rather.  Young  beauties 
of  both  sexes  used  their  opera-glasses,  you  could  notice,  not 
entirely  for  looking  at  the  stage.  And,  it  must  be  owned, 
the  light,  in  this  explosion  of  all  the  upholsteries,  and  the 
human  fine  arts  and  coarse,  was  magical ;  and  made  your  fair 
one  an  Armida,  —  if  you  liked  her  better  so.  Nay,  certain 
old  Improper-Females  (of  quality),  in  their  rouge  and  jew- 
els, even  these  looked  some  reminiscence  of  enchantment ; 
and  I  saw  this  and  the  other  lean  domestic  Dandy,  with  icy 
smile  on  his  old  worn  face  ;  this  and  the  other  Marquis  Cba- 
tabagues,  Prince  Mahogany,  or  the  like  foreign  Dignitary, 
tripping  into  the  boxes  of  said  females,  grinning  there  awhile, 
with  dyed  moustachios  and  macassar-oil  graciosity,  and  then 
tripping  out  again ;  —  and,  in  fact,  I  perceived  that  Coletti 
and  Cerito  and  the  Rhythmic  Arts  were  a  mere  accompani- 
ment here. 

Wonderful  to  see ;  and  sad,  if  you  had  eyes !  Do  but 
think  of  it.  Cleopatra  threw  pearls  into  her  drink,  in  mere 
waste;  which  was  reckoned  foolish  of  her.  But  here  had 
the  Modem  Aristocracy  of  men  brought  the  divinest  of  its 
Arts,  heavenly  Music  itself;  and,  piling  all  the  upholsteries 
and  ingenuities  that  other  human  art  could  do,  had  lighted 
them  into  a  bonfire  to  illuminate  an  hour's  flirtation  of  Chata- 
bagues.  Mahogany,  and  these  improper  persons  I  Never 
in  Nature  had  I  seen  such  waste  before.     O  Coletti,  yon 
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whose  inborn  melodj,  once  of  kindred,  as  I  judged,  to  *  the 
Melodies  Eternal,'  might  have  valiantlj  weeded-out  this  and 
the  other  false  thing  from  the  ways  of  men,  and  made  a  bit 
of  Grod*8  Creation  more  melodious,  —  they  have  purchased 
you  away  from  that;  chained  you  to  the  wheel  of  Prince 
Mahogany's  chariot,  and  here  you  make  sport  for  a  macassar 
Chatabagues  and  his  improper-females  past  the  prime  of 
life  !  Wretched  spiritual  Nigger,  oh,  if  you  had  some  gen- 
ius, and  were  not  a  bom  Nigger  with  mere  appetite  for 
pumpkin,  should  you  have  endured  such  a  lot?  I  lament 
for  you  beyond  all  other  expenses.  Other  expenses  are 
light;  you  are  the  Cleopatra's  pearl  that  should  not  have 
been  flung  into  Mahogany's  claret-cup.     And  Bossini,  too, 

and  Mozart  and  Bellini Oh,  Heavens !  when  I  think 

that  Music  too  is  condemned  to  be  mad,  and  to  burn  herself, 
to  this  end,  on  such  a  funeral  pile,  —  your  celestial  Opera- 
house  grows  dark  and  infernal  to  me !  Behind  its  glitter 
stalks  the  shadow  of  Eternal  Death ;  through  it  too,  I  look 
not '  up  into  the  divine  eye,'  as  Richter  has  it,  *  but  down  into 
the  bottomless  eye-socket'  —  not  up  towards  Grod,  Heaven, 
and  the  Throne  of  Truth,  but  too  truly  down  towards  Fal- 
sity, Vacuity,  and  the  dwelling-place  of  Everlasting  De- 
spair.       ♦        ♦         • 

Good  sirs,  surely  I  by  no  means  expect  the  Opera  will 
abolish  itself  this  year  or  the  next  But  if  you  ask  me, 
Why  heroes  are  not  bom  now,  why  heroisms  are  not  done 
now  ?  I  will  answer  you :  It  is  a  world  all  calculated  for 
strangling  of  heroisms.  At  every  ingress  into  life,  the  genius 
of  the  world  lies  in  wait  for  heroisms,  and  by  seduction  or 
compulsion  unweariedly  does  its  utmost  to  pervert  them  or 
extinguish  them.  Yes ;  to  its  Hells  of  sweating  tailors,  dis- 
tressed needlewomen  and  the  like,  this  Opera  of  yours  is 
the  appropriate  Heaven!  Of  a  tmth,  if  you  will  read  a 
Psalm  of  Asaph  till  you  understand  it,  and  then  come 
hither  and  hear  the  Bossini-and-Coletti  Psakn,  you  will  find 
the  ages  have  altered  a  good  deal.        ♦        ♦        • 
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Nor  do  I  wish  all  men  to  become  Psalmist  Asaphs  and 
ftmadc  Hebrews.  Far  other  is  my  wish;  far  other,  and 
wider,  is  now  my  notion  of  this  Universe.  Populations  of 
Btem  faces,  stem  as  any  Hebrew,  but  capable  withal  of  burst- 
ing into  inextinguishable  laughter  on  occasion :  —  do  you 
understand  that  new  and  better  form  of  character  ?  Laugh- 
ter also,  if  it  come  from  the  heart,  is  a  heayenly  thing.  But, 
at  least  and  lowest,  I  would  have  you  a  Population  abhor- 
ring phantasms  ;  —  abhorring  unver<tcity  in  all  things ;  and 
in  your  ^  amusements,"  which  are  voluntary  and  not  com- 
pulsory things,  abhorring  it  most  impatiently  of  all.    *    «    * 
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PROJECT  OF  A  NATIONAL  EXHIBITION  OF  SCOT- 
TISH PORTRAITS.* 

[1854.] 

To  David  Laino,  Esquire,  {Fdiow  of  the  Sociefy  of  Antiquaries  of 
Scotland^)  Signet  Library ,  Edinburgh. 

Mr  DEAR  Sir,  Chelsea,  8d  May  1854. 

"With  regard  to  that  General  Exhibition  of  Scottish  His- 
torical Portraits,  it  is  certain  there  are  many  people  more 
qualified  to  speak  than  I.  In  fact,  it  has  never  been  with 
me  more  than  an  aspiration ;  an  ardent  wish,  rather  with- 
out much  hope :  to  make  it  into  an  executable  project,  there 
are  needed  far  other  capacities  and  opportunities  than  mine. 
However,  you  shall  at  once  hear  what  my  crude  notions  on 
the  subject  are  or  have  been,  since  you  wish  it. 

First  of  all,  then,  I  have  to  tell  you,  as  a  fact  of  personal 
experience,  that  in  all  my  poor  Historical  investigations  it 
has  been,  and  always  is,  one  of  the  most  primary  wants  to 
procure  a  bodily  likeness  of  the  personage  inquired  after; 
a  good  Portrait  if  such  exists ;  failing  that,  even  an  indiffer- 
ent if  sincere  one.  In  short,  any  representation,  made  by 
a  faithful  human  creature,  of  that  Face  and  Figure,  which 
he  saw  with  his  eyes,  and  which  I  can  never  see  with  mine, 
is  now  valuable  to  me,  and  much  better  than  none  at  all. 
This,  which  is  my  own  deep  experience,  I  believe  to  be,  in 
a  deeper  or  less  deep  degree,  the  universal  one ;  and  that 

1  Printed  in  Proeeedingi  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  of  Scotland^  vol.  1. 
Part  8  (4to,  Edinburgh,  1866). 


EXHIBITION   OF  SCOTTISH   PORTRAITS.  449 

everj'  student  and  reader  of  History,  who  strives  earnestly 
to  conceive  for  himself  what  manner  of  Fact  and  Man  this 
or  the  other  vague  Historical  Name  can  have  been,  will,  as 
the  first  and  directest  indication  of  all,  search  eagerly  for  a 
Portrait,  for  all  the  reasonable  Portraits  there  are ;  and 
never  rest  till  he  have  made  out,  if  possible,  what  the  man'9 
natural  face  was  like.  Often  I  have  found  a  Portrait  supe- 
rior in  real  instruction  to  half-a-dozen  written  *  Biographies,' 
as  Biographies  are  written; — or  rather,  let  me  say,  I  have 
found  that  the  Portrait  was  as  a  small  lighted  candle  by 
which  the  Biographies  could  for  the  first  time  be  read^  and 
some  human  interpretation  be  made  of  them ;  the  Biogra" 
pkied  Personage  no  longer  an  empty  impossdhle  Phantasm, 
or  distracting  Aggregate  of  inconsistent  rumours  —  (in  which 
state,  alas  his  usual  one,  he  is  worth  nothing  to  anybody, 
except  it  be  as  a  dried  thistle  for  Pedants  to  thrash,  and  for 
men  to  fly  out  of  the  way  of),  —  but  yielding  at  last  some 
features'  which  one  could  admit  to  be  human.  Next  in 
directness  are  a  man's  genuine  Letters,  if  he  have  left  any, 
and  you  can  get  to  read  them  to  the  bottom :  of  course,  a 
man's  actions  are  the  most  complete  and  indubitable  stamp 
of  him ;  but  without  these  aids,  of  Portraits  and  Letters, 
they  are  in  themselves  so  infinitely  abstruse  a  stamp,  and 
so  confused  by  foreign  rumour  and  false  tradition  of  them, 
as  to  be  oftenest  undecipherable  with  certainty. 

This  kind  of  value  and  interest  I  may  take  as  the  highest 
pitch  of  interest  there  is  in  Historical  Portraits  ;  this,  which 
the  zealous  and  studious  Historian  feels  in  them:  and  one 
may  say,  all  men,  just  in  proportion  as  they  are  '  Btstorians ' 
(which  every  mortal  is,  who  has  a  memory,  and  attachments 
and  possessions  in  the  Past),  will  feel  something  of  the  same, 
—  every  human  creature,  something.  So  that  I  suppose 
there  is  absolutely  nobody  so  dark  and  dull,  and  everyway 
sunk  and  stupefied,  that  a  Series  of  Historical  Portraits, 
especially  of  his  native  country,  would  not  be  of  real  inter- 
est to  him ;  —  real  I  mean,  as  coming  from  himself  and  his 

VOL.  IV.  29 


450  MISCELLANIES. 

own  heart,  not  imaginary y  and  preached-in  upon  him  by  the 
Newspapers;  which  is  an  important  distinction. 

And  all  this  is  quite  apart  from  the  artistic  value  of  the 
Portraits  (which  also  is  a  real  value,  of  its  sort,  especially 
for  some  classes,  however  exaggerated  it  may  sometimes 
be) :  all  this  is  a  quantity  to  be  added  to  the  artistic  value, 
whatever  it  may  be ;  and  appeals  to  a  far  deeper  and  more 
universal  principle  in  human  nature  than  the  love  of  Pic- 
tures is.  Of  which  principle  some  dimmer  or  clearer  form 
may  be  seen  continually  active  wherever  men  are ;  —  in  your 
Antiquarian  Museum,  for  example,  may  be  seen,  giving 
very  conspicuous  proofs  of  itself,  sanctioned  more  or  less 
by  all  the  world !  If  one  would  buy  an  indisputably  authen- 
tic old  shoe  of  William  Wallace  for  hundreds  of  pounds,  and 
run  to  look  at  it  from  all  ends  of  Scotland,  what  would  one 
give  for  an  authentic  vis^ible  shadow  of  his  face,  could  such, 
by  art  natural  or  art  magic,  now  be  had ! 

It  has  always  struck  me  that  Historical  Portrait-Galleries 
far  transcend  in  worth  all  other  kinds  of  National  Collections 
of  Pictures  whatever ;  that  in  fact  they  ought  to  exist  (for 
many  reasons,  of  all  degrees  of  weight)  in  every  country, 
as  among  the  most  popular  and  cherished  National  Posses- 
sions :  —  and  it  is  not  a  joyful  reflection,  but  an  extremely 
mournful  one,  that  in  no  country  is  there  at  present  such 
a  thing  to  be  found.  What  Louis-Philippe  may  have  col- 
lected, in  the  way  of  French  Historical  Portrait,  at  Versail- 
les, I  did  not  see :  if  worth  much  (which  I  hear  it  is  not), 
it  might  have  proved  the  best  memorial  left  by  him,  one 
day.  Chancellor  Clarendon  made  a  brave  attempt  in  that 
kind  for  England ;  but  his  House  and  '  Gallery '  fell  all 
asunder,  in  a  sad  way ;  and  as  yet  there  has  been  no  sec- 
ond attempt  that  I  can  hear  of.  As  matters  stand,  His- 
torical Portraits  abound  in  England ;  but  where  they  are, 
or  where  any  individual  of  them  is,  no  man  knows,  or  can 
discover  except  by  groping  and  hunting  {underground^  as 
it  were,  and  like  the  mole !)  in  an  almost  desperate  manner : 
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even  among  the  intelligent  and  learned  of  your  acquaintance, 
you  inquire  to  no  purpose.  Nor  is  the  English  National 
Gallery  poorer  in  this  respect  than  others,  —  perhaps  even 
much  the  reverse.  The  sad  rule  holds  in  all  countries.  In 
the  Dresden  Gallery,  for  instance,  you  find  Flayings  of  Bar- 
tholomew, Flayings  of  Marsyas,  Rapes  of  the  Sahines :  hut 
if  you  a$k  for  a  Portrait  of  Martin  Luther,  of  Friedrich 
the  Wise,  nay  even  of  August  the  Big,  of  Marshal  Saxe  or 
poor  Count  Briihl,  you  will  find  no  satisfactory  answer. 
In  Berlin  itself,  which  affects  to  be  a  wiser  city,  I  found, 
not  long  ago,  Pictu re-Galleries  not  a  few,  with  ancient  and 
modern  virtu  in  abundance  and  superabundance,  —  whole 
acres  of  mythological  smearing  (Tower  of  Babel,  and  I 
know  not  what),  by  Kaulbach  and  others,  still  going  on: 
but  a  genuuie  Portrait  of  Frederic  the  Great  was  a  thing 
I  could  nowhere  hear  of.  That  is  strange,  but  that  is  true. 
I  roamed  through  endle^  lines  of  Pictures;  inquired  far 
and  wide,  even  Sculptor  Ranch  could  tell  me  nothing :  at 
last  it  was  chiefiy  by  good  luck  that  the  thing  I  was  in  quest 
of  turned  up.  —  This  I  find  to  be  one  of  the  saddest  of  those 
few  defects  in  the  world  which  are  easily  capable  of  remedy : 
I  hope  you  in  Scotland,  in  the  '  new  National  Museum '  we 
hear  talk  of,  will  have  a  good  eye  to  this,  and  remedy  it 
in  your  own  case!  Scotland  at  present  is  not  worse  than 
other  countries  in  the  point  in  question :  but  neither  is  it  at 
all  better ;  and  as  Scotland,  unlike  some  other  countries,  has  a 
History  of  a  very  readable  nature,  and  has  never  published 
even  an  engraved  series  of  National  Portraits,  perhaps  the 
evil  is  more  sensible  and  patent  there  than  elsewhere.  It 
is  an  evil  which  should  be  everywhere  remedied :  and  if 
Scotland  be  the  first  to  set  an  example  in  that  respect, 
Scotland  will  do  honourably  by  herself,  and  achieve  a  bene- 
fit to  all  the  world. 

From  this  long  Prologue,  if  you  have  patience  to  con- 
sider it  over,  you  will  see  sufficiently  what  my  notion  of 
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the  main  rules  for  executing  the  Project  would  be.  The 
grand  interest  to  be  held  in  view  is  that  which  I  have  de- 
fined as  the  Bt8torian*s,  the  ingenuous  sincere  Student  of 
History^ s.  Ingenuous  and  sincere  student;  not  pedantic^ 
fantastic  and  imaginary !  It  seems  to  me  all  real  interest 
for  the  other  classes  of  mankind,  down  to  the  most  ignorant 
class,  may  well  be  considered  as  only  a  more  and  more 
diluted  form  of  that  interest  The  rule  therefore  is.  Walk 
straight  towards  that ;  not  refusing  to  look  to  the  right  and 
lefl,  but  keeping  your  face  steadily  on  that:  if  you  can 
manage  to  secure  that  well,  all  else  will  follow  from  it,  or 
attend  it.  Ask  always,  What  would  the  best-informed  and 
most  ingenuous  Scottish  soul  like  most  to  see,  for  illuminat- 
ing and  verifying  of  Scottish  History  to  himself?  This  is 
what  it  concerns  us  to  try  if  we  can  get  for  him  and  for  the 
world  ;  —  and,  on  the  whole,  this  only ;  for  it  is  certain,  all 
other  men  will  by  and  by  follow  this  best-informed  and  most 
ingenuous  one ;  and  at  the  end  of  the  account,  if  you  have 
served  him  well,  you  will  turn-out  to  have  served  everybody 
well. 

Great  zeal,  great  industry  will  of  course  be  needed  in  hunt- 
ing-up  what  Portraits  there  are,  scattered  wide  over  country 
mansions  in  all  parts  of  Scotland;  —  in  gathering-in  your 
raw-material,  so  to  speak.  Next,  not  less,  but  even  more  im- 
portant, will  be  skill,  —  knowledge,  judgment,  and  above  all, 
fidelity,  —  in  selecting,  exhibiting  and  elucidating  tliese.  That 
indeed,  I  reckon,  will  be  the  vi tallest  condition  of  all ;  the 
cardinal  point,  on  which  success  or  failure  will  turn.  You 
will  need  the  best  Pictorial  judgment  (some  faithful  critic 
who  really  knows  the  Schools  and  Epochs  of  Art  a  little,  and 
can  help  towai*ds  the  solution  of  so  many  things  that  will 
depend  on  that)  ;  especially  all  the  Historical  knowledge  and 
good  sense  that  can  be  combined  upon  the  business  will  be 
indispensable!  For  the  rest,  I  would  sedulously  avoid  all 
concern  with  the  vulgar  Showman  or  Charlatan  line  of  action 
in  this  matter.     For  though  the  thing  must  depend,  a  good 
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deal  at  least,  on  popular  support,  the  real  way  to  get  that 
(especially  in  such  a  matter)  is,  to  desert'e  it :  the  thing  can 
by  no  means  be  done  by  Tankee-Bartium  methods ;  nor  should 
it,  if  it  could.  —  In  a  word,  here  as  everywhere,  to  winnow- 
out  the  chaff  of  the  business,  and  present  in  a  clear  and  pure 
state  what  of  wheat  (little  or  much)  may  be  in  it ;  on  this, 
as  I  compute,  the  Project  will  stand  or  fall.  If  faithfully 
executed,  —  the  chaff  actually  well  suppressed,  the  wheat 
honestly  given,  —  I  cannot  doubt  but  it  might  succeed.  Let 
it  but  promise  to  deserve  success,  I  suppose  honorable  help 
might  be  got  for  it  among  the  wealthier  and  wiser  classes  of 
Scotchmen. 

But  to  come  now  to  your  more  specific  questions,  I  should 
be  inclined,  on  the  above  principles,  to  judge : 

1^.  That  no  living  Scotchman's  portrait  should  be  admitted, 
however  '  Historical '  it  promised  to  be.  And  I  would  farther 
counsel  that  you  should  be  extremely  chary  about  such  '  His- 
torical men'  as  have  died  within  the  last  twenty-five  or 
thirty  years ;  it  requires  always  the  space  of  a  generation  to 
discriminate  between  popular  monstrosities  add  Historical 
realities  in  the  matter  of  Men,  —  to  let  mere  dust-clouds 
settle  into  their  natural  place  and  bulk.  But  from  that  point, 
especially  from  the  beginning  of  this  century,  you  have  free 
scope,  and  ever  freer,  backwards  to  the  very  beginning  of 
things,  —  which,  alas,  in  the  Pictorial  respect,  I  fear  will 
only  be  some  two  or  three  centuries,  or  little  more !  The 
oldest  Scottish  portrait  I  can  recollect  to  have  seen,  of  any 
worth,  is  that  of  James  IV.  (and  only  as  an  engraving,  the 
original  at  Taymouth),  though  probably  enough  you  may 
know  of  older.  But  for  the  earlier  figures,  —  I  would  go 
back  to  Colm  and  Adamnan,  —  if  I  could,  by  any  old  illumi- 
nated missal  or  otherwise  ?  You  will  have  engravings,  coin.<i, 
casts  of  sepulchral  monuments  —  I  have  seen  Bruce's  skull, 
at  least,  cast  in  plaster !  —  and  remember  always  that  any 
genuine  help  to  conceive  the  actual  likeness  of  the  man  will 
be  welcome,  in  these  as  indeed  in  all  ca?es.     The  one  ques- 
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tion  is,  that  thej  be  genuine  (or,  if  not,  well  marked  as  double 
ful,  and  in  what  degree  doubtful)  ;  that  thej  be  *  helps/  in- 
stead of  hindrances  and  criminal  misguidances ! 

2*^.  In  regard  to  modern  pictures  representing  historica] 
events,  my  vote  would  clearly  be,  To  make  the  rule  absolute 
not  to  admit  any  one  of  these ;  at  least  not  till  I  saw  one  that 
was  other  than  an  infatuated  blotch  of  insincere  ignorance, 
and  a  mere  distress  to  an  earnest  and  well-instructed  eye ! 
Since  the  time  of  ffoQar,  there  is  not  the  least  veracity^  even 
of  intention,  in  such  things ;  and,  for  most  part,  there  is  an 
ignorance  altogether  abject  Wilkie*g  John  Knox,  for  example : 
no  picture  that  I  ever  saw  by  a  man  of  genius  can  well  be, 
in  regard  to  all  earnest  purposes,  a  more  perfect  failure !  Can 
anything,  in  fact,  be  more  entirely  useless  for  earnest  pur- 
poses, more  UTtlike  what  ever  could  have  been  the  reality, 
than  that  gross  Energnmen,  more  like  a  boxing-butcher, 
whom  he  has  set  into  a  pulpit  surrounded  with  draperies,  with 
fat-shouldered  women,  and  play-actor  men  in  mail,  and 
labelled  Knox?  I  know  the  picture  only  by  engravings, 
always  hasten -on  when  I  see  it  in  a  window,  and  would  not 
for  much  have  it  hung  on  the  wall  beside  me !  So,  too,  I 
have  often  seen  a  Battle  of  Worcester,  by  some  famed  Acade- 
mician or  other,  which  consists  of  an  angry  man  and  horse 
(man  presumably  intended  for  Cromwell,  but  not  like  him), 
—  man,  with  heavy  flapping  Spanish  cloak,  &c.,  and  no  hat 
to  his  head,  firing  a  pistol  over  his  shoulder  into  what  seems 
a  dreadful  shower  of  rain  in  the  distance !  What  can  be  the 
use  of  such  things,  except  to  persons  who  have  turned  their 
back  on  real  interests,  and  gone  wool-gathering  in  search  of 
imaginary  ?  All  that  kind  of  matter,  as  indisputable  '  chaflT,' 
ought  to  be  severely  purged  away. 

8®.  With  respect  to  plurality  of  portraits,  when  you  have 
the  offer  of  more  than  one  ?  The  answer  to  that,  on  the 
principles  already  stated,  will  come-out  different  in  different 
cases,  and  be  an  affair  of  consideration  and  compromise. 
For  the  earlier  (and  more  uncertain)  figures,  I  should  in- 
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cline  to  admit  aU  that  could  be  got ;  certainly  all  that  could 
be  found  genuine,  that  were  'helps,'  as  above  said.  Nay, 
such  even  as  were  only  half-genuine,  if  there  were  no  others ; 
marking  well  their  doubtful  character.  As  you  come  lower 
down,  the  selection  will  be  stricter ;  and  in  quite  modern 
times  when  pictures  are  plentiful,  I  should  think  one  portrait 
would  in  general  be  the  rule.  But  of  course  respect  must 
be  had  to  the  importance  of  the  man,  the  excellence  of  the 
portraits  offered  (or  their  peculiar  worth  for  your  objects),  the 
quantity  of  house-room  you  are  like  to  have,  &c  &c. ;  and 
the  decision  will  be  the  summary  and  adjustment  of  all  these 
considerations. 

For  example,  during  the  Reformation  period  I  would  take 
of  John  Knox,  and  his  consorts  and  adversaries  (Lethington, 
Kirkcaldy,  Regents  Murray,  Morton,  and  Mar,  Buchanan, 
Both  well,  even  Rizzio,  and  the  like),  any  picture  I  could 
get;  all  attainable  pictures,  engravings,  &c.,  or  almost  all, 
unless  they  be  more  numerous  than  I  suppose, — might  prom- 
ise to  be  '  helps,'  in  that  great  scarcity,  and  great  denre  to  be 
helped.  While,  again,  in  reference  to  The  Forty-Jive,  where 
pictures  abound,  and  where  the  personages  and  their  affair 
are  so  infinitely  insignificant  in  comparison,  I  should  expect 
that  one  portrait,  and  that  only  of  the  very  topmost  men, 
would  well  suffice.  Yet  there  is  a  real  interest,  too,  in  that 
poor  Forty-five,  —  foij  in  fine,  we  lie  very  near  it  still,  and 
that  is  always  a  great  point ;  and  I  should  somehow  like  to 
have  a  Hawley,  a  Sir  John  Cope,  Wade,  and  Duke  of  Cum- 
berland smuggled  in,  by  way  of  *  illustrative  Notes,'  if  that 
were  possible.  Nay,  I  really  think  it  should  be  done ;  and, 
on  the  whole,  perceive  that  The  Forty-five  will  be  one  of 
your  more  opulent  fields. 

The  question  ^  Who  is  a  Historical  Character  ? "  is,  in 
many  cases,  already  settled,  and,  in  most  cases,  will  be  capa- 
ble of  easy  settlement.  In  general,  whoever  lives  in  the 
memory  of  Scotchmen,  whoever  is  yet  practically  recognisa- 
ble as  a  conspicuous  worker,  speaker,  singer,  or  sufferer  in 
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the  past  time  of  Scotland,  he  is  a  ^  Historical  Character/  and 
we  shall  be  glad  to  see  the  veritable  likeness  of  him.  For 
examples,  given  at  random :  —  Greorge  Buchanan,  David 
Rizzio,  Lord  Hailes,  Lord  Kames,  Monboddo,  Bozzy,  Bums, 
Gawin  Douglas,  Barbour,  Jamie  Thomson.  I  would  take  in, 
and  eagerly,  David  Dale  (of  the  cotton  manufacture),  less 
eagerly  Dundas  (of  the  suffrage  ditto),  and,  in  general,  ask 
myself,  Who  said,  did,  or  suffered  anything  truly  memorable, 
or  even  anything  still  much  remembered?  From  Bruce 
down  to  Heathfield  and  Abercromby,  the  common  History- 
books  will  direct  you  plentifully  as  to  one  class ;  and  for  the 
others',  knowledge  and  good  judgment  will  be  the  methods. 

4^.  Lastly,  as  to  the  Catalogue.  I  am  accustomed  to  con- 
ceive the  Catalogue,  if  well  done,  as  one  of  the  best  parts 
of  the  whole.  Brevity,  sound  knowledge,  exactitude,  fidel- 
ity, ought  to  be  the  characteristic  of  every  feature  of  it. 
Say  you  allow,  on  the  average,  not  more  than  half  a  page  to 
each,  in  by  far  the  majority  of  cases ;  hardly  more  than  a 
page  to  any  :  historical,  lucid,  above  all  things  exact  I  would 
give  the  essence  of  the  man's  history,  condensed  to  the  very 
utmost;  the  dates,  his  birth,  death,  main  transactions, •*— in 
short,  the  bones  of  his  history ;  then  add  reference  to  books 
and  sources  (carefully  distinguishing  the  good  from  the  less 
good),  where  his  history  and  character  can  be  learned  farther 
by  such  as  wish  to  study  it.  Afterwards,  in  a  line  or  two, 
indicate  the  actual  habitat  of  the  picture  here  exhibited ;  its 
history,  if  it  have  one ;  that  it  is  known  to  be  by  such  and 
such  a  master  (and  on  what  authority),  or  that  it  is  only 
guessed.  What  value  and  excellence  might  lie  in  such  a 
Catalogue,  if  rightly  done,  I  need  not  say  to  David  Laing ; 
nor  what  labour,  knowledge  and  resources  would  be  needed 
to  do  it  well !  Perhaps  divided  among  several  men  (with 
some  head  to  preside  over  all),  according  to  the  several 
periods  and  classes  of  subject ;  —  I  can  perceive  work  enough 
for  tfou,  among  others,  there !  But,  on  the  whole,  it  could  be 
done ;  and  it  would  be  well  worth  doing,  and  a  permanently 
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useful  thing.  I  would  have  it  printed  in  some  bound  form, 
not  as  a  pamphlet,  but  still  very  cheap ;  I  should  expect  a 
wide  immediate  sale  for  it  at  railway  stations  and  elsewhere 
while  the  Exhibition  went  on,  and  a  steady  and  permanent 
sale  for  it  afterwards  for  a  long  time  indeed.  A  modern 
Nicohan,  done  according  to  the  real  want  of  the  present 
day  ;  and  far  beyond  what  any  *  Historical  Library/  with  its 
dusty  pedantries,  ever  was  before  I 

But  enough  now.  Your  patience  must  not  be  quite  ridden 
to  death,  and  the  very  paper  admonishes  me  to  have  done. 
Accept  in  good  part  what  hasty  stuff  I  have  written  ;  for- 
give it  at  least.  I  must  say,  this  small  National  Project  has 
again  grown  to  look  quite  beautiful  to  me  ;  — possible  surely 
in  some  form,  and  full  of  uses.  Probably  the  real  "  Crystal 
Palace  "  that  would  beseem  poor  old  Scotland  in  these  days 
of  Exhibitions,  —  a  country  rather  eminently  rich  in  men 
perhaps,  which  is  the  pearl  and  soul  of  all  other  ^'  riches.'* — 
Believe  me  yours  ever  truly, 

T.  Carlyle.^ 

^  Some  efforts,  I  believe,  were  made  In  the  direction  indicated,  by  Gen- 
tlemen of  the  Antiquarian  Society  and  others;  but  as  yet  without  any 
actual  "  Exhibition  "  coming  to  light.  Later,  and  for  Britain  at  large,  we 
have  had,  by  the  Government  itself,  some  kind  of  '*  Commission  '*  or 
"  Board  "  appointed,  for  forming  a  permanent  **  National  Portrait-Gallery," 
—  with  what  success,  is  still  to  be  seen.  —  {Note  of  1867.) 
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THE  PRINZENRAUB:! 

A  GLIMPSE  OF  BAXON  HISTORY. 

[1865.] 

Over  seas  in  Saxony,  in  the  month  of  July  1455,  a  nota- 
ble thing  befell ;  and  this  in  regard  to  two  persons  who  have 
themselves,  by  accident,  become  notable.  Concerning  which 
we  are  now  to  say  something,  with  the  reader's  permission. 
Unluckily,  few  English  readers  ever  heard  of  the  event ;  and 
it  is  probable  there  is  but  one  English  reader  or  writer  (the 
present  reviewer,  for  his  sins)  that  was  ever  driven  or  led  to 
inquire  into  it :  so  that  it  is  quite  wild  soil,  very  rough  for  the 
ploughshare ;  neither  can  the  harvest  well  be  considerable. 
"  English  readers  are  so  deeply  ignorant  of  foreign  history, 
especially  of  German  history ! "  exclaims  a  learned  professor. 
Alas,  yes  ;  English  riders  are  dreadfully  ignorant  of  many 
things,  indeed  of  most  things ;  —  which  is  a  lamentable  cir- 
cumstance, and  ought  to  be  amended  by  degrees. 

But,  however  all  this  may  be,  here  is  somewhat  in  relation 
to  that  Saxon  business,  called  the  Prinzenraub,  or  Stealing 

i  Wkstmimster  Review,  No.  128,  January  1866.  —  1.  SchreUer^s  Ge- 
schichU  de»  Prinzenvaubt  (Sohreiter's  History  of  tho  Stealing  of  the 
Princes).    I^ipzig,  1804. 

2.  Jt^ann  Hubner^a,  JRectorit  der  Schule  zu  8.  Jbhannh  in  Hamburg^  Gene^ 
ahffi$che  7a6ft^  (Genealogical  Tables,  byJohann  Hubner,  Rector  of  St. 
John's  School  in  Hamburg).     8  vol&  oblong  4^o.     Leipzig,  1726-1728. 

8.  Genealoffische  Tafeln  tur  Staaienf/etchichte  der  Gei'manischen  nnd  8ia- 
vntchen  \^lker  im  19^»  Jahrhundert  (Genealogical  Tables  for  the  State  His- 
tory of  the  Germanic  and  Slavic  Nations  in  the  19th  Century).  By  Dr. 
Friedrich  Maximilian  (Ertel.    1  vol.  oblong  12mo.    Leipzig,  1846. 


THE  PRINZENRAUB.  459 

of  the  Princes,  and  to  the  other  "  pearls  of  memory "  (do 
not  call  them  old  buttons  of  memory ! )  which  string  them- 
selves upon  the  threads  of  that.  Beating  about  in  those 
dismal  haunted  wildernesses  ;  painfully  sorting  and  sifting  in 
the  historical  lumber-rooms  and  their  dusty  fusty  imbroglios, 
in  quest  of  far  other  objects,  —  this  is  what  we  have  picked- 
up  on  that  accidental  matter.  To  which  the  reader,  if  he 
can  make  any  use  of  it,  has  our  welcome  and  our  blessing. 

The  Wettin  Line  of  Saxon  Princes,  the  same  that  yet 
endures,  known  by  sight  to  every  English  creature  (for  the 
high  individual.  Prince  Albert,  is  of  it),  had  been  lucky 
enough  to  combine  in  itself,  by  inheritance,  by  good  manage- 
ment, chiefly  by  inheritance,  and  mere  force  of  survival,  all 
the  Three  separate  portions  and  divided  dignities  of  that 
country :  the  Thuringen  Landgraviate,  the  Meissen  Mark- 
graviate,  and  the  ancient  Duchy  and  Electorate  of  Saxony ; 
and  to  become  very  great  among  the  Princes  of  the  German 
empire.  It  was  in  1423  that  Elector  Frederick,  named  der 
Streitbare  (the  Fencible,  or  Prompt-to-fight),  one  of  the  nota- 
bles of  this  line,  had  got  from  Emperor  Sigismund,  for  help 
rendered  (of  which  poor  Sigismund  had  always  need,  in  all 
kinds),  the  vacant  Kur  (Electorship)  and  Dukedom  of  Sax- 
ony ;  aAer  which  accession,  and  through  the  earlier  portion 
of  the  flfleenth  century,  this  Saxon  House  might  fairly  reckon 
itself  the  greatest  in  Germany,  till  Austria,  till  Brandenburg 
gradually  rose  to  overshadow  it.  Law  of  primogeniture 
could  never  be  accepted  in  that  country ;  nothing  but  divis- 
ions, redivisions,  coalescings,  splittings,  and  never-ending 
readjustments  and  collisions  were  prevalent  in  consequence ; 
to  which  cause,  first  of  all,  the  loss  of  tlie  race  by  Saxony 
may  be  ascribed. 

To  enter  into  all  that,  be  far  from  us.  Enough  to  say  that 
this  Streitbare,  Frederick  the  Fencible,  left  several  sons,  and 
none  of  them  without  some  snack  of  principality  taken  from 
the  main  lot :  several  sons,  who,  however,  by  death  and  bad 
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behaviour,  pretty  soon  reduced  tliem:*elves  to  two:  Ist,  the 
eldest,  a  Frederick,  named  the  Placid,  Peaceable,  or  Pacific 
(Friedrich  der  Sanftmuthige)^  who  possessed  the  electorate 
and  indivisible,  inalienable  land  thereto  pertaining  (Witten- 
berg, Torgau,  &c. ;  a  certain  *  circle '  or  province  in  the 
Wittenberg  region  ;  of  which,  as  Prussia  has  now  got  all  or 
most  of  it,  the  exact  boundaries  are  not  known  to  me)  ;  and 
2d,  a  Wilhelra,  who  in  all  the  other  territories  *  ruled  con- 
jointly *  with  Frederick. 

Conjointly:  were  not  such  lands  likely  to  be  beautifully 
*  ruled  '  ?  Like  a  carriage-team  with  two  drivers  on  the  box ! 
Frederick,  however,  was  Pacific ;  probably  an  excellent  good- 
natured  man ;  for  I  do  not  find  that  he  wanted  fire  either, 
and  conclude  that  the  friendly  elements  abounded  in  him. 
Frederick  was  a  man  that  could  be  lived  with  ;  and  the  con- 
joint government  went  on,  without  visible  outbreak,  between 
his  brother  Wilhelm  and  him,  for  a  series  of  years.  For 
twelve  years,  better  or  worse ;  —  much  better  than  our  own 
red  and  white  Rose$  here  at  home,  which  were  fast  budding 
into  battles  of  St  Albans,  battles  of  Towton,  and  other  sad 
outcomes  about  that  time !  Of  which  twelve  years  we  ac- 
cordingly say  nothing. 

But  now  in  the  twelfth  year,  a  foolish  second-cousin,  a 
Friedrich  the  Silly  {EinfdUige)^  at  Weimar,  died  childless, 
A.D.  1440  ;  by  which  event  extensive  Thuringian  possessions 
fell  into  the  main  lot  again ;  whereupon  the  question  arose, 
How  to  divide  them  ?  A  question  difiicult  to  solve  ;  which 
by-and-by  declared  itself  to  be  insoluble ;  and  gave  rise  to 
open  war  between  the  brothers  Frederic  Pacific  and  Wilhelm 
of  Meissen.  Frederick  proving  stronger,  Wilhelm  called-in 
the  Bohemians,  —  confused  Hussite,  Ziska-Podiebrad  popu- 
lations, bitter  enemies  of  orthodox  Germany ;  against  whom 
Frederick  sent  celebrated  fighting-captains,  Kunz  von  Kau- 
fungen  and  others ;  who  did  no  good  on  the  Bohemians,  but 
showed  all  men  how  dangerous  a  conflagration  had  arisen 
here  in  the  heart  of  the   country,  and   how  needful  to  bo 
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quenched  without  delay.  Accordingly  the  neighbours  all  ran 
up,  Kaiser  Frederick  III.  at  the  head  of  them  (a  cunning  old 
Kaiser,  Max*s  father) ;  and  quenched  it  was,  after  four  or 
hve  years'  ruinous  confusion,  by  the  *  treaty  of  Naumburg  * 
in  1450,  —  most  obscure  treaty,  not  necessary  to  be  laid 
before  the  reader  ;  —  whereby,  if  not  joint  government, 
peaceable  division  and  separation  could  ensue. 

The  conflagration  was  thus  put  out ;  but  various  coals  of 
it  continued  hot  for  a  long  time,  —  Kunz  von  Kaufungen, 
above-mentioned,  the  hottest  of  all.  Kunz  or  Conrad,  bom 
Bquire  or  ritter  of  a  certain  territory  and  old  tower  called 
Kaufungen,  the  site  of  which  old  tower,  if  now  no  ruins  of  it, 
can  be  seen  near  Penig  on  the  Mulde  river,  some  two  hours' 
ride  south-east  of  Altenburg  in  those  Thuringian  or  Upper 
Saxon  regions, — Kunz  had  made  himself  a  name  in  the  world, 
though  unluckily  he  was  short  of  property  otherwise  at  pres- 
ent. For  one  thing,  Kunz  had  gained  great  renown  by  beat- 
ing Albert  of  Brandenburg,  the  Albert  named  AchtHes,  third 
Hohenzollern  Elector  of  Brandenburg,  and  the  fiercest  fighter 
of  hb  day  (a  terrible  hawk-nosed,  square-jawed,  lean,  ancient 
man,  ancestor  of  Frederick  the  Great) ;  Kunz,  I  say,  had 
beaten  this  potentate,  being  hired  by  the  town  of  Numberg, 
Albert's  rebellious  town,  to  do  it ;  or  if  not  beaten  him  (for 
Albert  prevailed  in  the  end),  had  at  least  taken  him  captive 
in  some  fight,  and  made  him  pay  a  huge  ransom.  He  had 
also  been  in  the  Hussite  wars,  this  Kunz,  fighting  up  and 
down :  a  German  condottiere,  I  find,  or  Dugald  Dalgetty  of 
the  epoch  ;  his  last  stroke  of  work  had  been  this  late  engage- 
ment, under  Frederick  the  Peaceable,  to  fight  against  brother 
Wilhelm  and  his  Bohemian  allies. 

In  this  last  enterprise  Kunz  had  prospered  but  indifiet^ 
ently.  He  had  indeed  gained  something  they  called  the 
*  victory  of  Gera,*  —  loud  honour,  I  doubt  not,  and  temporary 
possession  of  that  little  town  of  Gera  ;  —  but  in  return,  had 
seen  his  own  old  tower  of  Kaufungen,  and  all  his  propertiefli 
wasted  by  ravages  of  war.     Nay,  he  had  at  length   been 
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taken  captive  bj  the  BohemiaDs,  and  been  obliged  to  random 
himdelf  by  huge  outlay  of  money :  —  4,000  gddgtddeHj  or 
about  2fi00L  sterling ;  a  crushing  sum !  With  all  which 
losses,  why  did  not  Kunz  lose  his  life  too,  as  he  might  easily 
have  done  ?  It  would  have  been  better  for  him.  Not  hav- 
ing lost  his  life,  he  did  of  course,  at  the  end  of  the  war,  daim 
and  expect  indemnity :  but  he  could  get  none,  or  not  any 
that  was  satisfactory  to  him. 

Elector  Frederick  had  had  losses  of  his  own ;  was  dis- 
posed to  stick  to  the  letter  of  his  contracts  in  reference  to 
Kunz :  not  even  the  4,000  goldgulden  of  Bohemian  ransom 
would  he  consent  to  repay.  Elector  Frederick  alleged  that 
Kunz  was  not  his  liegeman,  whom  he  was  bound  to  protect; 
but  only  his  soldier,  hired  to  fight  at  so  much  per  day,  and 
stand  the  risks  himself.  In  fine,  he  exasperated  Kunz  very 
much ;  and  could  be  brought  to  nothing,  except  to  agree  that 
arbitrators  should  be  named,  to  settle  what  was  really  due 
from  one  to  the  other ;  —  a  course  of  little  promise  to  in- 
digent, indignant  Kunz.  The  arbitrators  did  accordingly 
meet,  and  Kunz  being  summoned,  made  his  appearance ;  but 
not  liking  the  figure  of  the  court,  went  away  again  without 
waiting  for  the  verdict ;  which,  accordingly,  did  fall-out  in- 
finitely short  of  his  wishes  or  expectations,  and  made  the 
indigent  man  still  more  indignant.  Violent  speeches  were 
heard  from  him  in  consequence,  and  were  officiously  reported; 
nay,  some  say,  were  heard  by  the  Elector  himself:  for  ex- 
ample, That  a  man  might  have  vengeance,  if  he  could  get 
nothing  else ;  that  an  indigent,  indignant  fighting-man,  driven 
utterly  desperate,  would  harry  and  destroy;  would  do  this 
and  also  that,  of  a  direful  and  dreadful  nature.  To  which 
the  Elector  answered :  "  Don't  burn  the  fishponds,  at  any 
rate ;  the  poor  fishes  in  their  ponds ! "  —  still  farther  anger- 
ing Kunz.  Kunz  was  then  heard  growling  about  '*  vengeanoe 
not  on  this  unjust  Elector's  land  and  people,  but  on  his  flesh 
and  blood ; "  in  short,  growing  ever  more  intemperate,  grim 
of  humour,  and  violent  of  speech,  Kunz  was  at  last  banished 
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the  country;  ordered  flatlj  to  go  about  his  business,  and 
growl  elsewhere.  He  went,  with  certain  indigent  followers 
of  his,  across  into  Bohemia ;  where,  afler  groping  about,  he 
purchased  an  old  castle,  Isenburg  the  name  of  it;  castle 
hanging  somewhere  on  the  western  slopes  of  the  Erzgebirge 
(Metal  Mountains  so-called),  convenient  for  the  Saxon  fron- 
tier, and  to  be  had  cheap :  this  empty  damp  old  castle  of 
Isenburg  Kunz  bought ;  and  lived  there,  in  such  humour  as 
may  be  conceived.  Revenge  on  this  unjust  Elector,  and 
^  not  on  his  land  and  people,  but  on  his  flesh  and  blood,"  was 
now  the  one  thought  of  Kunz. 

Two  Misnian  squires,  Mosen  and  Schonberg,  former  subal- 
terns of  his,  I  suppose,  and  equally  disaffected  as  himself, 
were  with  him  at  Isenburg ;  besides  these,  whose  connexions 
and  followers  could  assist  with  head  or  hand,  there  was  in 
correspondence  with  him  one  Schwalbe,  a  Bohemian  by 
birth,  officiating  now  as  cook  (cook  or  scullion,  I  am  uncer- 
tain which)  in  the  electoral  Castle  itself  at  Altenburg ;  this 
Schwalbe,  in  the  way  of  intelligence  and  help  for  plotting, 
was  of  course  the  most  important  of  all.  Intelligence  enough 
from  Schwalbe  and  his  consorts;  and  schemes  grounded 
thereon ;  first  one  scheme  and  then  another,  in  that  hungry 
castle  of  Isenburg,  we  need  not  doubt.  At  length  word  came 
from  Schwalbe,  That  on  the  7th  of  July  (1455),  the  Elector 
was  to  take  a  journey  to  Leipzig ;  Electress  and  two  Princes 
(there  were  but  two,  still  boys)  to  be  left  behind  at  Alten- 
burg :  whether  anything  could  follow  out  of  that  ?  Most  of 
the  servants,  Schwalbe  added,  were  invited  to  a  supper  in 
the  town,  and  would  be  absent  drinking.  Absent  drinking ; 
Princes  left  unguarded  ?  Much  can  follow  out  of  that ! 
Wait  for  an  opportunity  till  Doomsday,  will  there  ever  come 
a  better?  Let  this,  in  brief,  be  the  basis  of  our  grand 
scheme ;  and  let  all  hands  be  busy  upon  it.  Isenburg  ex- 
pects every  man  to  do  his  duty !  —  Nor  was  Isenburg  disap- 
pointed. 

The  venerable  little  Saxon  town  of  Altenburg  lies,  among 
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intricate  woods  and  Metal-Mountain  wildernesses,  a  good 
day's  riding  west  from  Isenburg:  nevertheless,  at  the  fit 
date,  Isenburg  has  done  its  duty ;  and  in  spite  of  the  intri- 
cacies and  the  hot  weather,  Kunz  is  on  the  ground  in  fall 
readiness.  Towards  midnight,  namely,  on  the  7th  of  July 
1455,  Kunz,  with  a  party  of  thirty  men,  his  two  Misnian 
squires  among  them,  welUmounted  and  armed,  silently  ap- 
proaches the  rendezvous  under  the  Castle  of  Altenburg ; 
softly  announces  himself,  by  whew  of  whistling,  or  some 
concerted  signal,  audible  in  the  stillness  of  the  ambrosial 
night.  G)ok  Schwalbe  is  awake;  Cook  Schwa Ibe  an:4wers 
signal ;  flings  him  down  a  line,  fixes  his  rope-ladders :  Kunz, 
with  his  Misnian  squires  and  a  select  few  more,  mounts 
aloft;  leaving  the  rest  below,  to  be  vigilant,  to  seize  the 
.  doors  especially,  when  once  we  are  masters  of  them  from 
within. 

Kunz,  who  had  once  been  head  chamberlain  here,  knows 
every  room  and  passage  of  this  royal  Castle ;  probably  his 
Misnians  also  know  it,  or  a  good  deal  of  it,  from  of  old.  They 
first  lock  all  the  servants'  doors ;  lock  the  Electress's  door  ; 
walk  then  into  the  room  where  the  two  Princes  sleep,  in 
charge  of  their  ancient  governess,  a  feeble  old  lady,  who  can 
give  no  hindrance ;  —  they  seize  the  two  Princes,  boys  of 
twelve  and  fourteen ;  descend  with  them,  by  the  great  stair- 
case, into  the  court  of  the  Castle,  successfully  so  far; — or 
rather,  not  quite  successfully,  but  with  a  mistake  to  mend. 
They  find,  when  in  the  court  of  the  Castle,  that  here  indeed 
is  Prince  Ernst,  the  eldest  boy,  but  that  instead  of  Prince 
Albert  we  have  brought  his  bedfellow,  a  young  Count  Barby, 
of  no  use  to  us.  This  was  Mosen  the  Misnian's  mistake; 
stupid  Mosen !  Kunz  himself  runs  aloft  again ;  finds  now  the 
real  Albert,  who  had  hid  himself  below  the  bed ;  descends 
with  the  real  Albert  "  To  horse  now,  to  horse,  my  men, 
witliout  delay ! "  These  noises  had  awakened  the  Electress ; 
to  what  terrors  and  emotions  we  can  fancy.  Finding  her 
door  bolted,  but   learning  gradually  what  is  toward,  she 


THE  PBINZENRAUB.  465 

speaks  or  shrieks,  from  the  window,  a  passionate  prajer,  in 
the  name  of  earth  and  heaven,  Not  to  take  her  children  from 
her.  "  Whatsoever  your  demands  are,  I  will  see  them 
granted,  only  leave  my  children!"  —  "Sorry  we  cannot, 
high  Lady ! "  thought  Kunz,  and  rode  rapidly  away  ;  for  all 
the  Castle  is  now  getting  awake,  and  locks  will  not  long  keep 
every  one  imprisoned  in  his  room. 

Kunz,  forth  again  into  the  ambrosial  night,  divides  his  party 
into  two,  one  Prince  with  each  ;  Kunz  himself  leading  the 
one,  Mosen  to  lead  the  other.  They  are  to  ride  by  two  dif- 
ferent roads  towards  Bohemia,  that  if  one  misluck,  there  may 
still  be  another  to  make  terms.  Kunz  himself,  with  the  little 
Albert  he  has  got  on  hand  (no  time  to  change  princes  at 
present),  takes  the  more  northerly  road ;  and  both  dive  into 
the  woods.  Not  a  moment  to  be  lost ;  for  already  the  alarm- 
bell  is  out  at  Altenburg,  —  some  servant  having  burst  his 
door,  and  got  clutch  of  it ;  the  results  of  which  will  be  mani- 
fold !  Result  Jir^  could  not  fail :  The  half-drunk  servants, 
who  are  out  at  supper,  come  tumbling  home;  listen  open- 
mouthed,  then  go  tumbling  back  into  the  little  town,  and 
awaken  its  alarm-bell ;  which  awakens,  in  the  usual  progres- 
sion, all  others  whatsoever ;  so  that  Saxony  at  large,  to  the 
remotest  village,  from  all  its  belfries,  big  and  little,  is  ringing 
madly ;  and  all  day  Kunz,  at  every  thin  place  of  the  forest, 
hears  a  ding-dong  of  doom  pronounced  against  him,  and 
plunges  deviously  forward  all  the  more  intently. 

A  hot  day,  and  a  dreadful  ride  through  boggy  wastes  and 
intricate  mountain  woods ;  with  the  alarm-bell,  and  shadow 
of  the  gallows,  dogging  one  all  the  way.  Here,  however,  we 
are  now,  within  an  hour  of  the  Bohemian  border;  —  cheerily, 
my  men,  through  these  wild  woods  and  hills !  The  young 
Prince,  a  boy  of  twelve,  declares  himself  dying  of  thirst. 
Kunz,  not  without  pity,  not  without  anxiety  on  that  head, 
bids  his  men  ride  on ;  all  but  himself  and  two  squires  shall 
ride  on,  get  everything  ready  at  Isenburg,  whither  we  and 
his  young  Highness  will  soon  follow.     Kunz  encourages  the 
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Prince ;  dismouDts,  he  and  his  squires,  to  gather  him  some 
bilberries.  Kunz  is  busy  in  that  search,  —  when  a  black 
figure  staggers-in  upon  the  scene ;  a  grimy  Kohler,  namely 
(Collier,  Charcoal-burner),  with  a  long  poking-pole  (what  he 
calls  schurbaum)  in  his  hand :  grimy  Collier,  just  awakened 
from  his  afler-dinner  nap ;  somewhat  astonished  to  find  com- 
pany in  these  solitudes.  ^  How,  what !  Who  is  the  young 
gentleman  ?  What  are  my  Herren  pleased  to  be  doing 
here  ?  "  inquired  the  Collier.  "  Pooh,  a  youth  who  has  run 
away  from  his  relations ;  who  has  fallen  thirsty :  do  you 
know  where  bilberries  are?  —  No? — Then  why  not  walk 
on  your  way,  my  grim  one  ? "  The  grim  one  has  heard 
ringing  of  alarm-bells  all  day ;  is  not  quite  in  haste  to  go : 
Kunz,  whirling  round  to  make  him  go,  is  caught  in  the 
bushes  by  the  spurs,  falls  fiat  on  his  face ;  the  young  Prince 
whispers  eagerly,  "  I  am  Prince  Albert,  and  am  stolen ! "  — 
Whew-wew !  —  One  of  the  squires  aims  a  blow  at  the  Prince, 
60  it  is  said ;  perhaps  it  was  at  the  Collier  only :  the  Collier 
wards  with  his  poking-pole.  strikes  fiercely  with  his  poking- 
pole,  fells  down  the  squire,  belabours  Kunz  himself.  During 
which  the  Collier's  dog  lustily  barks ;  and,  behold,  the  Col- 
lier's Wife  comes  running  on  the  scene,  and  with  her  shrieks 
brings  a  body  of  other  colliers  upon  it :  Kunz  is  evidently 
done  !  He  surrenders,  with  his  squires  and  Prince  ;  is  led, 
by  this  black  bodyguard,  armed  with  axes,  shovels,  poking- 
poles,  to  the  neighbouring  monastery  of  Grunhain  (Green 
Grove),  and  is  there  safe  warded  under  lock-and-key.  The 
afternoon  of  July  8th,  1455;  what  a  day  for  him  and  for 
others !  —  I  remark,  with  certainty,  that  dusty  riders,  in 
rather  unusual  numbers,  and  of  miscellaneous  equipment,  are 
also  entering  London  City,  far  away,  this  very  evening ;  a 
constitutional  parliament  having  to  take  seat  at  Westminster, 
to-nvprrow,  9th  July  1455,  of  all  days  and  years,^  to  settle 
what  the  battle  of  St.  Albans,  lately  fought,  will  come  ta 
For  the  rest,  that  the  King  of  England  has  fallen  imbecile, 
1  Henry*8  History  of  Britain,  vi.  108. 
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and  his  she-wolf  of  France  is  on  flight ;  tliat  probably  York 
will  be  Protector  again  (till  he  lose  his  head),  —  and  that 
the  troubles  of  mankind  are  not  limited  to  Saxony  and  its 
Metal  Mountains,  but  that  the  Devil  everywhere  is  busy,  as 
usual  I  —  This  consideration  will  serve  at  least  to  date  the 
affair  of  Kuns  for  us,  and  shall  therefore  stand  unerased. 

From  Griinhain  Monastery  the  Electress,  gladdest  of 
Saxon  mothers,  gets  back  her  younger  boy  to  Altenburg, 
with  hope  of  the  other:  praised  be  heaven  forever  for  it. 
«  And  you,  O  Collier  of  a  thousand !  what  is  your  wish,  what 
is  your  want  ?  —  How  dared  you  beard  such  a  lion  as  that 
Kunz,  you  with  your  simple  poking-pole,  you  Collier  sent  of 
heaven  1 "  —  ^  Madam,  I  drilled  him  soundly  with  my  pok* 
ing-pole  {kab  ikn  weidUch  getrilU)  ;"*  at  which  they  all 
laughed,  and  called  the  Collier  der  Triller,  the  Driller. 

Meanwhile,  Mosen  the  Misnian  is  also  faring  ill ;  with  the 
alarm-bells  all  awake  about  him,  and  the  country  risen  in  hot 
chase.  Six  of  his  men  have  been  caught ;  the  rest  are  diving 
ever  deeper  into  the  thickets.  In  the  end,  they  seek  shelter 
in  a  cavern,  stay  there  perdue  for  three  days,  not  far  from 
the  castle  of  Steina,  still  within  the  Saxon  border.  Three 
days,  —  while  the  debate  of  Westminster  is  prosperously 
proceeding,  and  imbecile  Henry  the  Sixth  takes  his  ease  at 
Windsor,  —  these  poor  fellows  lie  quaking,  hungry,  in  their 
cave ;  and  dare  not  debate,  except  in  whispers ;  very  un<- 
certain  what  the  issue  will  be.  The  third  day  they  hear 
from  colliers  or  wandering  woodmen,  accidentally  talking  to*- 
gether  in  their  neighbourhood,  that  Kunz  is  taken,  tried,  and 
most  probably  beheaded.  Well-a-day  I  Well-a-day  !  Here- 
upon they  open  a  correspondence  with  the  nearest  Amtmann, 
him  of  Zwickau :  to  the  effect.  That  if  free  pardon  is  granted, 
they  will  at  once  restore  Prince  Ernst ;  if  not,  they  will  at 
once  kiU  him.  The  Amtmann  of  Zwickau  is  thrown  kito 
excitement,  it  may  well  be  supposed:  but  what  can  the 
Amtmann  or  any  official  person  do  ?  Accede  to  their  terms, 
since,  as  desperate  men,  they  have  the  power  of  enforcing 
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them.  It  is  thought,  had  thej  even  demanded  Kunz's  par- 
don, it  must  have  been  granted;  but  thej  fancied  Eunz 
already  ended,  and  did  not  insist  on  this.  Enough,  on  the 
11th  of  the  month,  fourth  day  since  the  flight,  third  day  in 
this  hunger-cave  of  Steina,  Prince  Ernst  was  given  up; 
and  Mosen,  Schonfels  and  Co.,  refreshed  with  food,  fled 
swiftly  unharmed,  and  '  were  never  heard  of  more,'  say  my 
authorities. 

Prince  Ernst  was  received  by  his  glad  father  at  Chemnitz ; 
soon  carried  to  his  glad  mother  and  brother  at  Altenburg : 
upon  which  the  whole  court,  with  trembling  joy,  made  a 
pilgrimage  to  Ebersdorf,  a  monastery  and  shrine  in  those 
parts.  They  gave  pious  thanks  there,  one  and  all;  the 
mother  giving  suitable  dotation  furthermore;  and,  what  is 
notable,  hanging-up  among  her  other  votive  gifts  two  coats 
(she,  says  rumour  and  prints ;  but  I  guess  it  was  the  lucrative 
showmen  after  her)  :  the  coat  of  Kunz,  leather  buff  I  suppose, 
and  the  coat  of  The  Driller,  Triller,  as  we  call  that  heaven- 
sent Collier,  coat  grimy  black,  and  made  of  what  stuff  I 
know  not.  Which  coats  were  still  shown  in  the  present 
generation;  nay,  perhaps  are  still  to  be  seen  at  this  day, 
if  a  judicious  tourist  made  inquiry  for  them. 

On  the  14th,  and  not  till  then,  Kunz  of  Kaufungen,  tried 
and  doomed  before,  laid  his  head  on  the  block  at  Freyberg : 
some  say,  pardon  hctd  been  got  for  him  from  the  joyful 
Serene  Highnesses,  but  came  an  hour  too  late.  This  seems 
uncertain,  seems  improbable :  at  least  poor  Dietrich  of  Kau- 
fungen, his  younger  brother,  was  done  to  death  at  Altenbui^ 
itself  some  time  after,  for  '  inconsiderate  words '  uttered  by 
him,  —  feelings  not  sufficiently  under  one's  control.  That 
Schwalbe,  the  Bohemian  Cook,  was  torn  with  *  red-hot  pin- 
cers,' and  otherwise  mercilessly  mangled  and  strangled,  need 
not  be  stated.  He  and  one  or  two  others,  supposed  to  be 
concerned  in  his  peculiar  treason,  were  treated  so  ;  and  with 
this  the  gallows-part  of  the  transaction  ended. 

As  to  the  Driller  himself,  when  asked  what  his  wish  was. 
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it  turned  out  to  be  modest  in  the  extreme :  Only  liberty  to 
cut,  of  scrags  and  waste  wood,  what  would  suffice  for  his 
charring  purposes,  in  those  wild  forests.  This  was  granted 
to  the  man  and  his  posterity ;  made  sure  to  him  and  them  bj 
legal  deed :  and  to  this  was  added,  So  many  yearly  bushels 
of  com  from  the  electoral  stockbams,  and  a  handsome  little 
farm  of  land,  to  grow  cole  and  sauerkratU,  and  support  what 
cows  and  sheep,  for  domestic  milk  and  wool,  were  necessary 
to  tie  good  man  and  his  successors.  ^  Which  properties,' 
I  am  vaguely  told,  but  would  go  to  see  it  with  my  eyes,  were 
I  touring  in  those  parts,  *  they  enjoy  to  this  day.'  Perhaps 
it  was  a  bit  of  learned  jocularity  on  the  part  of  the  old  con- 
veyancers, perhaps  in  their  high  chancery  at  Altenburg  they 
did  not  know  the  man's  real  name,  or  perhaps  he  had  no 
very  fixed  one ;  at  any  rate,  they  called  him  merely  TViller 
(Driller),  in  these  important  documents :  which  courtly  nick- 
name he  or  his  sons  adopted  as  a  surname  that  would  do 
very  well ;  surname  borne  by  them  accordingly  ever  since, 
and  concerning  which  there  have  been  treatises  written.^ 

This  is  the  tale  of  Kunz  of  Kaufungen ;  this  is  that  ad- 
venture of  the  Prinzenraub  (Stealing  of  the  Princes),  much 
wondered  at,  and  talked  of,  by  all  princes  and  all  courtiers 
in  its  own  day,  and  never  quite  forgotten  since ;  being  indeed 
apt  for  remembrance,  and  worthy  of  it,  more  or  less.  For  it 
actually  occurred  in  God's  Creation,  and  was  a  fact,  four-hun- 
dred years  ago;  and  also  is,  and  will  forever  continue  one, — 
ever-enduring  part  and  parcel  of  the  Sum  of  Things,  whether 
remembered  or  not.  In  virtue  of  which  peculiarity  it  is  much 
distinguished  from  innumerable  other  tales  of  adventures 
which  did  not  occur  in  God's  Creation,  but  only  in  the  waste 
chambers  (to  be  let  unfurnished)  of  certain  human  heads, 

1  Groshupf^s  OrajUo  de  gendt  TriUeriatta  ortu  (cited  in  Miohaelis,  Ge- 
tckichte  der  Chur-und  FurttHchen  Homer  in  TtuUchland,  i.  469)  Li  ooe. — 
See,  for  the  rest,  Schurzfleisch,  Diutrtatio  de  Conrado  Kaufungo  ( Witten- 
berg, 1720);  Tenzel  (Gotha,  1700);  Rechenberg,  De  RctiJtu  Ertietti  et 
Alberti ;  Sagittarius,  Fabricius,  &o.  &c. 
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and  which  are  part  and  parcel  only  of  the  Sum  of  Nothings ; 
which  nevertheless  obtain  some  temporary  remembrance,  and 
lodge  extensively,  at  this  epoch  of  the  world,  in  similar  still 
more  unfurnished  chambers.  In  comparison,  I  thought  this 
business  worth  a  few  words  to  the  ingenuous  English  reader, 
who  may  still  have  rooms  to  let,  in  that  sense.  Not  only  so ; 
but  it  seemed  to  deserve  a  little  nook  in  modem  memory,  for 
other  peculiar  reasons,  —  which  shall  now  be  stated  with  ex- 
treme brevity. 

The  two  boys,  Ernst  and  Albert,  who,  at  the  time  of  their 
being  stolen,  were  fourteen  and  twelve  years  old  respectively, 
and  had  Frederick  the  PeaceahU,  the  Placid  or  Pacific^  for 
father,  came  safe  to  manhood.  They  got,  by  lucky  survivor- 
ship, all  these  inextricable  Saxon  Territories  combined  into 
Two  round  lots ;  —  did  not,  unfortunately,  keep  them  so ; 
but  split  them  again  into  new  divisions,  —  for  new  despair 
of  the  historical  student,  among  others !  —  and  have  at  this 
day  extensive  posterity,  of  thrice-complex  relationship,  of 
unintelligible  names,  still  extant  in  the  high  places  of  the 
world.  Unintelligible  names,  we  may  well  say  ;  each  person 
having  probably  from  ten  to  twenty  names :  not  John  or 
Tom ;  but  Joachim  John  Ferdinand  Ernst  Albrecht ;  The- 
odor  Tom  Carl  Friedrich  Kunz ;  —  as  if  we  should  say, 
Bill  Walter  Kit  all  as  one  name ;  every  one  of  which  is 
good,  could  you  but  omit  the  others  !  Posterity  of  unintelli- 
gible names,  thrice-complex  relationship;  —  and  in  fine,  of 
titles,  qualities  and  territories  that  will  remain  forever  un- 
known to  man.  Most  singular  princely  nomenclature,  which 
has  oflen  filled  me  with  amazement.  Designations  worse 
than  those  of  the  Naples  Lazzaroni ;  who  indeed  "  have  no 
names,"  but  are,  I  conclude,  distinguished  by  Numbers, 
No.  1,  No.  2,  and  can  be  known  when  mentioned  in  human 
speech !  Names,  designations,  which  are  too  much  for  the 
human  mind  ;  —  which  are  intricate,  long-winded  ;  abstruse 
as  the  Sibyl's  oracles  ;  and  flying  about,  too,  like  her  leaves, 
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with  every  new  accident,  everj  new  puff  of  wind.  Ever- 
fluctuating,  ever-splitting,  coalescing,  re-splitting,  re-combin- 
ing, insignificant  little  territories,  names,  relationships  and 
titles;  inextricably  indecipherable,  and  not  worth  decipher- 
ing ;  which  only  the  eye  of  the  Old  Serpent  could  or  would 
decipher !  —  Let  us  leave  them  there  ;  and  remark  that  they 
are  all  divided,  afler  our  little  stolen  Ernst  and  Albert,  into 
Two  main  streams  or  Lines,  the  Ernst  or  Ernestine  Line,  and 
the  Albert  or  Albertine  Line  ;  in  which  two  grand  divisions 
they  flow  on,  each  of  them  many-branched,  through  the  wil- 
derness of  Time  ever  since.  Many-branched  each  of  the 
two,  but  conspicuously  separate  each  from  the  other,  they 
flow  on ;  and  give  us  the  comfort  of  their  company,  in  great 
numbers,  at  this  very  day.  We  will  note  a  few  of  the  main 
phenomena  in  these  two  Saxon  Lines,  —  higher  trees  that 
have  caught  our  eye,  in  that  sad  wilderness  of  princely 
shrubbery  unsurveyable  otherwise. 

ERNESTINE   LINE. 

Ernst,  the  elder  of  those  two  stolen  boys,  became  Kurfurst 
(Elector) ;  and  got  for  inheritance,  besides  the  '  inalienable 
properties '  which  lie  round  Wittenberg,  as  we  have  said,  the 
better  or  Thuringian  side  of  the  Saxon  country  —  that  is, 
the  Weimar,  Gotha,  Altenburg,  &c.  Principalities :  —  while 
tlie  other  youth,  Albert,  had  to  take  the  *  Osterland  (Eastern- 
land),  with  part  of  Meissen,'  what  we  may  in  general  imagine 
to  be  (for  no  German  Dryasdust  will  do  you  the  kindness  to 
say  precisely)  the  eastern  region  of  what  is  Saxony  in  our 
day.  These  Albertines,  with  an  inferior  territory,  had,  as 
their  main  towns,  Leipzig  and  Dresden,  a  Residenz-Schloss 
(or  sublime  enough  Ducal  Palace)  in  each  city,  Leipzig  as 
yet  the  grander  and  more  common  one.  There,  at  Leipzig 
chiefly,  I  say,  lived  the  august  younger  or  Albertine  Line ; 
especially  there  lived  Prince  Albert  himself,  a  wealthy  and 
potent  man,  though  younger.  But  it  is  with  Ernst  that  we 
are  at  present  concerned. 
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As  for  Ernst,  the  elder,  he  and  his  lived  chiefly  at  Witten- 
berg, as  I  perceive  ;  there  or  in  the  neighbourhood,  was  their 
high  Schloss ;  distinguished  among  palaces.  But  they  had 
Weimar,  they  had  Altenburg,  Gotha,  Coburg,  —  above  all, 
they  had  the  Wartburgy  one  of  the  most  distinguished  Strong 
Houses  any  Duke  could  live  in,  if  he  were  of  frugal  and 
heroic  turn.  Wartburg,  built  by  fabulous  Ludwig  the 
Springer,  which  grandly  overhangs  the  town  of  Eisenach, 
grandly  the  general  Thuringian  forest;  it  is  now,  —  Ma- 
gician Klingsohr  having  sung  there,  St.  Elisabeth  having 
lived  there  and  done  conscious  miracles,  Martin  Luth^ 
having  lived  there  and  done  unconscious  ditto,  —  the  most 
interesting  Residenz,  or  old  grim  shell  of  a  mountain  Castle 
turned  into  a  tavern,  now  to  be  found  in  Germany,  or  per- 
haps readily  in  the  world.  One  feels,  —  standing  in  Luther's 
room,  with  Luther's  poor  old  oaken  table,  oaken  inkholder 
still  there,  and  his  mark  on  the  wall  which  the  Devil  has 
not  yet  forgotten, — as  if  here  once  more,  with  mere  Heaven 
and  the  silent  Thuringian  Hills  looking  on,  a  grand  and 
grandest  battle  of  "  One  man  versus  the  Devil  and  all  men  " 
was  fought,  and  the  latest  prophecy  of  the  Eternal  was 
made  to  these  sad  ages  that  yet  run  ;  as  if  here,  in  fact,  of 
all  places  that  the  sun  now  looks  upon,  were  the  holiest  for  a 
modern  man.  To  me,  at  least,  in  my  poor  thoughts,  there 
seemed  something  of  avihenticaUy  divine  in  this  locality  ;  as 
if  immortal  remembrances,  and  sacred  influences  and  moni- 
tions were  hovering  over  it;  speaking  sad,  and  grand,  and 
valiant  things  to  the  hearts  of  men.  A  distinguished  person, 
whom  I  had  the  honour  of  attending  on  that  occasion,  actu- 
ally stooped  down,  when  he  thought  my  eye  was  off  him ; 
hissed  the  old  oaken  table,  though  one  of  the  grimmest  men 
*tiow  living ;  and  looked  like  lightning  and  rain  all  the  morn- 
ing after,  with  a  visible  moisture  in  those  sun-eyes  of  his,  and 
not  a  word  to  be  drawn  from  him.  Sure  enough,  Ernst  and 
his  line  are  not  at  a  loss  for  Residences,  whatever  else  he 
and  they  may  want. 
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Ernst's  son  was  Frederick  the  Wise,  successor  in  the  Kur 
(Electorship)  and  paternal  lands;  which,  as  Frederick  did 
not  marry  and  there  was  only  one  other  brother,  were  not 
farther  divided  on  this  occasion.  Frederick  the  Wise,  bom 
in  1463,  was  that  ever-memorable  Kurjurst  who  saved  Lu- 
ther from  the  Diet  of  Worms  in  1521.  A  pious  Catholic, 
with  due  horror  of  heresy  up  to  that  time,  he  listened  with 
all  his  faculties  to  the  poor  Monk's  earnest  speech  of  four 
hours ;  knew  not  entirely  what  to  think  of  it ;  thought  at 
least,  ^  We  will  hear  this  man  farther,  we  will  not  bum  this 
man  just  yet!"  —  and  snatched  him  up  accordingly,  and 
stuck  him  safe  into  the  Wartburg  for  a  year.  Honour  to 
such  a  Eurfiirst:  —  and  what  a  luck  to  him  and  us  that  he 
was  there  to  do  so  ever-memorable  a  thing,  just  in  the  nick 
of  time  !  A  KurfiU^t  really  memorable  s^nd  honourable,  by 
that  and  by  many  other  acts  of  wisdom,  piety  and  prudent 
magnanimity ;  in  which  qualities  History  testifies  that  he 
shone.  He  could  have  had  the  Eaisership,  on  Max's  death, 
some  years  before,  but  preferred  to  have  young  Charles  V., 
Max's  grandson,  elected  to  it.  Whereby  it  came  that  the 
grand  Reformation  Cause,  at  once  the  grandest  blessing  and 
the  grandest  difficulty,  fell  to  the  guidance,  not  of  noble  Ger- 
man veracity  and  pious  wisdom,  but  of  long-headed  obstinate 
'  Flemish  cunning ;  and  Elector  Frederick  indeed  had  an 
easier  life,  but  Germany  has  ever  since  had  a  much  harder 
one  !  Two  portraits  of  this  wise  Frederick,  one  by  Albert 
Diirer,  and  another  of  inferior  quality  by  Lucas  Kranach, 
which  represent  to  us  an  excellent,  rather  corpulent,  elderly 
gentleman,  looking-out  from  under  his  electoral  cap,  with  a 
fine  placid;  honest  and  yet  vigilant  and  sagacious  aspect,  are 
well  known  to  print-collectors :  but  his  history,  the  practical 
physiognomy  of  his  life  and  procedure  in  this  world,  is  less 
known  to  hereditary  governing  persons,  and  others,  than  it 
ought  to  be,  —  if  there  were  any  chance  of  their  taking  pat- 
tern by  him  I  He  was  twenty  years  Luther's  senior ;  they 
never  met  personally,  much  as  they  corresponded  together, 
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during  the  next  four  years,  both  living  oftenest  in  the  same 
town.  He  died  in  1525,  and  was  succeeded  bj  his  brother, 
John  the  Steadfast  (Johann  der  Bestandige), 

This  brother,  Johann  der  Bestandige^  was  four  years 
younger ;  he  also  was  a  wise  and  eminently  Protestant  man. 
He  struggled  very  faithfully  for  the  good  Cause,  during  his 
term  of  sovereignty ;  died  in  1532  (fourteen  years  before 
Luther),  having  held  the  Electorate  only  seven  years.  Ex- 
cellent man,  though  dreadfully  yb^;  so  that  they  had  to  screw 
him  up  by  machinery  when  he  wished  to  mount  on  horse- 
back, in  his  old  days.  —  His  son  was  Johann  Friedrich,  the 
Magnanimous  by  epithet  {der  Grossmuthige)^  under  whom 
the  Line  underwent  sad  destinies ;  lost  the  Electorship,  lo6t 
much  ;  and  split  itself  after  him,  into  innumerable  branches, 
who  are  all  of  a  small  type  ever  since ;  and  whom  we  shall 
leave  for  a  little,  till  we  have  brought  forward  the  Albertine 
Line. 

ALBERTINE   LINE. 

Albert  the  Courageous  {der  Beherzte)  was  the  name  this 
little  stolen  boy  attained  among  mankind,  when  he  grew  to 
maturity  and  came  to  his  properties  in  Meissen  and  the  Os- 
terland.  What  he  did  to  merit  such  high  title  might,  at  this 
date,  in  this  place,  be  difficult  to  say.  I  find  he  was  useful 
in  the  Netherlands,  assisting  Kaiser  Max  (or  rather  young 
Prince  Max,  Kaiser  indeed,  and  Charles  V.'s  grandfather,  in 
time  coming)  when  the  said  young  Max  wedded  the  beautiful 
young  Mary  of  Burgundy,  the  great  heiress  in  those  parts. 
Max  got  the  Netherlands  by  this  fine  match,  and  came  into 
properties  enough ;  and  soon  into  endless  troubles  and  sor^ 
rows  tliereby ;  in  all  which,  and  in  others  that  superadded 
themselves,  Albert  the  Courageous  was  helpful  according  to 
ability ;  distinguishing  himself  indeed  throughout  by  loyalty 
to  his  Kaiser;  and  in  general,  I  think,  being  rather  of  a 
conservative  turn.  The  rest  of  his  merit  in  History,  —  we 
conclude,  it  was  work  that  had  mainly  a  Saxon,  or  at  most  a 
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German  fame,  and  did  not  reach  the  ear  of  the  general 
world.  However,  sure  enough  it  all  lies  safely  funded  in 
Saxon  and  German  Life  to  this  hour,  Saxony  reaping  the 
full  benefit  of  it  (if  any) ;  and  it  shall  not  concern  us  here. 
Only  on  three  figures  of  the  posterity  begotten  by  him  shall 
we  pause  a  little,  then  leave  him  to  his  fate.  Elector  Moritz, 
Duke  George,  August  the  Strong:  on  these  three  we  will 
glance  for  one  moment ;  the  rest,  in  mute  endless  procession, 
shall  rustle  past  unseen  by  us. 

Albert's  eldest  son,  then,  and  successor  in  the  eastern 
properties  and  residences,  was  Duke  George  of  Saxony, — 
called  *  of  Saxony,'  as  all  those  Dukes,  big  and  little,  were 
and  still  are,  —  Herzog  Georg  von  Sacksen:  of  whom,  to 
make  him  memorable,  it  is  enough  to  say  that  he  was 
Luther's  Duke  George  !  Yes,  this  is  he  with  whom  Luther 
had  such  wrangling  and  jangling.  Here,  for  the  first  time, 
English  country-gentlemen  may  discern  "  Duke  George  "  as 
a  fact,  though  a  dark  one,  in  this  world  ;  see  dimly  who  begat 
him,  where  he  lived,  how  he  actually  wcu  (presumably)  a 
human  creature,  and  not  a  mere  rumour  of  a  name.  ^  Fear 
of  Duke  George  ?  "  said  Luther :  "  No,  not  that  I  have 
seen  the  King  of  Chaos  in  my  time,  Sathanas  himself,  and 
thrown  my  inkbottle  at  him.  Duke  Greorge !  Had  I  had 
business  in  Leipzig,  I  should  have  gone  thither,  if  it  had 
rained  Duke  Georges  for  nine  days  running  I "  Well,  read- 
er, this  is  he :  George  the  Rich,  called  also  the  Barhatus 
(Beardy),  likewise  the  Learned :  a  very  magnificent  Herr ; 
learned,  bearded,  gilded,  to  a  notable  degree ;  and  much  rev- 
erenced by  many,  though  Luther  thought  so  little  of  him. 

He  was  strong  for  the  old  religion,  while  his  cousins  went 
so  valiantly  ahead  for  the  new.  He  attended  at  Diets,  ar- 
gued, negotiated ;  offered  to  risk  life  and  fortune,  in  some 
diplomatic  degree,  but  was  happily  never  called  to  do  it 
His  Brother,  and  most  of  his  people,  gradually  became  Prot- 
estants, which  much  grieved  him.  Pack,  unfortunate  Herr 
Pack,  whose  *  revelations '  gave   rise  to  the  Schmalkaldic 
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League,  and  to  the  first  Protestant  War,  had  been  his  secre* 
tarj.  Pack  ran  off  from  him  ;  made  said  '  revelations,'  That 
there  was  a  private  bargain,  between  Duke  George  and  oth- 
ers, headed  by  the  Kaiser,  to  cut-off  and  forfeit  Philip  of 
Hesse,  the  chief  Protestant,  that  &c.  &c. :  whereby,  in  the 
first  place,  poor  Pack  lost  his  head ;  and,  in  the  second  place, 
poor  Duke  George's  troubles  were  increased  fourfold  and 
tenfold. 

Poor  soul,  he  had  lost  most  of  his  ten  children,  some  of 
them  in  infancy,  others  in  maturity  and  middle  age,  by  death; 
was  now  himself  getting  old,  within  a  year  or  two  of  seventy; 
and  his  troubles  not  in  the  least  diminishing.  At  length  he 
lost  his  wife ;  the  good  old  dame,  a  princess  of  Bohemia,  who 
had  been  his  stay  in  all  sorrows,  she  too  was  called  away  from 
him.  Protestantism  spreading,  the  Devil  broken  loose,  all 
was  against  Duke  George ;  and  he  felt  that  his  own  time 
must  now  be  nigh.  His  very  Brother,  now  heir-apparent  by 
the  death  of  all  the  young  men,  was  of  declared  Protestant 
tendencies.  George  wrote  to  his  Brother,  who,  for  the  pres- 
ent, was  very  poor,  offering  to  give  him  up  the  government 
and  territories  at  once,  on  condition  that  the  Catholic  Relig- 
ion should  be  maintained  intact :  Brother  respectfully  re- 
fused. •  Duke  George  then  made  a  will,  to  the  like  effect ; 
summoned  his  Estates  to  sanction  it ;  Estates  would  not  sanc- 
tion :  Duke  George  was  seized  with  dreadful  bowel-disorders, 
and  lay  down  to  die.     Sorrow  on  it !     Alas,  alas ! 

There  is  one  memorability  of  his  sad  last  moments :  a  rev- 
erend Pater  was  endeavouring  to  strengthen  him  by  assur- 
ances about  his  own  good  works,  about  the  favour  of  the 
Saints  and  such  like,  when  Dr.  Rothe,  the  Crypto-Protestant 
medical  gentleman,  ventured  to  suggest  in  the  extreme  mo- 
ment, "  Gnddiger  Herr^  you  were  often  wont  to  say,  Straight- 
forward is  the  best  runner !  Do  that  yourself;  go  straight 
to  the  blessed  Saviour  and  eternal  Son  of  God,  who  bore  our 
sins ;  and  leave  the  dead  Saints  alone ! "  —  "  Ey,  then  — 
help  me,  then,"  George  groaned  out  in  low  sad  murmur, 
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"true  Saviour,  Jesus  Christ;  take  pity  on  me,  and  save  me 
by  thy  bitter  sorrows  and  death ! "  and  yielded-up  his  soul  in 
this  manner.  A  much-afflicted,  hard-struggling,  and  not  very 
useful  man.  He  was  so  learned,  he  had  written  his  Father 
Albert's  exploits  in  Latin  ;  of  which  respectable  *  Monograph,' 
Fabricius,  in  his  Chronicle,  has  made  use.  Fabricius :  not  that 
big  Hamburg  Fabricius  of  the  Bibliothecas  ;  but  an  earlier 
minor  one,  Creorg  Goldsckmied  hia  vernacular  name,  who  was 
'  crowned  poet  by  Kaiser  Max.'  became  head-schoolmaster  in 
Meissen,  and  wrote  meritorious  chronicles,  indifferently  exact, 
Serum  Mimicarutn,  and  such  like,  —  he  is  the  Fabricius  to 
whom  the  respectable  Monograph  fell.  Of  this  poor  Duke's 
palaces  and  riches,  at  Leipzig  and  elsewhere,  I  say  nothing, 
except  that  they  were  very  grand.  He  wore  a  magnificent 
beard,  too,  dagger-shaped  and  very  long ;  was  of  heroic  stat- 
ure and  carriage;  truly  a  respectable-looking  man.  I  will 
remember  nothing  more  of  him,  except  that  he  was  withal  an 
ancestor  of  Frederick  the  Great:  no  doubt  of  that  small 
interesting  fact.  One  of  his  daughters  was  married  to  Philip 
the  Magnanimous  of  Hesse,  —  wife  insufficient  for  magnan- 
imous Philip,  wherefore  he  was  obliged  to  marry  a  second, 
or  supplement  to  her,  which  is  a  known  story !  But  another 
of  Duke  George's  daughters,  who  alone  concerns  us  here, 
was  spouse  to  Joachim  U.,  sixth  Kurfurst  of  Brandenburg, 
who  bore  him  Johann  George,  seventh  ditto,  in  lawful  wed- 
lock ;  and  so  was  Frederick  the  Unique's  great-grandfather's 
great-grandmother,  that  is  to  say,  lineal  ancestress  in  the 
seventh  generation.  If  it  rained  Duke  Georges  nine  days 
running,  I  would  say  no  more  about  them. 

We  come  now  to  Elector  Marttz,  our  second  figure. 
George's  brother,  Henry,  succeeded ;  lived  only  for  two 
years ;  in  which  time  all  went  to  Protestantism  in  the  eastern 
parts  of  Saxony,  as  in  the  western.  This  Henry's  eldest 
son,  and  first  successor,  was  Maritz,  the  "  Maurice "  known 
in  English  Protestant  books;  who,  in  the  Schmalkaldic 
League  and  War,  played  such  a  questionable  game  with  his 
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Protestant  cousin,  of  the  elder  or  Ernestine  Line,  —  quite 
ousting  said  cousin,  bj  superior  jockejsbip,  and  reducing  his 
Line  and  him  to  the  second  rank  ever  since.  This  cousin 
was  Johann  Friedrich  the  Magnanimous,  of  the  Ernestine 
Line  ;  whom  we  left  above  waiting  for  that  catastrophe :  and 
it  came  about  in  this  manner. 

Duke  Moritz  refused,  namelj,  to  join  his  poor  cousin  and 
other  fellow  Protestants  in  the  Schmalkaldic  League  or  War, 
in  spite  of  Secretary  Pack's  denunciations,  and  the  evidence 
of  facts.  Duke  Moritz  waited  till  the  Kaiser  (Charles  V., 
year  1547),  and  their  own  ill-guidance,  had  beaten  to  pieces 
and  ruined  said  League  and  War;  till  the  Kaiser  had  cap- 
tured Johann  Frederick  the  Magnanimous  in  person,  and  was 
about  to  kill  him.  And  then,  at  this  point  of  the  game,  by 
dextrous  management,  Duke  Moritz  got  the  Electorship 
transferred  to  himself;  Electorship,  with  Wittenberg  and 
the  *  inalienable  lands  and  dignities ; '  —  his  poor  cousin  sit* 
ting  prisoner  the  while,  in  imminent  danger  of  his  life;  not 
getting  loose  for  five  years,  but  following  the  Kaiser  like 
condemned  luggage,  up  and  down,  in  a  very  perilous  and  un- 
comfortable manner  I  This  from  Moritz,  who  was  himself  a 
Protestant,  only  better  skilled  in  jockeyship,  was  not  thought 
handsome  conduct,  —  nor  could  it  be. 

However,  he  made  it  good ;  succeeded  in  it,  —  what  is 
called  succeeding.  Neither  is  the  game  yet  played  out,  nor 
Moritz  publicly  declared  (what  he  fully  surely  t«,  and  caa 
by  discerning  eyes  be  seen  to  be)  the  laser.  Moritz  kept  his 
Electorship,  and,  by  cunning  jockeying,  his  Protestantism 
too ;  got  his  Albertine  or  junior  Line  pushed  into  the  place 
of  the  Ernestine  or  first ;  in  which  dishonourably-acquired 
position  it  continues  to  this  day ;  performing  ever  since  the 
chief  part  in  Saxony,  as  Electors,  and  now  as  Kings  of 
Saxony ;  —  which  seems  to  make  him  out  rather  as  winner 
in  the  game  ?  For  the  Ernestine,  or  honourable  Protestant 
Line  is  ever  since  in  a  secondary,  diminished,  and  as  it  were, 
disintegrated  state^  a  Line  hrokm  small;  nothuig  now  but  a 


THE  PRIKZENRAUB.  479 

series  of  small  Dukes,  Weimar,  Gotha,  Cbburg,  and  the  like, 
in  the  Thuringian  region,  who,  on  mere  genealogical  grounds, 
put  Sachsen  to  their  name :  Sachsen-Coburg,  Sachsen- Wei- 
mar, &c. ;  —  and  do  not  look  like  winners.  Nor  perhaps  are 
they,  —  if  they  also  have  played  too  ill !  Perhaps  neither  of 
the  two  is  winner ;  for  there  are  many  other  hands  in  the 
game  withal :  sure  I  am  only  that  Moritz  has  lo$t^  and  never 
could  win  I     As  perhaps  may  appear  yet,  by  and  by. 

But,  however  that  may  be,  the  Ernestine  Line  has  clearly 
got  disintegrated,  broken  small,  and  is  not  in  a  culminating 
condition.  These,  I  say,  are  the  Dukes  who  in  the  present 
day  put  Sachsen  to  their  name :  sons  of  Ernst,  sons  of  Jo- 
hann  Friedrich  the  Magnanimous,  all  now  in  a  reduced  con- 
dition :  while  the  sons  of  Albert,  nephews  of  George  the 
Daggeivbearded  Q  if  it  rain  Duke  Georges '),  are  Kings  of 
Saxony,  so-called  Kings.  No  matter:  nay,  who  knows 
whether  it  is  not  perhaps  even  less  than  nothing  to  them, 
this  grand  dignity  of  theirs?  Whether,  in  very  truth,  if 
we  look  at  substance  and  not  semblance,  the  Albertine  Line 
has  risen  since  Moritz's  time  ;  or  in  spite  of  all  these  crowns 
and  appearances,  sublime  to  the  valet  judgment,  has  fallen 
and  is  still  falling  ?  I  do  not  find,  in  fact,  that  it  has  ever 
done  anything  considerable  since;  which  is  the  one  sure 
symptom  of  rising.  My  probable  conjecture  rather  is,  that 
it  has  done  (if  Nature's  Register,  if  the  Eternal  Daybook, 
were  consulted)  very  little  indeed,  except  dwindle  into  more 
and  more  contemptibility,  and  impotence  to  do  anything  con- 
siderable whatever  I  Which  is  a  very  melancholy  issue  of 
Moritz's  great  efforts;  and  might  give  rise  to  unspeakable 
considerations,  in  many  a  high  man  and  many  a  low,  —  for 
which  there  is  not  room  in  this  place. 

Johann  Frederick,  it  is  well  known,  sat  magnanimously 
playing  chess,  while  the  Kaiser's  sentence  of  death  was 
brought  in  to  him :  he  listened  to  the  reading  of  the  sen- 
tence ;  said  a  polite  word  or  two ;  then  turning  round,  with 
*^FergamuSf  Let  us  proceed!"   quietly  played  on  till  the 
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checkmate  had  been  settled.^  Johann  Frederick  magnani- 
mously waited-out  his  five  years  of  captivity,  excellent  old 
Lucas  Kranach,  his  painter  and  humble  friend,  refusing,  to 
quit  him,  but  steadfastly  sharing  the  same ;  then  quietly  re- 
turned (old  Lucas  still  with  him)  to  his  true  loving-hearted 
wife,  to  the  glad  friends  whose  faith  had  been  tried  in  the 
fire.  With  such  a  wife  waiting  him,  and  such  a  Lucas  at- 
tending him,  a  man  had  still  something  left,  had  his  lands 
been  all  gone ;  which  in  Johann  Frederick's  case,  they  were 
still  far  from  being.  He  settled  at  Weimar,  having  lost  elec- 
toral Wittenberg  and  the  inalienable  properties;  he  contin- 
ued to  do  here  as  formerly,  whatever  wise  and  noble  thing  he 
could,  through  the  short  remainder  of  his  life :  —  one  wishes 
he  had  not  founded  all  that  imbroglio  of  little  dukes !  But 
perhaps  he  could  not  help  it :  law  of  primogeniture,  except 
among  the  Brandenburg  HohenzoUems,  always  a  wise,  deci- 
sive, thrifty  and  growing  race,  who  had  the  fine  talent  of 
'  annihilating  rubbish,'  was  not  yet  known  in  those  countries. 
Johann  Frederick  felt,  most  likely,  that  he,  for  one,  in  this 
aspect  of  the  stars,  was  not  founding  kingdoms !  But  in- 
deed it  was  not  he,  it  was  his  successors,  his  grandson  and 
great-grandson  chiefly,  that  made  these  multiplex  divisions 
and  confusions  on  the  face  of  the  German  mother-earth,  and 
perplexed  the  human  soul  with  this  inextricable  wilderness 
of  little  dukes.  From  him,  however,  they  do  all  descend ; 
this  let  the  reader  know,  and  let  it  be  some  slight  satisfaction 
to  him  to  have  got  a  historical  double-girth  tied  round  them 
in  that  manner,  and  see  Two  compact  Bundles  made  of  them, 
in  the  mean  while. 

Moritz,  the  new  Elector,  did  not  last  long.  Shortly  after 
Johann  Frederick  got  home  to  Weimar,  Moritz  had  already 
found  his  death,  in  prosecution  of  that  game  begun  by  him. 
It  is  well  known  he  had  no  sooner  made  the  Electorate  sure 
to  himself  than  he  too  drew  sword  against  the  Kaiser ;  beat 

1  De  Wette:  Lebens-GachidUe  der  Hertoge  at  Sachien  (Weimar,  1770), 
i89. 
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the  Kaiser ;  chased  him  into  the  Tyrol  nioontains ;  could 
have  taken  him  there,  but  —  ^  I  have  no  cage  big  enough  to 
hold  such  a  bird^"  said  Moritz :  so  he  let  the  Kaiser  run ;  and 
made  the  Treaty  of  Passau  with  him  instead.  Treaty  of  Pas-* 
san  (a.  d.  1552),  by  which  Johann  Frederick's  liberty  was 
brought  about,  for  one  thing,  and  many  liberties  were  stipu- 
lated for  the  Protestants;  upon  which  Treaty  indeed  Grer- 
many  rested  from  its  religious  battles,  of  the  blood-shedding 
sort,  and  fought  only  by  ink  thenceforth,  —  till  the  Thirty- 
Tears*  War  came,  and  a  new  Treaty,  that  of  Munster  or 
Westphalia  (1648),  had  to  succeed. 

Shortly  after  Passau,  Montz,  now  on  the  Kaiser's  side, 
and  clear  for  peace  and  submission  to  said  treaty,  drew-ont 
against  his  oldest  comrade,  Albert  HohenzoUem  of  Anspach, 
— '  Albert  Jkihiades '  as  they  call  him,  that  far-shining,  too- 
impetuous  Failure  of  a  Frederick  the  Great;  —  drew-out,  I 
say,  against  this  Alcibiades,  who  would  not  accept  the  Treaty 
of  Passau ;  beat  Alcibiades  in  the  battle  of  Sievershausen, 
but  lost  his  own  life  withal  in  it,  —  no  more,  either  of  fighting 
or  diplomatising,  needed  from  him;  —  and  thus,  after  only 
some  six  years  of  Electorship,  slept  with  his  fathers,  no  Elec- 
tor, but  a  clod  of  the  valley. 

His  younger  brother  succeeded ;  from  whom,  in  a  direct 
line,  come  all  the  subsequent  Saxon  potentates;  and  the 
present  King  of  Saxony,  with  whom  one  has  no  acquaint- 
ance, nor  much  want  of  any.  All  of  them  are  nephews,  so 
to  speak,  of  Elector  Moritz,  grand-nephews  of  Duke  Greorge 
the  Dagger-bearded  (*  if  it  rained  Duke  Georges  *).  Duke 
George  is,  as  it  were,  the  grand-uncle  of  them  all ;  as  Albert, 
our  little  stolen  boy  for  whom  Kunz  von  Kaufungen  once 
gathered  bilberries,  is  Either*  of  him  and  of  them  all.  A 
goodly  progeny,  in  point  of  numbers ;  and  handsomely  equipt 
and  decorated  by  a  liberal  world :  most  expensive  people,  — 
in  general  not  admirable  otherwise.  Of  which  multifarious 
progeny  I  will  remember  farther  only  one,  or  at  most  two ; 
having  no  esteem  for  them  myself,  nor  wish  to  encumber 
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anybody's  innocent  memory  with  what  perhaps  deserves  ob* 
livion  better,  and  at  all  events  is  rapidly  on  the  way  to  get  it, 
with  or  without  my  sanction.  Here,  however,  is  our  third 
figure,  August  the  Strong. 

Frederick  August,  the  big  King  of  Poland,  called  by  some 
of  his  contemporaries  August  the  Great,  which  epithet  they 
had  to  change  for  August  der  Starke,  August  the  Physically 
Strong :  this  August  of  the  three-hundred-and-fifly-four  bas- 
tards, who  was  able  to  break  a  horse-shoe  with  his  hands, 
and  who  lived  in  this  world  regardless  of  expense,  —  he  is 
the  individual  of  this  junior-senior  Albertine  Line,  whom  I 
wish  to  pause  one  moment  upon :  merely  with  the  remark, 
that  if  Moritz  had  any  hand  in  making  him  the  phenomenon 
he  was,  Moritz  may  well  be  ashamed  of  his  work.  More 
transcendent  king  of  gluttonous  flunkeys  seldom  trod  this 
lower  earth.  A  miracle  to  his  own  century,  —  to  certain  of 
the  flunkey  species  a  quasi-celestial  miracle,  bright  with 
diamonds,  with  endless  mistresses,  regardless  of  expense,  — 
to  other  men  a  prodigy,  portent  and  quasi-infernal  miracle, 
awakening  insoluble  inquiries:  Whence  this,  ye  righteous 
gods,  and  above  all,  whither!  Poor  devil,  he  was  full  of 
good  humour  too,  and  had  the  best  of  stomachs.  A  man  that 
had  his  own  troubles  withal.  His  miscellany  of  mistresses, 
very  pretty  some  of  them,  but  fools  all,  would  have  driven  most 
men  mad.  You  may  discern  dimly  in  the  flunkey  histories, 
in  babbling  PoBnitz  and  others,  what  a  set  they  were ;  what 
a  time  he  must  have  had  with  their  jealousies,  their  sick 
vapours,  megrims,  angers  and  infatuations ;  —  springing,  on 
occasion,  out  of  bed  in  their  shift,  like  wild-cats,  at  the  throat 
of  him,  fixing  their  mad  claws  in  him,  when  he  merely  enters 
to  ask,  '<  How  do  you  do,  mon  chou  f*^  Some  of  them,  it  is 
confidently  said,  were  his  own  children.  The  unspeakably 
unexemplary  mortal ! 

He  got  his  skin  well  beaten,  —  cow-hided,  as  we  may  say, 
—  by  Charles  XII.,  the  rough  Swede,  dad  mostly  in  leather. 

I  Pollnitz:  La  Saxe  Galante;  Memoires  ei  Lettrts^  ^c. 
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He  was  coaxed  and  driven -about  bj  Peter  the  Great,  aa  Irish 
post-horses  are,  —  long  miles,  with  a  bundle  of  hay,  never  to 
be  attained,  stuck  upon  the  pole  of  the  coach.  He  reduced 
himself  to  utter  bankruptcy.  He  had  got  the  crown  of  Po- 
land by  pretending  to  adopt  Papistry,  —  the  apostate,  and 
even  pseudo-apostate ;  and  we  may  say  he  has  made  Protes- 
tant Saxony,  and  his  own  House  first  of  all,  spiritually  bank- 
rupt ever  since.  He  died  at  last,  at  Warsaw  (year  1733), 
of  an  '  old  man's  foot ; '  highly  composed,  eupeptic  to  the  last ; 
busy  in  scheming-out  a  partition  of  Poland,  —  a  thing  more 
than  once  in  men's  heads,  but  not  to  be  completed  just  yet. 
Adieu  to  him  forever  and  a  day. 

One  of  his  bastards  was  Rutowsky,  long  conspicuous  in 
poor  Saxony  as  their  chief  military  man ;  whom  the  Prus- 
sians beat  at  Kesselsdorf,  —  who  was  often  beaten ;  whom 
Frederick  the  Great  at  last  shut-up  in  Pirna.  Another  was 
the  ChevaUer  de  Saxe,  also  a  kind  of  general,  good  for  very 
little.  But  by  far  the  notablest  was  he  of  Aurora  von  Kd- 
nigamark's  producing,  whom  they  called  Comte  de  Saxe  in  his 
own  country,  and  who  aAerwards  in  France  became  Mare- 
chad  de  Saxe  ;  a  man  who  made  much  noise  in  the  world  for 
a  time.  Of  him  also  let  us  say  an  anecdotic  word.  Baron 
d'Espagnac  and  the  biographers  had  long  been  uncertain 
about  the  date  of  his  birth,  —  date  and  place  alike  dubious. 
For  whose  sake,  here  at  length,  after  a  century  of  searching, 
is  the  extract  from  the  baptismal  register,  found  by  an  in- 
quiring man.  Poor  Aurora,  it  appears,  had  been  sent  to  the 
Harz  Mountains,  in  the  still  autumn,  in  her  interesting  situ- 
ation ;  lodges  in  the  ancient  highland  town  of  Groslar,  anony- 
mously, very  privately ;  and  this  is  what  the  books  of  the  old 
Marktkirche  (Market-Church)  in  that  remote  little  place  still 
bear: 

*  Ikn  acht'Und'Zwenzigsten  October '  —  But  we  must  trans- 
late :  *  The  twenty-eighth  of  October,  in  the  year  Sixteen- 
'  hundred  and  ninety-six,  in  the  evening,  between  seven  and 
'  eight  o'clock,  there  was  bom,  by  the  high  Lady  (von  der 
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^vamehmen  Fraa)  who  lodges  in  R.  Heinrich  Christoph 
*'  Winkei's  house,  a  Son ;  which  Son,  on  the  dOth  eftudemj 

*  was  in  the  evening  baptised,  in  M.  S.  Alb*8  house,  and, 
'  by  the  name  Mauritius,  incorporated  to  the  Lord  Jesus 
'  {dem  Herm  Jem  einverleibt).     Godfathers  were  Herr  Dr. 

*  Trumph,  R.  N.  Dusings  and  R.  Heinrich  Christoph  Win- 
*keL'^     Which  ought  to  settle  that  small  matter,  at  least. 

On  the  authority  of  Baron  d'Espagnac,  I  mention  one 
other  thing  of  this  Mauritius,  or  Moritz,  Marechal  de  Saxe  ; 
who,  like  his  father,  was  an  immensely  strong  man.  Walking 
once  in  the  streets  of  London,  he  came  into  collision  with  a 
scavenger,  had  words  with  the  scavenger,  who  perhaps  had 
splashed  him  with  his  mud-shovel,  or  the  like.  Scavenger 
would  make  no  apology ;  willing  to  try  a  round  of  boxing 
instead.  Moritz  grasps  him  suddenly  by  the  back  of  the 
breeches;  whirls  him  alofl,  in  horizontal  position;  pitches 
him  into  his  own  mudcart,  and  walks  on.*  A  man  of  much 
physical  strength,  till  his  wild  ways  wasted  it  aU. 

He  was  tall  of  stature,  had  black  circular  eyebrows,  black 
bright  eyes,  —  brightness  partly  intellectual,  partly  animal, 
—  oftenest  with  a  smile  in  them.  Undoubtedly  a  man  of  un- 
bounded dissoluteness ;  of  much  energy,  loose  native  ingeno* 
ity ;  and  the  worst  speller  probably  ever  known.  Take  this 
one  specimen,  the  shortest  I  have,  not  otherwise  the  best ; 
specimen  achieved,  when  there  had  a  proposal  risen  in  the 
obsequious  Academic  Fran9aise  to  elect  this  Mar^chal  a 
member.  The  Marechal  had  the  sense  to  decline.  Jls  veule 
me  /ere  de  la  Cademie,  writes  he ;  sela  miret  com  une  hage  a 
un  chas  ;  meaning  probably,  lis  vetdent  me  faxre  de  VAcade- 
mie  ;  cela  m'iroit  comme  une  hague  a  un  chat :  '  They  would 
have  me  in  the  Academy  ;  it  would  suit  me  as  a  ring  would 
a  cat,'  —  or  say,  a  pair  of  breeches  a  cock.  Probably  he  had 
much  skill  in  war;  I  cannot  judge:  his  victories  were  very 

1  Cramer:  Aurora  von  Kdnigtmark  (Leipzig,  1S86),  i.  126. 

2  EspagDac:   F»e  du  Marechal  de  Saxe  (ii.  274,  of  the  German  Transla- 
tion). 
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pretty ;  but  it  is  to  be  remembered,  he  gained  them  all  over 
the  Duke  of  Cumberland ;  who  was  beaten  by  everybody 
that  tried,  and  ne^er  beat  anything,  except  once  some  starved 
Highland  peasants  at  CuUoden. 

To  resume  and  conclude.  August  the  Physically  Strong, 
be  it  known  in  brief  then,  is  great-grandson  of  an  Elector 
called  Johann  Georg  I.,  who  behaved  very  ill  in  the  Thirty- 
Years'  War ;  now  joining  with  the  great  Gustavus,  now  de- 
serting him;  and  seeking  merely,  in  a  poor  tortuous  way, 
little  to  the  honour  of  German  Protestantism  in  that  epoch, 
to  save  his  own  goods  and  skin ;  wherein,  too,  he  did  not 
even  succeed:  August  the  Physically  Strong,  and  Pseudo- 
Papist  apostate,  is  great-grandson  of  that  poor  man;  who 
again  is  grand-nephew  of  the  worldly-wise  Elector  Moritz, 
Passau-Treaty  Moritz,  questionable  Protestant,  questionable 
friend  and  enemy  of  Charles  V.,  with  *  No  cage  fit  to  hold  so 
big  a  bird,'  —  and  is  therefore  also  great-grand-nephew  of 
Luther's  friend,  ^  If  it  rained  Duke  Georges.'  To  his  genera- 
tion there  are  six  from  Duke  George's,  five  from  Elector 
Moritz's :  that  is  the  genealogy.  And  if  I  add,  that  the  son 
of  August  the  Physically  Strong  was  he  who  got  to  be 
August  III.,  King  of  Poland;  spent  his  time  in  smoking 
tobacco ;  and  had  Bruhl  for  minister,  —  Briihl  of  the  three- 
hundred  and  sixty-five  suits  of  clothes,  who  brought  Frederick 
of  Prussia  and  the  Seven- Years'  War  into  his  country,  and 
thereby,  so  to  speak,  quite  broke  the  back  of  Saxony,  —  I 
think  we  may  close  our  excerpts  from  the  Albertine  Line. 
Of  the  elder  or  Ernestine  Line,  in  its  disintegrated  state,  I 
will  hastily  subjoin  yet  a  word,  with  the  reader's  leave,  and 
then  end. 

ERNESTINE  LINE  (in  the  disintegrated  state,  or  broken  small). 

Noble  Johann  Frederick,  who  lost  the  Electorate,  and  re- 
tired to  Weimar,  nobler  for  his  losses,  is  not  to  be  particularly 
blamed  for  splitting  his  territory  into  pieces,  and  founding 
that  imbroglio  of  little  dukedoms,  which  run  about,  ever  shif\- 
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ing,  like  a  mass  of  quicksilver  cut  into  little  separate  pools 
and  drops ;  distractive  to  the  human  mind,  in  a  geographical 
and  in  far  deeper  senses.  The  case  was  not  peculiar  to 
Johann  Frederick  of  the  Ernestine  Line ;  but  was  common 
to  all  German  dukes  and  lines.  The  pious  Grerman  mind 
grudges  to  lop  anything  away ;  holds  by  the  palpably  super- 
fluous ;  and  in  general  '  cannot  annihilate  rubbish  ; ' —  tiiat 
is  its  inborn  fault.  Law  of  primogeniture,  for  such  small 
sovereignties  and  dukedoms,  is  hardly  yet,  as  the  general 
rule,  above  a  century  old  in  that  country  ;  which,  for  sover- 
eigns and  for  citizens,  much  more  than  for  geographers,  was 
certainly  a  strange  state  of  matters ! 

The  Albertine  Line,  Electoral  though  it  now  was,  made 
apanages,  subdivisions,  unintelligible  little  dukes  and  dukeries 
of  a  similar  kind,  though  perhaps  a  little  more  charily: 
almost  within  a  century  we  can  remember  little  sovereign 
dukes  of  that  line.  A  Duke  of  Weissenfels,  for  instance; 
foolish  old  gawk,  whom  Wilhelmina  Princess  Royal  recollects 
for  his  distracted  notions,^  —  which  were  well  shaken-out  of 
him  by  Wilhelmina's  Brother  afterwards.  Or  again,  con- 
temporaneously, that  other  little  Duke,  —  what  was  the  title 
of  him?  —  who  had  built. the  biggest  bassoon  ever  heard  of; 
thirty  feet  high,  or  so ;  and  was  seen  playing  on  it  from  a 
trap-ladder;' — poor  soul,  denied  an  employment  in  this 
world,  and  obliged  to  fly  to  bassoons  I 

Then,  too,  a  Duke  of  Merseburg,'  who  was  dining  solemn- 
ly, when  the  "Old  Dessauer"  (Leopold  of  Anhalt- Dessau, 
conqueror  at  Kesselsdorf  afterwards,  and  a  great  rough  Prus- 
sian son  of  Mars)  broke-in  upon  him,  in  a  friendly  manner, 
half-drunk,  with  half-drunk  grenadiers  whom  he  had  been  re- 
viewing;  and  roviewed  and  paraded  them  again  there  within 
the  sublime  ducal  dining-room  itself,  and  fired  volleys  there 
(to  the  ruin  of  mirrors  and  cut-glass)  ;  and  danced  with  the 

1  Memmre*  de  WWielmiTte  de  Prusse,  Margrave  de  BartUk, 

*  Potlnitz:  Memoires  et  Lettret. 

s  Same  as  the  Bassoon  Duke.  —  Ed. 
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princesses,  his  officers  and  he,  —  a  princess  in  your  left-hand, 
a  drawn  sword  in  your  right ;  —  and  drank  and  uproared,  in 
a  Titanic  manner,  for  ahout  eight  hours  ;  making  a  sorcerer's 
sabhath  of  the  poor  duke's  solemn  dinner.^  Sachsen-Weis- 
senfels,  Sachsen-Merseburg,  Sachsen-Zeitz  :  —  there  were 
many  little  dukes  of  the  Albertine  Line,  too,  but  happily 
they  are  now  all  dead  childless ;  and  their  apanages  have 
fallen  home  to  the  general  mass,  which  does  not  hencS&forth 
make  subdivisions  of  itself.  The  Ernestine  Line  was  but 
like  the  Albertine,  and  like  all  its  neighbours,  in  that  respect. 
So,  too,  it  would  be  cruel  to  say  of  these  Ernestine  little 
Dukes  that  they  have  no  history  ;  though  it  must  be  owned, 
in  the  modern  state  of  the  world,  they  are  ever  more,  and 
have  long  been,  almost  in  the  impossibility  of  having  any. 
To  build  big  bassoons,  and  play  on  them  from  trap-ladders  ; 
to  do  hunting,  build  opera-houses,  give  court-shows :  what 
else,  if  they  do  not  care  to  serve  in  foreign  armies,  is  well 
possible  for  them  ?  It  is  a  fatal  position  ;  and  they  really 
ought  to  be  delivered  from  it.  Perhaps  then  they  might  do 
better.  Nay,  perhaps  already  here  and  there  they  have 
more  history  than  we  are  all  aware  of.  The  late  Duke  of 
Weimar  was  beneficent  to  men-of-letters ;  had  the  altogether 
essential  merit,  too,  which  is  a  very  singular  one,  of  finding 
out,  for  that  object,  the  real  men-of-letters  instead  of  the 
counterfeit.  A  Duke  of  Sachsen-Gotha,  of  earlier  date, 
went  into  the  Grumhach'sche  Handel  (sad  '  Grumbach  Brab- 
ble,' consisting  of  wild-justice  in  high  quarters,  by  assassi- 
nation or  sudden  homicide  in  the  street,  with  consequences ; 
of  all  which  the  English  reader  happily  knows  nothing),  — 
went  into  it  bravely,  if  rashly,  in  generous  pity  for  Grum- 
bach, in  high  hope  for  himself  withal ;  and  got  thrown  into 
jail  for  life,  poor  Duke !  Where  also  his  Wife  attended  him, 
like  a  brave  true  woman,  *for  twenty  years.' — On  the 
whole,  I  rather  think  they  would  still  gladly  have  histories  if 

1  Dts  weUberShmfen  Furatent  Leopoldi  ron  AnhaU-Deatau  Ltben^  fc.  (Leip- 
zig, 1742),  pp.  108-112. 


488  MISCELLANIES. 

thej  oould;  and  am  willing  to  regret  that  brave  men  and 
princes,  descended  presumably  from  Witekind  and  the  gods, 
certainly  from  John  the  Steadfast  and  John  Frederick  the 
Magnanimous,  should  be  reduced  to  stand  inert  in  the  whirl- 
ing arena  of  the  world  in  that  manner,  swathed  in  old  wrap- 
pages and  packthread  meshes,  into  inability  to  move ;  watch- 
ing sadly  die  Centuries  with  their  stormful  opulences  rush 
past  you,  Century  after  Century  in  vain! 

But  it  is  better  we  should  close.  Of  the  Ernestine  Line, 
in  its  disintegrated  state,  let  us  mention  only  two  names,  in 
the  briefest  manner,  who  are  not  quite  without  significance  to 
men  and  Englishmen ;  and  therewith  really  end.  The  first 
is  Bemhard  of  Weimar ;  champion  of  Elizabeth  Stuart,  Ex- 
queen  of  Bohemia ;  famed  captain  in  the  Thirty-Tears'  War ; 
a  really  notable  man.  Whose  Life  Groethe  once  thought  of 
writing ;  but  prudently  (right  prudently,  as  I  can  now  see) 
drew  out  of  it,  and  wrote  nothing.  Not  so  easy  to  dig-out  a 
Hero  from  the  mountainous  owl-droppings,  deadening  to  the 
human  nostril,  which  moulder  in  Record  Offices  and  Public 
Libraries  ;  patrolled-over  by  mere  irrational  monsters,  of  the 
gryphon  and  vulture  and  chimsBra  species  1  Easier,  a  good 
deal,  to  versify  the  Ideal  a  little,  and  stick-by  ballads  and 
the  legitimate  drama.  Bernhard  was  Johann  Frederick  the 
Magnanimous's  great-grandson :  that  is  his  genealogy ;  great- 
grandson  of  little  stolen  Ernst's  grandson.  He  began  in 
those  Bohemian  Campaigns  (1621),  a  young  lad  of  seven- 
teen ;  RittmeUter  to  one  of  his  elder  Brothers ;  some  three 
of  whom,  in  various  capacities,  fought  in  the  Protestant  wars 
of  their  time.  Very  ardent  Protestants,  they  and  he ;  men  of 
devout  mind  withal;  as  generally  their  whole  Line,  from 
Johann  Frederick  the  Magnanimous  downwards,  were  dis- 
tinguished by  being.  He  had  risen  to  be  a  famed  captain, 
while  still  young ;  and,  under  and  after  the  great  Gustavus, 
he  did  exploits  to  make  the  whole  world  know  him.  He 
*  was  in  two-and-thirty  battles ; '  gained,  or  helped  to  gain, 
almost  all  of  them ;  but  unfortunately  lost  that  of  Nordlingen, 
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which,  next  to  Liitzen,  was  the  most  important  of  all.  He 
had  taken  Breisach  (in  the  Upper-Rhine  country),  thought 
to  he  inexpugnable ;  and  was  just  in  sight  of  immense  ulte- 
rior achievements  and  advancements,  when  he  died  suddenly 
(1639),  still  only  in  his  thirty-fifth  year.  The  Richelieu 
French  poisoned  him  (so  ran  and  runs  the  rumour)  ;  at  least 
he  died  conveniently  for  Richelieu,  for  Germany  most  incon- 
veniently ;  and  was  in  truth  a  mighty  kind  of  man ;.  distin- 
guished much  from  the  imbroglio  of  little  Dukes:  'grandson's 

great-grandson,'  as  I  said,  '  of Or,  alas,  is  it  hopeless  to 

charge  a  modem  reader's  memory  even  with  Bernhard ! 

Another  individual  of  the  Ernestine  Line,  surely  notable 
to  Englishmen,  and  much  to  be  distinguished  amid  that  im- 
broglio of  little  Dukes,  is  the  '  Prinz  Albrecht  Franz  Au- 
gust Karl  Emanuel  von  Sachsen-  Cohurg-  Gotha  ; '  whom  we 
call,  in  briefer  English,  Prince  Albert  of  Saxe-Coburg ;  actual 
Prince  Consort  of  these  happy  realms.  He  also  is  a  late, 
very  late,  grandson  of  that  little  stolen  Ernst.  Concerning 
whom  both  English  History  and  English  Prophecy  might 
say  something,  —  but  not  conveniently  in  this  place.  By 
the  generality  of  thinking  Englishmen  he  is  regarded  as  a 
man  of  solid  sense  and  worth,  seemingly  of  superior  talent, 
placed  in  circumstances  beyond  measure  singular.  Very 
complicated  circumstances;  and  which  do  not  promise  'to 
grow  less  so,  but  the  contrary.  For  the  Horologe  of  Time 
goes  inexorably  on ;  and  the  Sick  Ages  ripen  (with  terrible 

rapidity  at  present)  towards Who  will  tell  us  what  ? 

The  human  wisdom  of  this  Prince,  whatever  share  of  it  he 
has,  may  one  day  be  unspeakably  important  to  mankind  !  — 
But  enough,  enough.  We  will  here  subjoin  his  Pedigree  at 
least ;  which  is  a  very  innocent  Document,  riddled  from  the 
big  Historical  cinder  heaps,  and  may  be  comfortable  to  some 
persons : 

*  Ernst  the  Pious,  Duke  of  Sachsen-Gotha  (1601-1675),  was  one  of 
Bernhard  of  Weimar's  elder  brothers;  great-grandson  of  Johann 
Frederick  the  Magnanimous,  who  lost  the  Electorate.     Had   been 
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a  goldier  in  his  youth ;  succeeded  to  Gotha  and  the  main  part  of  th« 
Territories;  and  much  distinguished  himself  there.  A  patron  of 
learning,  among  other  good  things ;  set  Seckendorf  on  compiling 
the  History  of  the  Refonnation,  To  all  appearance,  an  excellent,  pru- 
dent and  really  pious  Governor  of  men.  He  left  seven  sons ;  who  at 
first  lived  together  at  Gotha,  and  'governed  conjointly j '  but  at 
length  divided  the  Territories ;  Frederick  the  eldest  taking  Grotha, 
where  various  other  Fredericks  succeeded  him,  and  the  line  did  not 
die  out  till  1824.  The  other  six  brothers  likewise  all  founded 
'  Lines,'  Coburg,  Meinungen,  Romhild,  Eisenberg,  Hildburghauaen, 
Saalfeld,  most  of  which  soon  died  out ;  but  it  is  only  the  youngest 
brother,  he  of  Sacdfdd  with  his  Line,  that  concerns  us  here. 

1°  JoHANN  Erkst  (1658-1729),  youngest  son  of  Ernst  the  Pions  ; 
got  Saalfdd  for  his  portion.  The  then  Coburg  Line  died  out  in  1678. 
upon  which  arose  great  arguings  as  to  who  should  inherit ;  arguings, 
bargainings;  and,  between  Meinungen  and  Saalfeld  especially,  a 
lawsuit  in  the  Reichsho/rath  (Imperial  Aulic  Council,  as  we  call  it), 
which  seemed  as  if  it  would  never  end.  At  length,  in  1785,  Saal- 
feld, '  after  two-hundred  and  six  Conclusa  (Decrees)  in  its  favour/ 
carried  the  point  over  Meinungen ;  got  possession  of  '  Coburg  Town, 
and  nearly  all  the  Territory,'  and  holds  it  ever  since.  Johann  Ernst 
was  dead  in  the  interim  ;  but  had  left  his  son, 

2°  Franz  Josias  (born  1697)  Duke  of  Sachsen-Saaffeldj'- who, 
as  we  see,  in  1785,  after  these  '  206  Decrees,'  got  Coburg  too^  and 
adopted  that  town  as  his  Residenz;  Duke  of  Sachsen-Coburg-Saal- 
feld  thenceforth.  A  younger  brother  of  this  Franz  Josias  was  tlie 
"  Cobourg"  (Austrian  General)  thrice-fiimous  in  the  French  News- 
papers of  1792-'94,  if  now  forgotten.  His  (Franz  Josias's)  son  and 
successor  was, 

8®  Ernst  Friedrioh  (1724-1800) ;  — and  his 

4^  Franz  Friedrich  Anton  (1760-1806).  He  left  three  daugh- 
ters, one  of  whom  became  Duchess  of  Kent,  and  mother  of  Queen 
Victoria :  likewise  three  sons ;  the  youngest  of  whom  is  Leopold, 
now  King  of  the  Belgians ;  and  the  eldest  of  whom  was 

5°  Ernst  Anton  Karl  Ludwiq  (1784-1844) ;  to  whom  SctchBen- 
Gotha  fell  in  1824 ;  —  whose  elder  son  is  now  reigning  Duke  of 
Sachsen-Coburg-Saal/eld- Gotha  (chief  Residence  Gotha) ;  and  whose 
younger  is 

6**  Prince  Albert,  whom  we  know.'  i 

So  that  the  young  gentleman  who  will  one  day  (it  is  hoped, 

1  Hubner,  tab.  168;  (Ertel,  tab.  70;  Michaelis,  Chur-  tmd  FSLrsOiche* 
BSuser  in  Teutschhnd^  i.  511-626. 
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but  not  till  after  many  years)  be  King  of  England,  is  visibly, 
as  we  count,  Thirteenth  in  direct  descent  from  that  little  boy 
Ernst  whom  Kunz  von  Eaufungen  stole.  Ernst's  generation 
and  Twelve  others  have  blossomed-out  and  grown  big,  and 
have  faded  and  been  blown  away ;  and  in  these  400  years, 
since  Kunz  did  his  feat,  we  have  arrived  so  far.  And  that 
is  the  last '  pearl,  or  odd  button,'  I  will  string  on  that  Trans- 
action. 


*<^*  Here  is  a  Letter  since  received,  which  may  be  worth 
printing : 

*  Roynl  Society,  Somerset  House,  6th  August  1866. 

'  Dear  Sir,  —  I  am  a  stranger  to  you,  though  not  to  your  works ; 
and  would  not  intrude  on  your  time  and  attention,  were  it  not 
that  the  subject  on  which  I  write  may  perliaps  procure  me  your 
indulgence. 

*  I  have  taken  a  walk  into  Bohemia,  and  visited,  on  the  way,  some 
of  the  places  identified  with  the  Prinzenraub.  The  old  town  of  Al- 
tenburg  is  picturesque  in  situation,  architecture  and  the  costume  of 
its  Wendish  popuUtion.  In  tlie  castle,  which  stands  on  a  hill  re- 
sembling that  at  Edinburgh,  are  to  be  seen  the  dresses  worn  by  the 
young  Princes  at  the  time  of  their  kidnapping,  ancient  weapons, 
armour,  &c.,  old  chambers  and  modem  halls,  and  a  walled-up  win- 
dow marking  the  situation  of  the  one  through  which  Kunz  carricd- 
off  his  princely  booty. 

The  estate  which  was  given  to  the  Driller  is  situate  about  half- 
an-hour's  walk  to  the  east  of  Zwickau ;  a  town  that  recalls  Luther 
to  memory.  He  (Luther)  often  ascended  the  tall  church- tower  to 
ei^oy  the  prospect  around ;  and  there  remains  on  the  top  an  old 
clumsy  table  said  to  have  been  his. 

'  The  Driller  family  is  not  extinct.  Three  male  representatives 
are  living  at  Freyberg  and  other  places  in  Saxony ;  but  the  estato 
has  been  out  of  their  possession  for  many  years.  It  lies  pleasantly 
on  one  side  of  a  narrow  glen,  and  is  now  the  site  of  a  large  brewery 
—  Driller  Bierbrauerd  —  famed  in  all  tlie  country  round  for  the  excel- 
lence of  its  beer.  By  experience  acceptably  gathered  on  the  spot  on 
a  hot  afternoon,  I  can  testify  that  the  Driller  beer  is  equal  to  its  repu- 
tation. Hence  there  is  something  besides  a  patriotic  sentiment  to 
attract  customers  to  the  shady  gardens  and  spacious  guest-chambers 


492  MISCELLANIES. 

of  the  brewery ;  and  to  justify  the  writiDg  oyer  the  entrance,  —  thd" 
ctu8  ex  ipso  fonU  bibuntur  aqua, 

'  In  one  of  the  rooms  I  saw  a  full-length  painting  of  the  Driller ; 
a  sturdy,  resolute-looking  fellow,  with  ample  black  beard,  grasping 
his  pole,  and  supporting  the  young  Prince  whom  he  has  just  res- 
cued. Also  two  miniatures ;  one  inscribed  Getny  Schmidt  od.  Driller ; 
the  other,  a  likeness  of  his  Wife,  a  rustic  dame  of  quiet  expression, 
with  gray  eyes  and  arched  eyebrows.  Also  a  portrait  of  Kunz,  very 
diflferent  from  what  I  expected.  He  bears  a  striking  resemblance  to 
our  portraits  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney ;  with  crisp  curly  hair,  ample 
forehead,  well-opened  eye,  pointed  beard,  and  wearing  a  gold  chain. 
Also  a  thin  quarto  containing  a  history  of  the  Prinzenraub,  with  por- 
traits, and  engravings  of  the  incidents :  The  stealing  of  the  princes 
from  the  castle  —  the  rescue  —  the  joyful  return  —  the  beheading  of 
Kunz,  &c.  All  these  things  help  to  keep-up  a  little  enthusiasm  among 
the  Saxons,  and  perhaps  encourage  trade. 

'  On  the  8th  of  July  of  last  year  (1865),  a  festival  was  held  to 
celebrate  the  four-hundredth  anniversary  of  the  Prinzenraub.  A  long 
procession,  headed  by  Herr  Ebert,  the  chief  proprietor  (since  de- 
ceased), walked  from  Zwickau  to  the  brewery,  passing  under  two 
triumphal-arches  on  the  way.  The  leader  was  followed  by  a  long 
file  of  coalers,  by  friends  on  foot  and  in  carriages,  and  bands  of 
music  in  wagons ;  altogether  about  eight-hundred  persons.  They 
kept-up  the  celebration  with  right  good-will,  and  drank,  so  the 
Braumeister  told  me,  a  hundred  eimen  of  beer. 

'  A  similar  festival  was  held  on  the  same  day  at  Altenburg,  Har- 
tenstein,  Grunhain,  attended  by  people  from  all  the  neighbouring 
villages,  when  not  a  few  paid  a  visit  to  the  Prinzenhohle,  —  the  cave 
in  which  Prince  Ernst  was  hidden. 

*  I  did  not  see  the  monastery  of  Ebersdorf ;  but  I  was  informed  by 
sundry  penons  that  the  Driller's  coat  is  still  to  be  seen  there. 

*  I  remain,  youra  with  much  respect, 
'Walter  Whit*. 

'Thomas  Cahltlb,  Esq.' 
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THE  DIAMOND  NECKLACE. 
Chap.  I.  The  Age  of  Romance. 

Tbk  Age  of  Romance  can  never  cease:  All  Life  romantic,  and  even 

miracnloas.  (p.  6).  —  How  few  men  have  the  smallest  turn  for  thinking  I 

*  Dignity*  and  deadness  of  History:  Stifling  influence  of  Respectability. 

No  age  ever  seemed  romantic  to  itself.    Perennial  Romance :  The  lordliest 

Real-Phantasmagoria,  which  men  name  Being.    What  Action  can  be  so 

wonderful,  as  the  thing  that  is  t    The  Romance  of  the  Diamond  Necklace 

no  foolish  brainweb,  but  actually  '  spirit-woven '  in  the  Loom  of  Time. 

(6). 

Chap.  IL  The  Necklace  ia  made. 

Last  infirmity  of  M.  Boehmer*s  mind:  The  King^s  Jeweller  would  fain 
be  maker  of  the  Queen  of  Jewels.  DlflTerence  between  making  and  ag- 
glomerating: The  various  Histories  of  those  several  Diamonds:  What  few 
things  are  made  by  man.  A  Necklace,  fit  only  for  the  Sultana  of  the 
World,  (p.  12). 

Chap.  III.  The  Necklace  cannot  be  told. 

Miscalculating  Boehmer!  The  Necklace  intended  for  the  neck  of  Du 
Barry;  but  her  foul  day  is  now  over.  Many  praises,  but  no  purchaser. 
Loveliest  Marie- Antoinette,  every  inch  a  Queen.  The  Age  of  Chivalry 
gone,  and  that  of  Bankruptcy  is  come.  (p.  17). 

Chap.  IV.  Affinitiet:  the  Two  Fixed-ideat. 

A  man's  little  Work  lies  not  isolated,  stranded;  but  is  caught-up  by  the 
boundless  Whirl  of  Things,  and  carried  —  who  shall  say  whither?  Prince 
Louis  de  Rohan;  a  nameless  Mass  of  delirious  Incoherences,  held-in  a 
little  by  conventional  Politesse.  These  are  thy  gods,  0  France!  Sleek 
Abb^  Georgel,  a  model  Jesuit,  and  Prince  de  Rohan's  nursing-mother. 
Embassy  to  Vienna:  Disfavour  of  Maria  Theresa  and  of  the  fair  Antoi- 
nette, (p.  19).  —  Hideous  death  of  King  Louis  the  Well-beloved.  Rohan 
returns  from  Vienna;  and  the  young  Queen  refuses  to  see  him.  Teetotum- 
terrors  of  life  at  Court,    ilis  Eminence's  blank  despair,  and  desperate 
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struggle  to  dutch  the  favour  he  has  lost.  Give  the  wisest  of  us  a  '  fixed- 
idea/  and  what  can  his  wisdom  help  him!  (26).  —  Will  not  her  Majesty 
buy  poor  Boehmer's  Necklace?  and  oh,  will  she  not  smile  once  more  on 
poor  dissolute,  distracted  Rohan?  The  beautiful  clear-hearted  Queen, 
alas,  beset  by  two  Monomaniacs;  whose  *  fixed-ideas '  may  one  day  meet. 
(80). 

Chap.  V.  The  Artitt, 

Jeanne  de  Saint-Remi,  a^ brisk  little  nondescript  Scion-of- Royalty:  Her 
parentage  and  hungry  prospects.  Her  singularly  undecipherable  charac- 
ter. Conscience  not  essential  to  every  character  named  human.  A  Spark 
of  vehement  Life,  not  developed  into  Will  of  any  kind,  only  into  Desires 
of  many  kinds:  Glibness,  shiftiness  and  untatnability.  (p.  31).  —  Kittenness, 
not  yet  hardened  into  catbood.  Marries  M.  de  Lamotte,  and  dnbs  him 
Count.  Hard  shifts  for  a  living.  Visits  his  Eminence  Prince  Louis  de 
Rohan ;  his  monomaniac  folly  now  under  Cagliostro^s  management  The 
glance  of  hungry  genius.  (86). 

Chap.  VI.   Will  (he  Two  Fixed-ideas  meet  f 

The  poor  Countess  de  Lam  otters  watergruel  rations;  and  desperate 
tackings  and  manceuvrings  within  wind  of  Court  Eminence  Rohan  ar- 
rives thitherward,  driven  by  his  fixed-idea.  Idle  gossiping  and  tattling 
concerning  Boehmer  and  his  Necklace.  In  some  moment  of  inspiration, 
n  question  rises  on  our  brave  Lamotte :  If  not  a  great  Divine  Idea,  then  a 
great  Diabolic  one.  How  Thought  rules  the  world!  (p.  38).  —  A  Female 
Dramatist  worth  thinking  of.  Could  Madame  de  Lamotte  have  written  a 
Hamlet  f  Foot  Eminence  Rohan  in  a  Prospero's-gratto  of  Caglioatro 
magic;  led  on  by  our  sprightly  (Countess's  soft- warbling  deceitful  blan- 
dishments. (40). 

Chap.  VII.  Marie-AntoinetU. 

The  Countess  plays  upon  the  credulity  of  his  Eminence:  Strange  mes- 
sages for  and  from  the  innocent,  unconscious  Queen.  Frankhearted 
Marie-Antoinette;  beautiful  Highborn,  so  foully  hurled  low!  The  '  Sanc- 
tuary of  Sorrow  *  for  all  the  wretched :  That  wild-yelling  World,  and  all 
its  madness,  will  one  day  lie  dumb  behind  thee!  (p.  42). 

Chap.  VIII.  TTie  Two  Fixed-idtae  mil  unite. 

Further  dexterities  of  the  glib-tongued  Lamotte:  How  she  managed 
with  Cagliostro.  Boehmer  is  made  to  hear  (by  accident)  of  her  new- 
found favour  with  the  Queen;  and  believes  it.  Drowning  men  catch  at 
straws,  and  hungry  blacklegs  stick  at  nothing,  (p.  46).  —  Can  her  Majesty 
be  persuaded  to  buy  the  Necklace  ?  Wifl  her  Majesty  deign  to  accept  a 
present  so  worthy  of  her?  —  Walk  warily,  Countess  de  Lamotte,  with 
nerve  of  iron,  but  on  shoes  of  felt!  (48). 

Chap.  IX.  Park  of  Versailles. 
Ineflable  expectancy  stirs-up  his  Eminence's  soul:  *Thi8  night  the 
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Queen  herself  will  meet  thee  I  *  Sleep  rules  this  Hemisphere  of  the 
World;  —  rather  curious  to  consider.  Darkness  and  magical  delusions: 
Ttie  Countesses  successful  dramaturgy.  Ixion  de  Rohan,  and  the  foul 
Centaurs  he  begat,  (p.  50). 

Chap.  X.  Behind  ^  Scenes. 

The  Lamotte  all-conquering  talent  for  intrigue.  The  Demoiselle  d^Oliva ; 
unfortunate  Queen's  Similitude,  and  unconscious  tool  of  skilful  knavery, 
(p.  68). 

Chap.  XI.   The  Necklace  is  solcL 

A  pause:  The  two  fixed-ideas  have  felt  each  other,  and  are  rapidly 
coalescing.  His  Eminence  will  buy  the  Necklace,  on  her  Migesty^s  ac- 
count. 0  Dame  de  Lamotte  I —  *  I  ?  Who  saw  me  in  it?'  (p.  56).. — 
Bohan  and  Boehmer  in  earnest  business  conference:  A  forged  Royal 
approval:  Secrecy  as  of  Death.  (59). 

Chap.  XII.  The  Necklaee  vamthes. 

The  bargain  concluded;  his  Eminence  the  proud  possessor  of  the  Dia- 
mond Necklace.  Again  the  scene  changes;  and  he  has  forwarded  it-*^ 
whither  he  little  dreams,  (p.  61). 

Chap.  XIII.  Scene  Third:  by  Dame  de  LamoUe, 

Cagliostro,  with  his  greasy  prophetic  bulldog  face.  Countess  de  Lar 
motte  and  his  Eminence  in  the  Versailles  Gallery.  Ttirongh  that  long 
Crallery,  what  Figures  have  passed,  and  vanished!  The  Queen  now 
passes;  and  graciously  looks  this  ¥ray,  according  to  her  habit:  Dame  de 
Lamotte  looks  on,  and  dextrously  pilfers  the  royal  glances.  Eminence  de 
Rohan's  helpless,  bottomless,  beatific  folly,  (p.  63). 

Crap.  XIV.  The  Necklace  camwt  be  paid. 

The  Countess's  Dramaturgic  labours  terminate.  How  strangely  in  life 
the  Play  goes  on,  even  when  the  Mover  has  left  it!  No  Act  of  man  can 
ever  die.  His  Eminence  finds  himself  no  nearer  his  expected  goal:  Un- 
speakable perturbations  of  soul  and  body.  (p.  65).  —  Blacklegs  in  full 
feather:  Rascaldom  has  no  strong-box.  Dame  de  Lamotte  gaily  stands 
the  brunt  of  the  threatening  Earthquake:  The  farthest  in  the  world  from 
a  brave  woman.  (67).  —  Gloomy  weather-symptoms  for  his  Eminence: 
A  thunder-clap  (per  Countess  de  Lamotte);  and  mud-explosion  beyond 
parallel.  (70). 

Chap.  XV.  iScene  Fourth :  by  Desfiny. 

Assumption-day  at  Versailles;  —  a  thing  they  call  worshipping  God  to 
enact:  All  Noble  France,  waiting  only  the  signal  to  begin  worshipping. 
Eminence  de  Rohan  chief-actor  in  the  imposing  scene.  Arrestment  in  tlie 
King's  name:  There  will  be  no  Assumption-service  this  day.  The  Bas- 
tille opens  its  iron  bosom  to  all  the  actors  in  the  Diamond-drama,  (p.  71). 
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Chap.  XVI.  Mma  uL 

The  extraordinary  *  Necklace  Trial/  an  astonishment  and  scandal  to 
the  whole  world.  Prophetic  Discourse  by  Count  Arch^QuaclK  Cagliostro: 
—  Universal  Empire  of  Scoundrelism:  Truth  wedded  to  Sham  gives  birth 
to  Respectability.  The  old  Christian  whim,  of  some  sacred  covenant  with 
an  actual,  living  and  ruling  God.  Scoundrel  Worship  and  Philosophy: 
Deep  significance  of  the  Gallows.  Hideous  fate  of  Dame  de  Lamotte. 
Unfortunate  foully-elandered  Queen:  Her  eyes  red  with  their  first  tears  of 
pure  bitterness.  The  Empire  of  Imposture  in  flames.  —  This  strange, 
many-tinted  Business,  like  a  little  cloud  from  which  wise  men  boded 
Earthquakes,  (p.  72). 

HIBABEAU. 

The  Life  of  an  Original  Man,  the  highest  fact  our  world  witnesses:  Such 
a  Man  a  problem,  not  only  to  others,  but  to  himself.  Woe  to  him  who  has 
no  court  of  appeal  against  the  world*8  judgment f  (p.  85).  —  In  such  mat- 
ter the  world  cannot  be  right,  till  a/Ur  it  has  learnt  the  lesson  the  New 
Man  brings.  The  world's  wealth  and  creative  strength  consists  solely  in  its 
Original  Men,  and  what  they  do  for  it  Before  we  can  have  Morality  and 
critical  canons,  we  must  have  Heroes  and  their  heroic  performances.  (87). — 
He  were  a  sanguine  seeker  who  should  look  to  the  French  Revolution  for  cre- 
ators or  exemplars  of  morality.  A  greater  work  never  done  in  the  world's 
history  by  men  so  small.  Effervescence,  and  heroic  desperation :  Mahomet 
Robespierre's  scraggiest  of  prophetic  discourses:  Exaggerated  common- 
place,  and  triviality  mn  rabid.  A  vain,  cramped,  atrabiliar  Formula  of  a 
man,  for  nearly  two  years  Autocrat  of  France.  (89).  —  And  yet  the  French 
Bevolution  did  disclose  three  original  men.  Napoleon  Bonaparte  in  a  fair 
way  of  being  rightly  appreciated:  His  gospel,  *  The  tools  to  him  that  can 
handle  them,'  our  ultimate  Political  Evangel.  Trimmers,  moderates* 
plausible  persons;  hateful  to  God,  and  to  the  Enemies  of  God.  If  Bona- 
parte were  the  *  armed  Soldier  of  Democracy,'  then  was  Danton  the  .£b- 
/omU  Perdu,  and  tmeolisted  Titan  of  Democracy:  An  Earthbom,  yet 
honestly  bom  of  Earth:  Wild,  all-daring  *  Mirabeau  of  the  Sansculottes: ' 
What  to  him  were  whole  shoals  of  immaculate  Pharisees  and  Respectabil- 
ities ?  '  Let  my  name  be  blighted,  then ;  so  the  Cause  be  glorious,  and 
have  victory ! '  Once  cleared,  why  should  not  this  name  too  have  signifi- 
cance for  men?  (91).  —  Mirabeau,  by  far  the  best-gifted  of  this  questionar 
ble  trio:  Of  him  too  it  is  interesting  to  notice  the  progressive  dawning,  out 
of  darkness  into  light  Difference  between  an  Original  Man  and  a  parlia- 
mentary mill.  Insufficiency  of  Mirabeau's  Biographers.  Dumont's  Som^ 
nirs  sur  Mirabtau,  not  without  faithfulness  and  picturesque  clearness;  the 
great  Mirabeau  being  a  thing  set  in  motion  mainly  by  him  1  Lucas  Mon- 
tigny's  biographical  work,  a  monstrous  heap  of  shot-rubbish,  containing 
and  hiding  much  valuable  matter.  By  one  means  and  another  some  sketch 
of  Mirabeau  himself  may  be  brought  to  light  (94).  —  His  Father  a  crabbed. 
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sulphurous,  choleric  old  —  Friend  of  Men.  The  Mirabeaus  cast-out  of 
Florenoe  at  the  time  Dante  was  a  boy:  A  notable  kindred;  as  the  kindred 
and  fathers  of  moet  notable  men  are.  A  family  totally  exempt  from  block- 
heads, but  a  little  liable  to  blackguards.  One  of  them  vowed  to  chain 
two  mountains  together;  and  did  it.  They  get  firm  footing  in  Marseilles 
aa  trading  nobles:  Talent  for  choosing  wives.  Uncouth  courtiership  at 
Versailles  (£il-de-B(Buf.  Jean  Antoine,  afterwards  named  Silverstock: 
Haughtier,  juster,  more  choleric  man  need  not  be  sought-for.  Battle  of 
Casano:  The  Mirabeau  family  narrowly  e«cap$s  extinction.  World-wide 
influence  of  the  veriest  trifles:  Inscrutability  of  genetic  history.  (100). — 
In  the  whole  kindred,  no  stranger  flgure  than  the  '  Friend  of  Men,'  Mira- 
beau's  father:  Strong,  tough  as  an  oak-root,  and  as  gnarled  and  un wedge- 
able.  Really  a  most  notable,  questionable,  hateable,  lovable  old  Marquis. 
A  Pedant,  but  under  most  interesting  new  circumstances.  Nobility  in 
France  based  no  longer  on  heroic  nobleness  of  conduct  and  effi^rt;  but  on 
sycophancy,  formality,  adroitness :  How  shall  the  proudest  of  the  Mira- 
beaus fall  prostrate  before  a  Pompadour?  Literary  powers,  characteristics 
and  shortcomings:  Not  through  the  press  is  there  any  progress  towards 
premiership.  The  world  a  mad  imbroglio,  which  no  Friend  of  Men  can  set 
right.  Domestic  rebellions  and  tribulations:  Lawsuits  between  man  and 
wife :  Fifly-four  Lettrei  de  Cachet j  fur  the  u»e  of  a  single  Marquis.  Blessed 
old  Marquis, or  else  accursed;  there  is  stuff  in  thee;  and  stuff  is  stuff,  were 
it  never  so  crabbed!  His  Brother,  Baiili  de  Mirabeau,  and  their  frank 
brotherly  love.  (108).  ~  Gabriel  Honor^  Mirabeau,  bom  9th  March  1740: 
A  very  Hercules;  as  if  in  this  man-child  Destiny  had  swept  together  all 
the  wUdnesses  and  strengths  of  his  lineage.  Mirabeau,  Goethe,  Burns: 
Could  the  well-bom  of  the  world  be  always  rightly  bred,  and  rightly  wel- 
comed, what  a  world  it  might  be!  Mirobeau*s  rough,  vehement,  genial 
childhood:  His  father's  pedantic  interference:  No  lion's-whelp  or  young 
Mirabeau  will  go  like  clockwork.  What  a  task  the  poor  paternal  Marquis 
had:  His  troubled  notions  about  his  own  offspring.  Young  Mirabeau  sent 
to  boarding-school  in  disgrace:  Gains  the  goodwill  of  all  who  come  near 
him.  Sent  to  the  Army :  The  people  of  Saintes  grew  to  like  him  amaz- 
ingly :  Quarrels  with  his  Colonel :  Archer's  daughter,  and  the  tongue  of 
the  Old  Serpent:  Lettre  de  Cachet  and  the  Isle  of  Rh^.  Happily  there  is 
flghting  in  Corsica,  and  young  Mirabeau  gets  leave  to  join  it.  His  good 
uncle  pronounces  him  the  best  fellow  on  earth  if  well  dealt  with.  Restored 
to  his  father*s  favour.  Visits  Paris,  and  gains  golden  opinions.  His  father's 
notable  criticisms:  In  the  name  of  all  the  gods  what  prodigy  is  this  I  have 
batched?  A  Swallower  of  all  Formulas:  And  has  not  France  formulas 
enough  to  swallow,  and  make  away  with?  (116). — Neither  in  the  rural 
MaxM>f-busine88  department  is  he  found  wanting.  Demon  of  the  Impossible. 
Letter  to  his  Uncle.  Unfortunate  Marriage:  A  young  Alexander,  with  a 
very  poor  outlook.  Tries  to  make  a  fitting  home  for  his  yonng  Wife.  Jew- 
debts,  and  another  Lettre  de  Cachet,  In  Manosque,  too,  a  man  can  live  and 
read,  and  write  an  Essay  on  Despotism.  Fresh  entanglements :  His  Wife's 
theoretic  flirtations:  His  generous  efforts  to  make  the  twisted  straight.  A 
VOL.  IV.  82 


498  SUMMARY   OF  CONTENTS. 

Budden  qnarrel  beyond  the  limits  of  the  royal  Letter:  Grim  confinement 
in  the  Castle  of  If,  at  the  grim  old  Marquis's  order.  O  thou  poor  Mirabean, 
thou  art  getting  really  into  war  with  Formulas, — terriblest  of  all  wars! 
A  stolen  visit  from  his  Brother,  the  Younger  Mirabeau.  The  old  Marquia*s 
ear  deaf  as  that  of  Destiny.  Poor  Mirabeau;  and  poor  sbaUow-hearted 
Wife:  The  ill-assorted  pair  will  never  meet  again.  (129).  —  Mirabeau  al- 
lowed to  walk  in  Fontarlier  on  parole.  Old  President  Monnier,  aged 
seventy-five;  and  his  lovely,  sad-heroic  young  wife.  Mirabeau  feels  their 
danger,  and  implores  his  own  wife  to  come  to  him :  She  declines  the  invi- 
tation. Temptation,  and  jealous  entanglements:  An  explosion:  Sophie 
Monnier,  sharply  dealt  with,  avows  and  justifies  her  love  for  Mirabean. 
LeUrts  dt  Cachet^  and  Con  vent- walls:  They  both  fly.  The  tough  old  Mar- 
quis gives  chase:  They  reach  Holland,  broken  in  character,  though  not 
yet  in  heart.  Who  might  be  the  first  and  greatest  sinner  in  this  bad  busi- 
ness? Dear  brethren  of  Mankind,  *  endeavour  to  clear  your  minds  of 
Cant !  *  Mirabeau  cited  before  the  ParkmetU  of  fiesan^on,  and  beheaded 
in  Paper  Efiigy.  Garret-life  in  HolUnd:  The  wild  man  and  beautiful  sad- 
heroic  woman  lived  their  romance  of  reality  as  well  as  might  be  expected. 
After  eight  months  of  hard  toils  and  trembling  joys  begirt  with  terror, 
they  are  discovered  and  brought  back.  Mirabeau  fast-locked  in  the  Castle 
of  Vincennes  for  forty-two  months:  His  wretched  Sophie  in  some  milder 
Convent  confinement:  Their  Correspondence.  A  last,  untoward  meeting: 
Poor  Sophie's  melancholy  end.  Mirabeau  again  at  liberty,  storms  before 
the  Be8an9on  ParUmefU;  and  the  Paper  Efilgy  has  its  head  stuck  on 
again.  The  tough  old  Marquis  summons  his  children  about  him,  and 
frankly  declares  himself  invalided:  They  must  now  strive  to  govern  them- 
selves! Mirabeau's  Demosthenic  fire  and  pathos:  But  he  cannot  get  his 
wife's  property.  (189).  — Mirabeau's  life  for  the  next  five  years  creeps 
troublous,  obscure:  The  world*s  esteem,  its  codes  and  formulas,  gone  quite 
against  him.  In  spite  of  the  world,  a  living  strong  man,  who  will  not 
tumble  prostrate.  His  wandering,  questionable  mode  of  life:  Incontinence, 
enonnous,  entirely  indefensible :  In  audacity,  in  recklessness,  iiot  likely  to 
be  wanting.  Mirabeau  as  a  writer  and  speaker:  Instead  of  tropes  and 
declamatory  fervid  feeling,  a  totally  unomamented  force  and  mas^iveness, 
—  conviction  striving  to  convince:  The  primary  character,  sincerity  and 
insight.  Nicknames  that  are  worth  whole  treatises.  (160).  —  Convocation 
of  the  States-General.  Need  we  ask  whether  Mirabeau  bestirs  himself 
now?  One  strong  dead-lift  pull,  thou  Titan,  and  perhaps  thou  carriest  it! 
How  Mirabeau  wrestled  and  strove,  under  such  auspices:  His  flinging-up 
of  the  handful  of  dust.  Voluntary  guard  of  a  hundred  men :  Explosions 
of  rejoicing  musketry :  Chosen  deputy  for  two  places.  For  this  Mirabeau, 
too,  the  career  at  last  opens:  Forty  long  stem  years;  and  now.  Hyperion- 
like, he  has  scaled  the  mountain-tops:  What  a  scene,  and  new  kingdom, 
lies  before  him!  O  Son  of  Adam !  Son  of  Lucifer!  the  thing  thou  want- 
est  is  equilibrium,  —  rest  otjHace.  (156).  —  Madame  de  Steel's  account  of 
Mirabeau  in  the  procession  of  Deputies.  Seen  visibly  to  have  saved,  as 
with  his  own  force,  the  existence  of  the  Constituent  Assembly :  Alone  of 
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all  these  Twelve-hundred,  there  Is  in  him  the  fiiculty  of  a  King.  The 
brave  old  Marquis  lived  to  see  bis  son's  victory;  and  rejoiced  in  it.  Death, 
amid  the  mourning  of  a  people.  Imperfection  of  human  characters;  and 
difficulty  of  teeing  them  as  they  are  and  were.  Mirabeau  also  was  made 
by  the  Upper  Powers;  in  their  wisdom^  not  in  ow  wisdom,  was  he  so 
made,  and  so  marred.  (168). 


PABLIAMENTABY  fflSTOBY  OF    THE  FRENCH   REVOLUTION. 

The  French  Revolution,  the  grand  event  of  these  modem  ages.  (p.  168). 
—  Innumerable  Histories,  and  attempts  to  picture  it.  Thiers*s  Bistory^ 
with  its  superficial  air  of  order  and  candour,  inwardly  waste,  inorganic, 
incorrect  Mignefs,  although  utterly  prosaic,  a  much  more  honestly-writ- 
ten book:  His  jingling  dance  of  algebraical  x*s,  and  Kalmuck  rotary-cala- 
bash. Only  some  three  publications,  hitherto,  really  worth  reading  on 
the  matter.  (164).  — The  BUtoire  Parkmentaire^  a  valuable  and  faithful 
collection  of  facts  and  documents.  Account  of  old  Foulon*s  miserable 
end.  Camille  Desmoulins,  a  light  harmless  creature,  *boni  to  write 
verses;  *  but  whom  Destiny  directed  to  overthrow  Bastilles.  The  French 
Palais  Royal,  and  the  Roman  Forum;  White  and  black  cockades:  Insur- 
rection of  Women.  (169).  —  The  Jacobins*  Club,  in  its  early  days  of  »oee- 
pink  and  moral-sublime:  In  some  few  months  —  The  September  Massa- 
cre: Like  some  Ezekiel  Vision  become  real,  does  Scene  after  Scene  dis- 
close itself.  The  French  Revolution,  *  an  attempt  to  realise  Christianity,' 
and  put  it  fairly  into  action  in  our  world:  For  the  love  of  Heaven,  Mes- 
sieurs, ^humez  votfomwUi^'  and  look!  (177). 


SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 

Instinctive  tendency  In  men  to  look  at  any  roan  who  has  become  distin- 
guished, (p.  186).  —  Sir  Walter  Scotf  s  unparalleled  popularity.  Mr.  Lock- 
hart's  lAfe^  in  Seven  Volumes:  Essentials  of  a  real  Biography.  Necessity 
for  paying  literary  men  by  the  quantity  they  do  not  write:  Not  what  stands 
above  ground,  but  what  lies  unseen  under  it,  determines  the  value.  Fenl- 
more  Cooper,  and  what  lay  in  him  to  have  done.  When  the  Devil  may 
fairly  be  considered  conquered.  Mr.  Lockhart's  work  an  honest,  careful 
compilation:  Foolishly  blamed  for  being  too  communicative.  Delicate, 
decent,  empty  English  Biography;  bless  its  mealy  mouth!  (188).  —  No 
extent  of  popularity  can  make  a  man  great:  The  stupidity  of  men,  espe- 
cially congregated  in  masses,  extreme:  Lope  de  Vega;  Cervantes;  Kotze- 
bue.  The  real  ungamished  Walter  Scott,  reduced  to  his  own  natural  di- 
mensions: Other  stuff  to  the  making  of  great  men  than  can  be  detected 
here.  His  highest  gift,  a  love  of  picturesque,  vigorous  and  graceful  things. 
The  great  Mystery  of  Existence  had  no  greatness  for  him:  His  conquests 
were  for  his  own  behoof  mainly,  over  common  market-labour.    The  test 
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of  every  great,  divine  maiif  that  he  have^re  in  him  to  bnm>iip  somewhat 
of  the  sins  of  the  world:  Paltry,  self-conscious,  hollow  imitations.  A 
great  man  ever  possessed  with  an  idea.  Napoleon,  not  the  snperfinest  of 
great  men,  had  an  idea  to  start  with:  His  idea,  *  The  tools  to  him  that  can 
handle  them,*  the  one  trne  central  idea  to  which  everything  practical  is 
tending.  Small  vestige  of  any  such  fire,  latent  or  luminous,  in  the  inner- 
man  of  Scott.  Yet  was  he  a  right  brave  and  strong  roan,  according  to 
his  kind:  One  of  the  healihiett  of  men.  A  healthy  aoul^  the  blessedest 
thing  this  earth  receives  of  Heaven.  Walter  Scott  and  William  Cobbett, 
the  two  healthiest  men  of  their  day:  A  cheerful  flight,  let  the  greatness  be 
what  it  will.  Scott,  very  much  the  old  fighting  Borderer,  in  the  new  vest- 
ure of  the  nineteenth  century.  Who  knows  how  much  slumbers  in  many- 
men?  (196).  —Tilt  towards  the  age  of  thirty,  Scutt*s  life  has  nothing  in  it 
decisively  pointing  towards  distinction  of  any  kind.  His  infancy  and  boy- 
hood: How  Destiny  was  steadily  preparing  him  for  his  work.  Presbyte* 
rian  Scotland :  Brave  old  Knox,  one  of  the  truest  of  the  true !  A  true 
Thought  will  take  many  forms,  in  the  Voices  and  the  Work  of  a  hardy, 
endeavouring,  considering  Nation.  The  good  in  the  Scotch  nationHl  char- 
acter, and  the  not-so-good.  (204).  —  Scott's  early  days  pleasant  to  rend  of: 
A  little  fragment  of  early  Autobiography.  His  *  Liddesdale  Kaids :  *  Ques- 
tionable doings;  whisky  mounting  beyond  its  level.  A  stout  efTectual 
man  of  thirty,  full  of  broad  sagacity  and  good-humour.  The  ut'ered  part 
of  a  man*s  life  bears  but  a  small  unknown  proportion  to  the  unuttered, 
onconscioas  part:  The  greatest,  by  nature  also  the  qmeteU.  Fichte's  oon- 
solation  in  this  belief,  amid  the  Infinite  chattering  and  twittering  of  com- 
monplace become  ambitious.  Scott  the  temporary  comforter  of  an  age, 
at  once  destitute  of  faith  and  terrified  at  scepticism:  In  his  Romances  the 
Past  stood  before  us,  not  as  dead  tradition,  but  as  palpable  presence:  His 
brilliant,  unprecedented  success.  (207). —  For  a  Sermon  on  Health,  Scott 
should  be  the  text:  Money  will  buy  money's  worth;  but  *fame,'  what  is 
itV  How  strange  a  Nemesis  lurks  in  the  felicities  of  men!  What  sadder 
book  than  that  life  of  Byron,  by  Moore  ?  Poor  Byron  1  who  really  bad 
much  substance  in  him.  Scott's  commercial  enterprises:  Somewhat  too 
little  of  a  fantast,  this  VaUs  of  ours !  Scott  and  Shakspeare.  If  no  sk}*- 
bom  messenger,  heaven  looking  through  his  eyes;  neither  is  he  a  cant- 
ing chimera,  but  a  substantial  terrestrial  man.  (214). ^Considering  the 
wretched  vamping-up  of  old  tatters  then  in  vogue,  Scott's  excellence  may 
be  called  superior  and  supreme.  Goethe's  Gdtz  von  BerUchinfftn^  the  re- 
mote spring  whence  this  river  of  Metrical  Romance  aiose:  Infiuence  of 
Gdtz  and  Werter.  Curious,  how  all  Europe  is  but  like  a  set  of  parishes ; 
participant  of  the  selfsame  influences,  from  the  Crusades  and  earlier! 
Half-regretful  lookings  into  the  Past  gave  place  to  Emulphus*  cursings 
of  the  Present.  Scott  among  the  first  to  perceive  the  day  of  Metrical 
Chivalrj'-Romance  was  declining:  Let  it  stfake-off  its  rhytae-fetters,  then, 
and  try  a  wider  sweep.  The  WaverUy  NoceU:  A  certain  anonymous 
mystery  kept  up,  rather  piquant  tb  the  public.  Scott's  letters,  nex'er 
without  interest,  yet  seldom  or  never  very  interesting.    A  dinner  with  the 
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Prince-Regont:  Another  at  James  Ballantyne's,  on  the  birthere  of  a  Wa- 
verley  Novel.  A  Sunday-morning  ramble.  Abboteford  infected  with 
tourists  and  wonder>hunters,  what  Schiller  calls  *  flesh-flies:'  Captain 
Basil  Hall  compresMd.  The  good  Sir  Walter  bure  it  as  he  could;  and  did 
not  sweep  his  premises  clear  of  them.  His  guests  not  all  of  the  bluebottle 
sort:  A  Boccaccio  picture:  Singular  brute-attachments  to  Sir  Walter 
Scott:  A  wise  little  Blenheim  cocker:  Strange  animal  and  human  resem- 
blances. Alas,  Scott,  with  all  his  health,  became  infected:  The  inane 
racket  must  now  be  kept  up,  and  rise  ever  higher.  A  black  speck  in 
every  soul.  (219).  —  Had  Literature  no  task  but  that  of  harmlessly  amus- 
ing, the  Waver  ley  Novels  were  the  perfection  of  Literature.  Difference 
in  drawing  a  character,  between  a  Scott,  a  Shakspeare  and  Goethe.  Not 
by  quivintness  of  costume,  can  romance-heroes  continue  to  interest  us ;  but 
simply  and  solely  by  being  men.  Incalculable  service  these  Historical 
Novels  have  rendered  History.  (287). — The  extempore  style  of  writing. 
No  great  thing  ever  done  without  difficulty:  The  '  soul's  travail.'  Cease, 
0  ready-writer,  to  brag  openly  of  thy  rapidity  and  facility!  Quality,  not 
quantity,  the  one  thing  needful.  (241). —  Scott's  career,  of  writing  im- 
promptu novels  to  buy  farms  with,  could  not  in  any  case  have  ended  in 
good.  Alas,  in  one  day  his  high-heaped  money-wages  became  fairy-money 
and  nonentity.  It  was  a  hard  trial:  He  met  it  proudly,  bravely;  like  a 
brave  proud  man  of  the  world.  The  noble  Warhorse  that  once  Inughed  at 
the  shaking  of  the  spear,  how  is  he  doomed  to  toil  himself  doHd,  dragging 
ignoble  wheels  I  Extracts  from  his  Diary:  His  Wife^s  death:  Lonely, 
aged,  deprived  of  all;  an  impoverished,  embarrassed  man.  Adieu,  Sir 
Walter,  pride  of  all  Scotchmen,  farewell!  (246). 


VARNHAGEN  VON  ENSE'S  MEMOIRS. 

Inexhaustible  interest  of  Veracity  and  Memoir- writing :  Vamhagen's 
peculiar  gifts  and  qualiflcations.  (p.  262).  —  Glimpses  of  literary  worthies; 
Schleiermacher;  Wolf;  La  Fontaine.  A  pleasant  visit  to  Jean  Paul,  at 
his  little  home  in  Baireuth.  A  Battle-piece :  Napoleon  at  Wagram ;  and 
Vamhagen*s  first  experience  of  War.  Vamhagen  at  the  Court  of  Napo- 
leon: What  he  saw;  and  what  he  thought  of  the  Emperor.  The  eye  sees 
only  what  it  brings  the  means  of  seeing:  Mptery  and  strength  of  ongi- 
nalUy.  (257).  —  Vamhagen  most  of  all  rejoices  in  the  memory  of  Rahel,  his 
deceased  wife.  A  kind  of  spiritual  queen  in  Germany:  One  of  the  first 
to  recognise  the  significance  of  Goethe.  Her  face  with  no  pretensions  to 
beauty,  yet  lovable  and  attractive  in  a  singular  degree:  Its  characteristics. 
Her  Letters,  of  the  tubfective  sort;  an  unprofitable  kind  of  writing.  Not 
by  looking  at  itself,  but  by  ascertaining  and  ruling  things  out  of  iltelf  can 
the  mind  become  known.  (270).  —  Her  brilliant  conversational  powers.  A 
few  short  extracts  from  her  Letters:  Obscure  glimpses  of  the  wealth  and 
beauty  of  her  loving  woman* s-sonl.  Her  deathbed.  That  such  a  woman 
should  have  lived  unknown,  and  as  it  were  silent  to  the  world,  a  suggestive 
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lesson  to  our  time:  Blessed  are  the  hamblei  they  that  are  not  known. 
*  Seekest  thou  great  things,  seek  them  not;  *  live  where  thon  art,  wisely, 
diligently.  The  Working  of  the  good  and  brave,  seen  or  unseen,  endures 
literally  forever,  and  cannot  die.  (278). 


PETITION  ON  THE  COPYRIGHT  BILL. 

Assuring  to  each  inan  the  just  recompense  of  his  labour,  the  business 
of  all  Legislation  and  Government  among  men.  To  have  written  a  genu- 
ine enduring  book,  not  a  sufficient  reason  for  the  forfeiture  of  the  Law's 
protection.  Why  then  should  extraneous  persons  be  allowed  to  steal  from 
the  poor  book-writer  the  poor  market-price  of  his  labours?  (p.  282). 


ON  THE   SINKING  OF  THE  VENGEUB. 

The  first  public  notice  in  England  of  Lord  Howe^s  victory  and  the  de- 
struction of  the  Vengtur.  (p.  286).  —  The  French  Convention,  in  its  Reign 
of  Terror,  had  to  give  its  own  version  of  the  matter.  Barr^re  reports  it  as 
a  glorious  victory  for  France :  At  length,  unable  to  conceal  the  defeat,  he 
pictures  the  manner  of  it  as  a  spectacle  for  the  gods.  His  Report  trans- 
lated, and  published  without  comment,  in  the  Morning  Chronicle,  The 
French  naturally  proud  of  so  heroic  a  feat.  It  finds  its  way  into  English 
History.  Extract  from  Carlyle's  *  French  Revolution:  *  Letter  from  Bear- 
Admiral  Griffiths,  denying  altogether  the  correctness  of  the  account.  An- 
other Letter,  giving  an  emphatic  statement  of  the  facts,  as  witnessed  by 
himself.  Letter  from  T.  Carlyle  to  '  a  distinguished  French  friend : '  In 
the  interest  of  all  whom  it  may  concern,  let  the  truth  be  known.  (286). — 
Letter  from  Rear-Admiral  Griffiths  to  T.  Carlyle,  enclosing  a  Copy  of  Let- 
ter from  Rear-Admiral  Renaudin,  Captain  of  the  sunken  Vengeur,  The 
French  Journals  and  official  persons  in  qo  haste  to  canvass  the  awkward- 
looking  case.  Response  of  one  who  did  respond :  Not  a  recantation  of  an 
impudent  amazing  falsehood;  but  a  faint  whimper  of  admission  that 
it  is  probably  false.  Every  windbag  at  length  ripped ;  in  the  long-run 
no  lie  can  be  successful.  Of  Nothing  you  can,  with  much  loet  labour, 
make  only  —  Nothing.  (294). 


BAILLIE  THE  COVENANTER. 

Mr.  Robert  Baillie,  a  solid  comfortable  Parish  Minister  of  Kilwinning: 
How  he  became  gradually  heated  to  the  welding-pitch,  by  the  troubles 
of  the  Seventeenth  Century,  (p.  804).  -—  Happily  his  copious  loquacity 
prompted  him  to  use  pen  as  well  as  tongue  without  stint.  A  collection  of 
his  Letters  printed,  and  reprinted.    Like  the  hasty,  breathless,  confused 
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talk  of  a  man,  looking  face  to  face  on  that  great  whirl  of  things.  Strange 
to  consider;  t^,  the  very  phenomenon  itself,  does  stand  depictured  there, 
had  we  intellect  tnongh  Co  decipher  it:  With  intellect  enough^  even  *your 
constant  assured  friend  Charles  Kex '  were  no  longer  an  enigma  and  chimera. 
Duty  of  every  reader  to  read  faithfully;  and  of  every  writer  to  write  his 
wisest:  Shall  stealing  the  money  of  a  man  be  a  crime;  and  stealing  the 
time  and  brains  of  innumerable  men  be  none  ?  Warm-hearted,  canny, 
blundering,  babbling  BaiUie !  The  daily  tattle  of  men,  as  the  air  carried  it 
two-hundred  years  Hgo,  becomes  audible  in  these  pages:  With  all  its  short- 
comings, perhaps  no  book  of  that  period  will  better  reward  the  trouble  of 
reading.  (806).  —  His  account  of  the  Scotch  Encampment  on  the  Hill  of 
Dunse;  King  Charles  looking  on  it  with  a  spy-glass;  though  without  much 
profit  to  himself.  A  far-off  look  into  the  domesticities  of  Baillie:  A 
journey  to  London:  All  here  weary  of  bishops:  Strafford  caged;  Can- 
terbury to  be  pulled  down;  and  everywhere  a  mighty  drama  going  on. 
(817).  —  Impressive  passages  in  the  Impeachment  and  Trial  of  Straf- 
ford. How  different  from  the  dreary  vacuity  of  'Philosophy  teaching 
by  experience,*  is  the  living  picture  of  the  fact;  such  as  even  a  Bos- 
well  or  Baillie  can  give,  if  they  will  honestly  look !  Our  far-off  Fathers, 
face  to  face;  alive,  —  and  yet  not  alive.  On  our  horizon,  too,  loom 
now  inevitabilities  no  less  stem;  one  knows  not  sometimes,  whether 
not  very  near  at  hand.  (826). 


DR.  FRANCIA. 

The  South- American  Revolution,  and  set  of  revolutions,  a  great  con- 
fused phenomenon;  worthy  of  better  knowledge  than  men  have  of  it. 
(p.  889).  —  Liberator  Bolivar,  a  much-enduring  and  many-counselled  man. 
Of  General  San  Martin,  too,  there  is  something  to  be  said:  His  march 
over  the  Andes  into  Chile;  a  feat  worth  looking  at.  Might  not  the  Chile- 
nos  as  well  have  taken  him  for  their  Napoleon  ?  Don  Ambrosio  O'Higgin.^: 
His  industry  an^  skill  in  road-making.  O^Higgins  the  Second:  Govei-n- 
ing  a  nide  business  everywhere;  but  in  South  America  of  quite  primitive 
rudeness.  Ecclesiastic  Vampire-bats.  An  immense  increase  of  soap-and- 
water,  the  basis  of  all  improvements  in  Clule.  (840).  —  By  far  the  notablest 
of  these  South- American  phenomena.  Dr.  Francia  and  his  Dictatorship  in 
Paraguay.  Nothing  could  well  shock  the  constitutional  mind  like  this 
tawny-visaged,  lean,  inexorable  Dr.  Francia.  Our  chief  source  of  infor- 
mation about  him,  a  littl*  Book  by  Messrs.  Rengger  and  Longchamp:  An 
endless  merit  in  a  man^s  knowing  when  to  have  done.  The  Messrs.  Rob- 
ertson, and  their  Francia's  Reiffn  of  Terror  and  other  books:  Given  a 
cubic  inch  of  Castile  sonp,  to  lather  it  up  in  water  so  as  to  fill  a  wine- 
pancheon.  How  every  idle  volume  flies  abroad  like  idle  thistle-down; 
frightful  to  think  of,  were  it  not  for  reaphook  and  rake.  In  all  human 
likelihood  this  sanguinary  tyrant  of  Paraguay  did  mean  tomeihing^  could 
we  in  quietness  ascertain  What  (849).— Francia  bom  about  the  year  1767; 


504  SUMMARY  OF  CONTENTS. 

of  Portuguese  or  French  extrnction.  Intended  for  a  priest.  Subject  to 
the  terriblest  fits  of  hypochondria.  Sent  to  the  University  of  Cordova  in 
Tucuman.  Lank  sallow  boys  in  the  Tucuman  and  other  high  seminarieey 
often  dreadfully  ill-dealt  with,  as  times  go:  So  much  is  nnspealcable;  and 
a  most  strange  Universe,  thi^,  to  be  born  into !  Francia,  arrived  at  man^s 
years,  changes  from  Divinity  to  Law.  Had  doubtless  gained  some  insight 
into  the  veritable  workings  of  the  Universe:  Endless  heavy  fodderings  of 
Jesuitrtheology  he  did  not  take-in.  French -Encyclopedic  influences,  and 
Gospel  according  to  Voluey,  Jean-Jacques  and  Company:  An  t//-fed, 
ghastly-looking  fiame;  but  a  needful,  and  even  kind  of  sacred  one.  Fran* 
cia  perhaps  the  best  and  justest  Advocate  that  ever  took  briefs  in  that  dia* 
tant  Assumpcion  City.  The  people  of  that  profuse  climate  in  carelese 
abundance,  troubling  themselves  about  few  things:  One  art  they  seem  to 
have  perfected,  that  of  riding.  Their  lives,  like  empty  capacious  bottles, 
calling  to  the  Heavens  and  the  earth,  and  tb  all  Dr.  Francias  who  may- 
pass  that  way.  Francia  a  lonesome,  down-looking  man,  apt  to  be  solitarj 
even  in  the  press  of  men :  Passes  everywhere  for  a  man  of  veracity,  punc- 
tuality, of  iron  methodic  rigour  and  rectitude.  A  Law*case;  an  unjust 
judge  discomfited.  Franci>rs  quarrel  with  his  Father.  A  most  barren 
time:  Not  so  much  as  a  pair  of  Andalusian  eyes,  that  can  lauo  him  per- 
manently. But  now,  far  over  the  waters  there  have  been  Federations,  Sans- 
oulottism :  In  the  new  Hemisphere,  too,  arise  wild  projects,  armed  gather- 
ings, invasions  and  revolts.  A  new  figure  of  existence  is  cut-out  for  the 
Assumpcion  Advocate.  (869).  —  Not  till  a  year  after,  did  the  Paraguenoe, 
by  spontaneous  movement  resolve  on  a  career  of  freedom.  National  Con- 
gress: Papers  *  compiled  chiefly  out  of  RolWn'i  Ancient  Huiory.^  Para- 
guay Republic:  Don  Fulgencio  Yegros,  President;  two  Assessors;  Fran- 
cia, Secretary.  Alas,  these  Guacho  populations  are  greedy,  superstitioos, 
vain,  mendacious:  We  know  for  certain  but  of  one  man  who  would  do 
himself  an  injury,  to  do  a  just  or  true  thing  under  that  sun.  Secretary 
Francia  flings-down  his  papers,  and  retires  again  into  privacy:  An  acci* 
dental  meeting;  description  of  the  man,  and  of  his  library.  The  reign  of 
liberty  becomes  unendurable:  A  second  Congress  got  together:  Fulgeneio 
and  Francia,  joint  Consuls.  Next  year,  a  third  Congress;  and  Francia 
gets  himself  declared  Dictator.  He  never  assembled  any  Congress  more; 
having  stolen  the  constitutional  palladiums,  and  got  his  wicked  will!  (878). 
—  A  great  improvement  did,  nevertheless,  in  all  quarters  forthwith  show 
itself:  Every  official  in  Paraguay  had  to  bethink  him,  and  begin  actually 
doing  his  worlc.  The  land  had  peace;  a  rabid  dog-kennel  wide  as  South 
America  raging  round  it,  but  kept-out  as  by  lock-and-key.  A  Conspiracy; 
to  start  with  the  massacre  of  Dr.  Francia  and  others,  whatever  it  might 
close  with :  Francia  not  a  man  to  be  trifled-with  in  plots.  It  was  in  thSa 
stem  period  he  executed  above  forty  persons.  A  visitation  of  locusts: 
Two  harvests  in  one  season.  (878).  —  Sauerteig's  sunglances  into  the  mat- 
ter. No  Reform,  whether  of  an  individual  or  a  nation,  can  be  eflTected 
without  stem  snffering,  stem  working:  Pity  it  cannot  be  done  by  *  tremen- 
dous cheers.*    What  they  say  about  'love  of  power:'  Love  of  *  power' 
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to  make  flunkeys  come  and  go  for  you!  A  true  man  must  tend  to  be 
king  of  his  own  world.  This  Paraguay  got  the  one  veracious  man  it  had, 
to  take  lease  of  it.  Funeral  Eulogium,  by  the  Reverend  Manuel  Perez: 
Life  is  sacred,  thinks  his  Reverence;  but  there  is  something  more  sacred 
still.  Dictator  Francla,  a  man  whose  worth  and  meaning  nre  not  soon 
exhausted.  His  efforts  to  rebuild  the  City  of  Assumpclon.  His  desire  to 
open  a  trade  with  the  English  Nation,  —  foolishly  supposed  to  be  repre- 
aented,  and  made  accessible,  in  the  House  of  Commons:  Francin's  unrea- 
sonable detestation  of  a  man  who  was  not  equal  to  his  word.  (382). —  His 
sore  strnggle  with  imaginary  iirorkmen,  cleric  and  laic:  In  despair  he 
erected  his  *  Workman's  Gallows: '  Such  an  institution  of  society,  adapted 
to  our  European  ways,  everywhere  pressingly  desirable.  0  Guachos, 
South- American  and  European,  what  a  business  is  it,  casting-out  your 
Seven  Devils!  (891).  —  Francia;  as  he  looked  and  lived,  managing  that 
thousandfold  business  for  his  Paraguenos,  and  keeping  a  sharp  eye  for 
assassins.  His  treatment  of  M.  Bonpland;  of  his  old  enemy  Artigas: 
His  rumoured  conduct  to  his  dying  Father.  His  interest  in  any  kind  of 
intelligent  human  creature,  when  such  by  rarest  chance  could  be  fallen-in 
with.  So  lived,  so  laboured  Dictator  Francia;  and  had  no  rest  but  in 
Eternity.  0  Francia,  though  thou  hadst  to  execute  some  forty  persons,  I 
am  not  without  some  pity  for  thee!  (394). 


AN  ELECTION  TO  THE  LONG  PARLIAMENT. 

How  Pym,  Hampden  and  others,  rode  about  the  country  to  promote  the 
election  of  their  own  faction.  Our  entire  ignorance,  but  for  this  fact,  how 
that  celebrated  Long  Parliament  was  got  together,  (p.  400).  —  Welcome 
discovery  of  certain  semi-official  Documents,  relative  to  the  Election  for 
Suffolk.  Sir  Simonds  D'Ewes,  a  most  spotless  man  and  High-Sheriff; 
ambitious  to  be  the  very  pink  of  Puritan  magistrates:  How  shall  any  sha- 
dow of  Impartiality  be  suffered  to  rest  on  his  clear-polished  character?  — 
Hence  these  Documents.  General  character  of  our  Civil- War  documents 
and  records :  Comparative  emphasis  and  potency  of  Sir  Simonds'  affida- 
vits. An  old  contemporary  England  at  large,  as  it  stood  and  lived  on  that 
*  extreme  windy  day,'  may  dimly  suggest  itself.  (408).  — Samuel  Duncon, 
Town-constable,  testifidth:  —  Unconsciously,  How  the  Polling  was  man- 
aged in  those  old  days.  Consciously,  How  the  Opposition  Candidate  was 
magnanimously  allowed  every  precedence  and  facility;  and  yet  couldn't 
win:  And,  How  in  the  rage  of  their  disappointment  and  ingnititnde,  his 
party  scandalously  upbraided  the  immaculate  High-Sheriff  himself  with 
injustice  towards  them.  The  High-Sheriff's  own  Narrative  of  his  admi- 
rable carriage,  and  ill-requited  magnanimity.  (407).  —  Another  case  Sir 
Simonds  had  to  clear-np:  Being  High-Sheriff,  he  returned  himself  Tor  Sud- 
bury: In  this  too  he  prospered,  and  sat  for  that  Borough.  A  thin  high- 
flown  character,  by  no  means  without  his  nses.  Colonel  Pride  in  the  end 
had  to  purge  him  out,  with  four  or  five  score  others.    He  died  soon  after; 
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leaving  an  unspotted  pedant  character,  and  innnmerable  Mannsertpts  be- 
hind him.  Some  Ninety  and  odd  Volames  of  his  Papers  in  the  British 
Museom.  His  Notes  of  the  Long  Parliament,  perhaps  the  most  interesting 
of  all  the  ManascriptA  that  exist  there.  Oar  sorrowful  Dryasdust  Printing 
SocietbBs;  and  what  they  might  do  towards  a  real  History  of  England. 
(423). 


TWO-HUNDRED-AND-FIFTY  YEARS  AGO: 

A  FRAGMEMT  ABOUT  DUELS. 

Duelling,  one  of  the  sincerities  of  Human  Life,  capable  of  taking  many 
forms.  A  baclcgronnd  of  wrath  does  lie  in  every  man  and  creature: 
Deadliest  rage,  and  tenderest  love,  different  manifestations  of  the  same 
radical  fire  whereof  Life  Is  made.  The  elaboration  an  immense  maUer! 
(p.  427). 

No.  L  BoUes  of  Houghton, 

How  John  Hollis  married  the  fair  Anne  Stanhope,  and  so  gave  offence 
to  the  Shrewsburys.  High  feud  between  the  two  houses;  the  very  retain- 
ers biting  thumbs,  and  killing  one  another.  John  Holies  and  Gervase 
Markham:  '  Markham,  guard  yourself  better,  or  I  shall  spoil  you ! '  Loose- 
tongued,  loose-living  Gervase  Markham  could  not  guard  himself;  and  got 
*  spoilt  *  accordingly,  (p.  428). 

No.  n.  Crof/dm  Racei. 

Scotch  favourites  of  King  James,  and  English  jealousies.  Scotch  Max- 
well, and  his  insolent  sardonic  humour:  Fashionable  Young  England  in 
deadly  emotion.  How  his  Majesty  laboured  to  keep  peace.  At  the  Croy- 
don Races  there  arose  sudden  strife;  and  the  hour  looked  really  ominous: 
Philip  Herbert  (beautiful  young  man),  of  the  best  blood  in  England, 
switched  over  the  head  by  nn  accursed  Scotch  Ramsay!  And  Philip 
Herbert's  rapier  — did  noi  flash-out,  (p.  482). 

No.  in.   Sir  Thomtu  DuUon  and  Sir  BaUon  Cheek, 

How  unthrifty  everywhere  is  any  solution  of  continuity,  if  it  can  be 
avoided!  Peace  here,  if  possible;  over  in  the  Netherlands  is  always  fight- 
ing enough.  Swssh-buckler  duels  had  now  gone-out:  Fifty  years  ago, 
serious  men  took  to  fighting  with  rapiers,  and  the  buckler  fell  awny:  A 
more  silent  duel,  but  a  terribly  serious  one.  Hot  tempers  at  the  siege  of 
Juliers:  Under  military  duty;  but  not  always  to  be  so.  Two  gentlemen 
on  Calais  sands,  in  the  height  of  silent  fury  stript  to  the  shirt  and  waist- 
band ;  in  the  two  hands  of  each  a  rapier  and  dagger  clutched :  A  bloody 
burial  there  that  morning.  Ill-fated  English  human  creatures,  what  horri- 
ble confusion  of  the  Pit  is  this?  (p.  486). 
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THE  OPERA. 
Music  the  speech  of  Angels;  raising  and  admitting  the  soni  to  the 
Council  of  the  Universe.  It  was  90  in  old  earnest  times,  whatever  it  may 
have  come  to  be  with  us.  The  waste  that  is  made  in  music  among  the 
saddest  of  all  our  squanderings  of  God's  gifts.  David's  inspired  Psalms ; 
and  the  things  men  are  inspired  to  sing  now  at  the  Opera.  <p.  441).  —  The 
Hay  market  Opera,  with  its  lustres,  painting,  upholstery:  Artists,  too,  got 
together  from  the  ends  of  the  world;  capable  of  far  other  work  than  squall- 
ing here.  The  very  ballet-girls,  with  their  muslin  saucers  and  mad  ugly 
caperings,  little  short  of  miraculous.  And  to  think  of  some  Rossini  or 
Bellini  in  the  rear  of  it!  (448).  — All  this  to  afford  an  hour's  dreary 
amusement  to  a  high-dizened  select  populace  —  not  worth  amusing.  The 
Rhythmic  Arts,  with  their  magical  accessories,  a  mere  accompaniment; 
the  real  service  of  the  evening  Paphian  rather.  Wonderful  to  see,  and  sad 
if  we  had  eyes,  what  the  Modem  Aristocracy  of  men  can  deliberately  do! 
A  world  all  calculated  for  strangling  of  heroisms;  and  the  ages  have 
altered  strangely:  They  will  alter  yet  again.  (444). 


PROJECT  OF  A  NATIONAL  EXHIBITION  OF  SCOTTISH 
PORTRAITS. 

Historical  Interest  in  good  Historical  Portraits.  An^  representation  by 
a  faithful  human  creature  of  a  Face  and  Figure  worth  knowing,  which  he 
saw,  which  we  can  never  see,  is  invaluable,  (p.  448),  —  All  this  apart  from 
the  artistic  value  of  the  Portraits.  Historical  Portrait-Galleries  might  far 
transcend  in  worth  all  other  kinds  of  National  Collections  of  Pictures 
whatsoever.  In  selecting  Portraits,  the  grand  question,  What  would  the 
best-informed  and  most  ingenuous  soul  like  most  to  see,  for  illuminating 
and  verifying  History  to  himself?  At  the  end  of  the  account,  to  have 
served  him,  will  be  to  have  served  everybody.  The  thing  can  by  no 
means  be  done  by  Tankee-Barttum  methods;  nor  should  it,  if  it  could. 
(450).  ~  No  portrait  of  any  living  man  admitted,  however  *  Historical '  it 
promised  to  be;  The  space  of  a  generation  required,  to  discriminate  be- 
tween popular  monstrosities  and  Historical  realities.  Engravings,  coins, 
casts;  any  genuine  help  to  conceive  the  actual  likeness  of  the  man,  should 
be  welcome.  No  modem  pictures  of  historical  events:  Infatuated  blotches 
of  insincere  ignorance:  Wilkie's  John  Knox ;  Battle  of  Worcester,  by  some 
famed  Academician  or  other.  All  that  kind  of  matter,  aa  indisputable 
*  chaff,'  to  be  severely  purged  away.  Considerations  respecting  a  plurality 
of  portraits  of  the  same  person.  The  question,  Who  is  a  Historical  Char- 
acter? The  Catalogue,  if  well  done,  one  of  the  best  parts  of  the  whole 
concem.  (468). 
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THE  PRINZENRAUB: 

A  GLIMPSE  or  SAXON  HISTORY. 

Englhh  ignorance  of  foreign  history.  German  history,  especially,  qnite 
wild  soil,  very  rough  to  the  ploughshare,  (p.  468).  —  The  Wettin  Line  of 
Saxou  Princes  (Prince  Albert's  line);  and  its  lucky  inheritance  and  foroe 
of  survival:  Through  the  earlier  portion  of  the  fifteenth  century,  one  of 
the  greatest  houses  in  Oormany.  Coalescings,  splittings,  never-ending  re- 
adjustments. Frederick  the  Pacific  and  his  brother  WUhelm  *rule  con- 
jointly ; '  till  they  quarrel  and  take  to  fighting.  Kunz  von  Kaufungen,  a 
German  conAfUierf^  employed  by  Frederick.  The  fighting  over,  Kuna  is 
dissatisfied  with  his  bargain :  Exasperations,  and  threats  of  revenge.  Fred* 
ertck*s  two  children  left  at  home  unguarded :  Here  is  the  opportunity  we 
have  hungrily  waited-for!  A  midnight  surprise  in  the  venerable  little 
town  of  Altenburg:  The  two  Princes  (but  with  a  mistake  to  mend)  car* 
ried-ofi*:  Sudden  alarms,  shrieks,  a  mother's  passionate  prayer:  Away, 
rapidly,  through  the  woods.  All  Saxony,  to  the  remotest  village,  from  all 
its  belfries  ringing  madly.  (469).  '—Kunz,  with  Albert  the  younger  Prince, 
within  an  hour  of  the  Bohemian  border.  A  grimy  Collier,  much  aston- 
ished to  find  such  company  in  the  solitudes:  The  Prince  rescued,  and 
Kunz  safe-warded  under  lock-and-key.  The  rest  of  his  band  supposing 
their  leader  dead,  restore  Prince  Ernst,  and  are  permitted  to  fiy.  Kunz  and 
others  soon  after  tried,  and  all  their  transactions  ended.  The  Collier  also, 
not  allowed  to  go  unrewarded.  This  little  actual  adventure  worthy  of  a 
nook  in  modem  memory,  for  many  reasons.  (464).  —  Inextricable  con- 
fusion and  unintelligibility  of  Saxon  princely  names;  each  person  having 
from  ten  to  twenty,  to  hide  among.  Our  two  little  stolen  Princes  the 
heads  of  two  main  streams  or  Lines,  which  still  continue  conspicuously 
distinct.  The  elder,  or  Ernestine  Line,  got  for  inheritance  the  better  side 
of  the  Saxon  country:  They  had  Weimar,  Altenburg,  (lOtha,  Coburg, — 
above  all.  Wart  burg;  of  all  places  the  sun  now  looks  upon,  tlie  hotiett  for  a 
modem  man :  Immortal  remembrances,  infiuences  and  monitions.  Emst*s 
son,  Frederick  the  Wise ;  who  saved  Luther  from  the  Diet  of  Worms :  A 
man  less  known  to  hereditary  governing  persons,  and  others,  than  he 
might  be.  His  brother,  John  the  Steadfast,  succeeded  him;  with  whose 
son  the  Line  underwent  sad  destinies.  (470).  —  Of  the  younger,  or  Albcr- 
tine  Line,  there  was  *  Duke  George;  *  much  reverenced  by  many,  though 
Luther  thought  so  little  of  him:  A  much-afflicted,  hard-straggling,  and  not 
very  useful  man.  One  of  his  daughters  a  lineal  ancestress  of  Frederick 
the  Great  Elector  Moritz,  and  his  seemingly-successful  jockeyship:  The 
game  not  yet  played-out.  However  that  may  be,  the  Ernestine  Line  has 
clearly  got  disintegrated :  Johann  Friedrich  the  Magnanimous,  then  head 
of  that  elder  line,  all  now  in  a  reduced  condition :  Why  did  he  found  all 
that  imbroglio  of  little  dukes!  The  thrifty  Brandenburg  Hohenzolleras; 
and  their  fine  talent  of  'annihilating  mbblsh.*    Moritz,  the  new  Elco- 
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tor,  did  not  last  long:  No  cage  big  enongh  to  bold  a  Kaiser:  Beats  Albert 
Alcibiades;  and  gets  killed.  Tbe  present  King  of  Saxony  a  far-off  nepheto 
of  jockeying  Moritz:  A  naost  expensive  progeny;  in  general  not  admirable 
otherwise.  August  tbe  Strong,  of  the  tbree-hundred-and-fifty-four  bas- 
tards :  More  transcendent  king  of  gluttonous  flunkeys  seldom  stalked  this 
earth.  His  miscellany  of  mistresses,  very  pretty  some  of  them,  but  fools 
all :  The  unspeakably  unexemplary  mortal !  Protestant  Saxony  spiritu- 
ally bankrupt  ever  since.  One  of  his  bastards  became  Mar^chal  de  Saxe, 
and  made  much  noise  for  a  time:  Like  his  father,  an  immensely  strong 
man;  of  unbounded  dissoluteness,  and  loose  native  ingenuity.  (474). — 
The  elder  or  Ernestine  Line,  in  its  undecipherable,  disintegrated  state. 
How  the  pious  German  mind  holds  by  the  palpably  superfluous;  and  in 
general  cannot  annihilate  rubbish:  The  Ernestine  Line  was  but  like  its 
neighbours  in  that.  Cruel  to  sayof  the^e  Eme<(tine  little  Dukes,  they  have 
no  history :  Perhaps  here  and  there  they  have  more  history  than  we  are 
aware  of.  Pity  brave  men,  descended  presumably  from  Witekind  and  the 
gods,  certainly  from  John  the  Steadfast  and  John  Frederick  the  Magnani- 
mous, should  be  reduced  to  stand  thus  inert,  amid  the  whirling  arena  of 
the  world!  (486).  —  Bemhard  of  Weimar,  a  famed  captain  in  the  Thirty- 
Years'  War,  —  whose  Life  Goethe  prudently  did  not  write :  Not  so  easy  to 
dig-out  a  Hero  from  the  mouldering  paper-heaps.  Another  individual  of 
the  Ernestine  Line ;  notable  to  Englishmen  as  *  Prince  Albert  of  Saxe-Ck>- 
burg.*  He  also  a  late,  very  late,  grandson  of  that  little  stolen  Ernst ;  con- 
cerning whom  both  English  History  and  English  Prophecy  might  say 
something.    The  Horologe  of  Time  goes  inexorably  on.  (488). 


INDEX. 


Adieu,  i.  474. 

Affectation,  diflTerence  between,  and 
{genuine  originality,  i.  17,28;  the 
bane  of  literature,"  276. 

Albert,  Prince,  Saxon  Line  of,  it. 
469  (see  Ernestine  Line);  his  Hor- 
oscope and  Pedigree,  489. 

AchiOe$,  Elector  of  Branden- 
burg, iv.  461- 

AlcUriade$,  iv.  481- 

the  Conrageons,  iv.  474. 

Albertine  Line  of  Saxon  Princes,  iv. 
474. 

Almacks,  high  Art  at.  i.  268;  gum- 
flowers  of,  to  be  made  living  roses 
of  Eden,  iii.  404. 

Ambition,  i.  820;  iv.  157,  216,  286, 
248.    See  Love  of  Power. 

Amusements,  unveracious,  Iv.  447. 

Animal  attachments,  iv.  288;  a  wise 
little  Blenheim  cocker,  288;  like- 
ness to  man,  284. 

Apologue,  the  age  of,  ii.  888. 

Aristocracy,  our,  a  word  to,  iii.  248; 
a  glimpse  of  Self-vision  for  them, 
iv.  444. 

Art,  biographic  interest  in,  iii.  68; 
necessity  for  veracity,  iv.  464. 

Artificial,  the,  as  contrasted  with  the 
natural,  iii.  18. 

Artist,  German  ideal  of  the  true,  i. 
61,282;  in  History,  ii.  286;  Opera 
Artists,  iv.  448. 

Ass,  the,  and  the  moon,  ii.  78. 

Atheism,  how,  melts  into  nothing- 
ness, ii.  106;  Richter*s  Dream  of, 
221;  an  impossibility,  iii.  161; 
proselytising  Atheist,*811,  816. 

August  the  Strong,  of  the  three- 
hundred  -  and  -  fifty  -  four  bastards, 
iv.  482. 

Bacon,  Roger,  ii.  861. 


Badness  by  its  nature  negative,  iii. 
86.     See  Evil. 

Baffometus,  Werner's  parable  of,  i. 
106. 

Baillle  the  Covenanter,  iv.  804-888; 
Scotch  Encampment  on  the  Hill 
of  Dnnse,  818;  domesticities  of 
Kilwinning,  821 ;  Impeachment 
and  trial  of  Strafford,  826. 

Balaam  and  his  Ass,  iii.  244. 

Ballet-girls,  iv.  448. 

Balmung,  the  wonderful  Sword,  ii. 
812. 

Bamardiston,  Sir  Nathaniel,  Iv.  406. 

Bamum,  Yankee-,  methods,  iv.  468. 

Battle,  life  a,  iii.  48. 

Beetle,  the,  i.  476. 

Beginnings,  iii.  160. 

Bemg,  the  lordliest  Real-Phantasma- 
gory,  iv.  9. 

Believing,  glory  of  knowing  and,  ii. 
28;  mystic  power  of  belief,  iii.  84, 
41,  68,  86,  829;  the  least  spiritual 
belief  conceivable,  816  ;  supersti- 
tious ditto,  377. 

Bemhard  of  Weimar,  iv.  488. 

Bible,  the  Hebrew,  ii.  122;  iii.  222, 
888;  a  History  of  the  primeval 
Church,  ii.  288;  Bible  of  World- 
History,  infinite  in  meaninf[  as  the 
Divine  Mind  it  emblems,  iii.  881. 
See  Israelitish  History. 

*hy>  <^  f[<^t  almost  as  rare  as 


a  well-spent  life,  i.  6;  ii.  167;  Biog- 
raphy, iii.  62-69 ;  the  basis  of  all 
that  can  interest,  68 ;  of  sparrows 
and  cockchafers,  67 ;  need  of  brev- 
ity, 94;  the  highest  Gospel  a  Biog- 
raphy, 98;  *  re<(pectable '  Englisn 
Bic^^phies,  iv.  7, 192;  no  heroic 
Poem  but  is  at  bottom  a  Biogra- 
phy, 189;  biographic  worth  of  a 
true  Portrait,  449. 
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Bolivar, '  the  WashiDgton  of  Colum- 
bia/ iv.  840. 

Bonaparte,  Napoleon,  iii.  51, 149, 170 ; 
his  *  Tools  to  him  that  can  handle 
them,*  our  ultimate  Political  Evan- 
gel, iv.  92,  200 ;  Varnhngeu  at  the 
Court  of,  266. 

Boner,  and  hhEdeUtein,  il.  876;  7%e 
Frog  and  the  SUer,  880. 

Bonpland,  M.,  and  how  Dr.  Francia 
treated  him,  iv.  860,  807. 

Bookseller-System,  the.  iii.  109,  288. 

Boswell,  iii.  65;  his  character  and 
gifts,  76;  his  true  Hero-worship 
for  Johnson,  80;  his  Joknmmiad,  88 ; 
no  infringement  of  social  privacy, 
92. 

British  Translators,  li.  418;  Critics, 
iii.  171. 

Briihl,  Henry  Count  von,  i.  840. 

Brummel,  Beau,  iii.  166. 

Burns,  i.  266-826;  his  hard  condi- 
tions, 270;  a  true  Poet-soul,  272; 
like  a  King  in  exile,  278 ;  sincerity, 
274;  his  Letters,  277;  tenderness 
and  piercing  emphasis  of  thought, 
281;  the  more  delicate  relations  of 
things,  286;  indignation,  288 ;  Sccfs 
wha  Aa«,  Macphermn'i  FartwtU^ 
280;  7\im  0*  Shunter,  The  JoUy 
Beggart,  291  ;  his  Songs,  298  ; 
love'  of  country,  297;  passionate 
youth  never  became  clear  man- 
hood, 299;  his  estimable  Father, 
800;  iv.  281;  boyhood,  and  en- 
trance into  life,  i.  802;  invited  to 
Edinburgh,  804;  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
reminiscence  of  him,  806;  Excise 
and  Farm  scheme,  809;  calumny, 
isolation,  death,  812;  his  failure 
chiefly  in  bis  own  heart,  818;  a 
divine  behest  lay  smouldering 
within  him,  828;  his  kinghood 
and  kingdom,  iii.  101;  a  contem- 
porary of  Mirabeau,  iv.  117. 

Byron's  short  career,  i.  74;  life- 
weariness,  224;  his  manful,  yet  un- 
victorious  struggle,  260 ;  far  enough 
from  faultless,  276,  300;  ii.  263; 
sent  forth  as  a  missionary  to  his 
generation,  i.  824;  poor  Byron, 
who  really  had  mucn  substance 
in  him,  iv.  216. 

Cabanis's,  Dr.,  metaphysical  dis- 
coveries, ii.  144,  860. 

Cagliostro,  Count,  iii.  380-401;  a 
Liar  of  the  first  magnitude,  886; 


singularly  prosperous  career,  886 ; 
birth  and  boyhood,  841;  with  a 
Convent- Apothecary,  344;  a  touch 
of  grim  Humour,  8*46;  returns  to 
Palermo,  346;  Forgery  and  gen- 
eral Swindlery,  847;  a  Treasure- 
digging  dodge,  and  consequent 
flight,  860;  quack-talent,  866  ; 
marriage,  and  a  new  game  opened 
out,  868 ;  temporary  reverses,  861 ; 
potions  and  love-philtres,  868; 
visits  England,  and  drives  a  pros- 
perous trade  in  the  supernatural, 
864:  Freemasonry,  866;  his  gift 
of  Tongue,  874 ;  successes  and  ex- 
posures, 879 ;  how  he  fleeced  the 
Cardinal  de  Rohan,  886;  The  Dia- 
mond-Necklace business,  888 ;  iv. 
29-84;  again  in  England,  iii.  890; 
Goethe's  visit  to  nis  familv  at 
Palermo,  892;  Cagliostro's  Work- 
day ended,  898. 

Camille  Desmoulins,  iv.  174. 

Cant,  i.  276;  iii.  82,  134;  iv.  144. 

Capital  Punishments,  iv.  887. 

Cathedral  of  Immensity,  iv.  866. 

Catherine  of  Russia,  i^iderot's  visit 
to,  iii.  804. 

Cervantes,  i.  21 ;  iv.  197. 

Change,  the  inevitable  approach  of, 
manifest  everywhere,  iii.  26;  iv. 
886,  489;  universal  law  of,  iii.  42, 
160,  206. 

Characteristics,  iii.  6-48. 

Charlemagne,  iv.  8. 

Charles  L,  vacuous,  chimerical  let- 
ters of,  iv.  818;  judicial  blindness, 
821;  at  Strafford's  Trial,  828. 

Charles  II.,  iii.  62. 

Gh&telet,  the  Marauise  du,  ii.  80; 
her  utter  shamelessness,  41;  un- 
imaginable death -bed  scene,  42. 

Cheek,  Sir  Hatton,  and  Sir  Thomas 
Dutton,  iv.  486. 

Chesterfield,  Lord,  Johnson's  letter 
to,  iii.  111. 

Childhood,  fresh  gaze  of,  ii.  118, 160; 
happy  Unconsciousness  of,  iii.  7. 

Chivalry  on  the  wane,  ii.  861,864; 
gone, '374;  iii.  84;  iv.  18. 

Christ,  the  Divine  Life  of,  i.  247; 
true  reverence  for  his  sufferings 
and  death,  248;  allusion  to,  by 
Tacitu»,  ii.  7 ;  a  Sanctuary'  for  all 
the  wretched,  iv.  46. 

Christian  Religion,  ineffaceable  rec- 
ord of  the,  ii.  66;  its  sacred,  si- 
lent,   unfathomable    depths,  68; 
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Novalis^s  thoaghtfl  on,  121;  how 
it  arose  and  npread  abroad  among 
men,  149;  dinsipating  into  Meta- 
physics, iii.  26. 

Ghoroh  History,  a  continued  Holy 
Writ,  ii.  288;  Mother-Church  a 
superannuated  stepmother,  iii.  84. 

Circumstances,  man  not  the  product 
of  his,  i.  862;  the  victorious  sub- 
duer,  iii.  98;  their  inevitable  in- 
fluence, 809;  iv.  205. 

Clothes-horse,  man  never  altogether 
a,  iii.  168. 

Cobbett,  William,  a  most  brave  phe- 
nomenon, iv.  202,  246. 

Codification,  the  new  trade  of,  ii.  147, 
442. 

Coleridge,  ii.  81. 

Commons,  English  House  of,  iv.  890. 

Commonweal,  European,  tendency 
to  a,  ii.  468.  See  Europe,  Euro- 
pean Revolution. 

Condamine,  M.  de  la,  iv.  866. 

Conscience,  the  only  safehold,  ii.  248 ; 
singular  forms  of,  iii.  818;  not 
found  in  every  character  named 
human,  iv.  84. 

Constancy  the  root  of  all  excellence, 
ii.  94. 

Contagion,  spiritual,  ii.  186;  iii.  16. 

Conversation,  the  phenomenon  of,  iii. 
68,  249;  sincere  and  insincere,  92. 

Cooper,  Fenimore,  what  he  might 
have  given  us,  iv.  190. 

Copyright  BUI,  Petition  on  the,  iv. 
282. 

Corn-Law  Rhymes  and  Rhymer,  iii. 
216-246 ;  an  earnest,  truth-speak- 
ing man,  226 ;  his  bread-tax  phi- 
losophy, 228;  primary  idea  or  all 
poetry,  282;  defects  of  manner, 
284;  glimpses  into  the  prophetic 
Book  of  Existence,  286 ;  the  poor 
Workman's  hopeless  struggle,  288; 
Enoch  Wray^  an  inarticulate,  half- 
audible  Epic,  241. 

Corn-Laws  and  Sliding-Scales,  iv. 
888. 

Courage,  true,  iii.  181, 168. 

Court-lire,  teetotum  terrors  of,  iv. 
26. 

Creation  and  Manufacture,  iii.  9; 
wliat  few  things  are  made  by  man, 
iv.  14.    See  Man.  Invention. 

Creed,  every,  and  Form  of  worship, 
tkform  merely,  i.  149. 

Crichton,  Lord  Sanquhar,  iv.  488. 

Criticism,  German  literary,  i.  66; 

toIm  it.  88 


the  Critical  Philosophy,  82;  petty 
critics,  269.    See  British. 

Croker's,  Mr.,  edition  of  BoaweU,  iiL 
70. 

Cromwell,  what,  did,  iii.  106 ;  iv.  886. 

Croydon  Races,  a  quarrel  at,  iv.  482. 

Crusades,  the,  ii.  160. 

Cuj  bono,  i.  471. 

Currie*s,  Dr.,  Life  of  Bums,  1.  266. 

D*Alembert,  iii.  287. 

Dante,  iv.  102,  248. 

Danton,  an  Earthbom,  yet  honestly 
bom  of  Earth,  iv.  92. 

David,  King,  iv.  442. 

Death,  the  seal  and  immortal  conse- 
cration of  Life,  i.  819;  iii.  21 ;  Eter- 
nity looking  through  Time,  147; 
if  uot  always  the  greatest  epoch, 
yet  the  most  noticeable,  166. 

Defoe,  i.  284. 

Democracy,  stem  Avatar  of,  iii.  861; 
iv.  18. 

Denial  and  Destraction,  i.  222;  ii.  21, 
69;  iii.  118,  246,  260,  816;  change 
from,  to  affirmation  and  re-con- 
straction,  ii.  428;  iii.  87. 

Descriptive  power,  i.  282 ;  iii.  66. 

D'Kwes,  Sir  Simonds,  High-Sheriff 
of  Suffolk,  iv.  408;  his  immacu- 
late election  affidavits,  404;  Sir 
Simonds  sat  spotless  for  Sudburv, 
422;  took  Notes  of  the  Long  Par- 
liament,  428;  purged  out  with 
some  four  or  nve  score  others, 
428;  value  of  his  Ms.  Notes,  426. 

Diamond  Necklace,  the,  iv.  6-84; 
the  various  histories  of  those  va- 
rious Diamonds,  18;  description 
of,  16;  it  changes  hands,  61;  Dia- 
monds for  sale,  68 ;  the  extraordi- 
nary *•  Necklace  *  Trial,  72. 

Diderot,  iii.  257-829;  his  Father, 
266;  education,  267;  precarious 
manner  of  life,  272;  marriage, 
278;  general  scoundrelism,  280; 
authorship,  281;  his  letters,  286: 
incredible  activity,  297;  garbled 
proof-sheets,  298  ;  free,  open- 
banded  life  in  Paris,  802;  visite 
Petersburg,  806;  death,  307;  men- 
tal gifts,  808;  a  proselytising  Athe- 
ist, 811;  utter  shamelessness  and 
uncleanness,  818;  brilliant  Talk, 
821;  literary  facility,  821;  neither 
a  coward  nor  in  any  sense  a  brave 
man,  827. 

Dilettanteism,  reign  of,  iii.  196. 
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DMne  Right  of  Kings,  and  of 
Sqairm,  it.  887. 

Do-nothing,  the  ynlgar,  contnisted 
with  the  vuIgRT  Drudee,  iii.  220. 

D6ring*6  G&llerjr  of  Weimar  Au- 
thors, i.  6. 

Doubt,  withering  influence  of.  i.  228 ; 
the  inexhaustible  material  which 
Action  fashions  into  Certainty,  iii. 
80.    See  Infidelity,  Scepticism. 

Dresden,  bombardment  of;  i.  846. 

Du  Bany*s  foul  day  done,  iv.  18. 

Duelling,  ii.  874;  iv.  427. 

Dumont's  &wi;«mrs  wr  Mirabeau. 
iv.  96. 

Duncon*8,  Samuel,  election  affida- 
vits, iv.  407. 

Dunse,  Scotch  Encampment  on  the 
HUl  of,  iv.  818. 

Dutton,  Sir  Thomas,  and  Sir  Hatton 
Cheek,  iv.  486. 

Duty,  infinite  nature  of,  iii.  119;  iv. 
206;  duty-made-easy,  iii.  827. 

Edelstein.    See  Boner. 

Education,  real  and  so-called,  iii. 
222 ;  how  young  souls  are  trained 
to  &;«  on  iWMOii,  iv.  861 ;  frightful 
waste  of  faculty  and  labour,  442. 

Egalit^,  Philippe,* iv.  68. 

Eighteenth  Century,  the  prosaic,  i. 
270,  819;  in  it  all  the  elements  of 
the  French  Revolution,  ii.  26,  71 ; 
iii.  269.  286;  iv.  128;  an  era  of 
Cant,  iii.  82;  Hypocrisy  and  Athe- 
ism dividing  the  world  between 
them,  118,  809. 

Eloquence,  long-eared,  how  to  ac- 
quire the  gift  of,  iii.  876. 

Emigration,  iii.  44. 

£nse*s,  Vamhagen  von,  Memoirs,  iv. 
262-281;  his  peculiar  qualifica- 
tions, 267;  visit  to  .lean  Paul,  268; 
fighting  at  Wagram,  262:  experi- 
ences at  the  Court  of  Napoleon, 
266;  Rahel,  his  Wife,  a  Icind  of' 
spiritual  queen  in  Germany,  270; 
her  letters,  272 ;  brilliant  talk,  274 ; 
her  death,  278. 

Envy,  a  putrid  corruption  of  sympa- 
thy, iii.  160. 

Epics,  the  old,  believed  Histories,  iii. 
68;  the  true  Epic  of  our  Time, 
242. 

Era,  a  New,  began  with  Goethe,  iii. 
147,  162,  206.    See  Spiritual. 

Erasmus,  i.  82. 

Ernestine  Line  of  Saxon  Princes,  iv. 


471, 479;  in  its  dbintegrated  stste, 

486. 
Error,  and  how  to  confute  it,  ii.  82. 
Europe,  like  a  set  of  parishes,  iv. 

222.    See  Commonweal,  Feudal. 
Evil,  Origin  of,  speculations  on  the, 

iii.  80;   evil,  in  the  widest  sense 

of  the  word,  88.    See  Badness, 

Right  and  Wrong. 
Exetei^Hall  twaddto,  iv.  887. 

Fables,  Four,  i.  471;  the  fourteenth 
century  an  age  of  Fable,  ii.  882. 

Fact,  the  smallest  historical,  con- 
trasted with  the  grandest  fictitious 
event,  iii.  62,  66.    See  Reality. 

Faith.    See  Believing. 

Fame,  no  test  of  merit,  i.  212;  the 
fantastic  article  so  called,  iii.  124. 
See  Popularity. 

Fate,  difiTerent  ideas  of,  i.  898;  Soph- 
ocles, iv.  442. 

Fault,  what  we  mean  bv  a,  t.  269. 

Fautt,  Goethe*8,  emphaticallv  a  work 
of  Art,  i.  168 ;  the  story  a  Christian 
my  thus,  160;  several  attempts  to 
body  it  forth,  161 ;  Goethe's  suc- 
cess, 162 ;  his  conception  of  Meph- 
istopheles,  168;  of  Faust  himself, 
164;  of  Margaret,  169;  the  origi- 
nal  legend,  ii.  888;  like  a  death- 


song  of  departing  worlds,  iii.  802. 
Feudal  Europe,  old,  f  *' 
to  die,  iii.  861. 


,  old,  fallen  a-dozing 


Fichte*s  notion  of  the  Literary  Blan, 
i.  62;  his  PhUosophv,  81;  tl.  108. 

Fiction,  and  its  kinship  to  Ufrnff^UL 
67. 

Fontaine,  La,  iv.  268. 

Foolishest,  the,  of  existing  mortals, 
iii.  67. 

Formica-leo,  natural  history  of  the, 
iii.  802. 

Fortnna,  i.  476. 

Fouqu^,  Friedrich  de  la  Motte,  par- 
entage, life  and  writings,  i.  416- 
422. 

Fourteenth  and  Fifteenth  Centuries, 
German  Literature  of  the,  ii.  866- 
414. 

Fourth  Estate,  beginnings  of  the,  iii. 
121 ;  its  energetic  youth,  288. 

Fox,  George,  i.  77. 

Francia,  Dr.,  iv.  889-899;  the  nota- 
blest  of  South-American  Dicta- 
tors, 849;  parentage  and  school- 
ing, 869;  perhaps  the  justest 
Advocate  that  ever  took  briefs  in 
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that  distant  ooantry,  864;  an  un- 
just judge  discomfited,  870;  hypo- 
chondria, 871 ;  Secretary  of  a  Par- 
aguay National  Congress,  878;  re- 
tires into  privacy,  876;  his  personal 
appearance,  and  library,  876,  876; 
gets  himself  declarea  Dictator, 
877;  a  conspiracy  detected,  and 
forty  persons  executed,  880;  two 
harvests  in  one  season,  881;  his 
lease  of  Paraguay,  882;  Funeral 
Kulogium,  886 ;  his  message  to  the 
English  Nation,  890;  his  *  Work- 
man's Gallows,*  898;  mode  of  life, 
894;  treatment  of  M.  Bonpland, 
897;  rumoured  quarrel  with  his 
father,  898;  his  life  of  labour 
ended,  899. 

Frederick,  Elector,  der  Streitbare, 
iv.  469. 

— kthe  Pacific,  iv.  460;  differences 
with  Kunz  von  Kanfungen,  462; 
his  two  Children  stolen  imd  recov- 
ered. 464. 

the  Wise,  who  saved  Luther 

from  the  Diet  of  Worms,  iv.  478. 

August,  the  big  King  of  Poland, 

iv.  482. 

the  Great  at  Dresden,  i.  848, 

846 ;  his  favour  for  La  Motte  Fou- 
qu^,  417;  Voltaire*s  visit  to,  ii. 
87;  his  notion  of  Shakspeare,  63; 
a  Philosophe  King,  iii.  294. 

Freedom,  a  higher,  than  freedom 
firom  oppression,  ii.  161. 

Freemasonry,  CagHostro's,  iii.  866. 

French  poetiy,  it.  64 ;  philosophy, 
74,  142. 

Friendship,  in  the  old  hetoic  sense, 
i.  816. 

Fugger,  Anton,  of  Augsburg,  ii.  896. 

Gallows,  terror  of  the,  iv.  76;  Dr. 
Francia*s  *  Workman's  Gallows,* 
898. 

GeniuA  ever  a  secret  to  itseUl  iii.  9, 
14;  iv.  218.     See  Original  Man. 

Gentleman,  modem,  and  meam 
Pattern-Figure,  iv.  6.  See  Re- 
spectability. 

Geoige,  Duke  of  Saxony,  whom  Lu- 
ther thought  so  little  of,  iv.  476. 

German  Literature,  State  of,  i.  80-91 ; 
foreign  ignorance  of,  82;  charge  of 
bad-taste,  41 ;  German  authors  not 
specially  poor,  47 ;  high  character 
of  German  poetry,  68;  chaijn  of 
Mysticism,  74 ;  Irreligion,  89 ;  First 


era  of  German  Literature,  iL  867, 
426;  physical  science  unfolds  it- 
self, 861  ;  Didactic  period,  866; 
Fable  literature,  882;  on  all  hands 
an  aspect  of  full  pra^ss,  892; 
rudiments  of  a  new  j^piritual  era, 
428;  for  two  centi^ies  in  the  sere 
leaf,  iii.  197. 

Getta  Romanorum,  the,  ii.  888,  886. 

Gigmanity,  literary,  ii.  196;  iii.  177. 

God,  the  Living,  no  cunningly-de- 
vised fable,  ui.  818;  judgments 
of,  868. 

Godlike,  the,  vanished  from  the 
world,  iii.  86. 

Goethe's  pictorial  criticism,  i.  66; 
his  Poetry,  69;  Goethe,  204-264 ; 
his  Autobiography,  209;  unexam- 
pled reputation,  212;  the  Teacher 
and  exemplar  of  his  age,  214 1 
Wetter  and  GOtz  von  BerUchingen^ 
217,  224;  iv.  220;  hU  notions  on 
suicide,  i.  228;  Wilkelm  Meitter, 
280-248;  spiritual  manhood,  260; 
singularly  emblematic  intellect. 
261 ;  a  master  of  Humanity  ana 
of  Poetry,  262;  not  a  *  German 
Voltaire,^  266, 267 ;  his  faults,  269 ; 
Sketch  of  his  life  and  works,  468- 
468;  his  prose,  ii.  216;  intercourse 
with  Schiller,  266,  294;  Goethe*s 
Portrait,  iii.  49;  Death  of  Goethe, 
146-166;  beginning  of  a  New  Era, 
147  ;  Goethe's  Works,  166-216  ; 
his  imatness,  170;  his  Wakrheit 
m»dIHchlumff,  174;  childhood  and 
parentage,  178 ;  his  father's  hatred 
of  the  French  Army,  188;  beauti- 
Ail  Gretchen,  187 ;  at  Leipzig  Uni- 
versity, 188;  studies  for  the  Law, 
190  ;  the  good  Frederike,  191  ; 
Goethe's  goodness  and  badness, 
198;  the  German  Chaos,  196;  first 
literary  productions,  199;  settles 
in  Weimar,  200  ;  inward  life  as 
recorded  in  his  Writings,  202  ; 
tribute  from  Fifteen  Englishmen, 
204  ;  his  spiritual  significance, 
208  ;  a  contemporary  of  Mira- 
bean,  iv.  117.  See  Fauttf  Helena^ 
NoveUe,  The  Ta/e,  Madame  de 
Stael. 

Goldsmith,  i.  220;  iii.  126. 

Good,  no,  that  is  possible  but  shall 
one  day  be  real,  iii.  41 ;  in  Good- 
ness the  surest  instinct  for  the 
Good,  866. 

Good  Man,  the,  ever  a  mystic  crea- 
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tive  centre  of  Goodness,  iH.  240; 

the  workinfr  of  the  good  and  brave 

endnres  literally  forever,  W.  281. 

See  Man. 
Cbttsched,  Goethe*8  intenriew  with, 

Ui.  189. 
Government,  trae,  the  showing  what 

to  do,  iii.  868. 
Graphic,  secret  of  being,  ili.  66. 
Gray,  i.  220. 
Great  Men,  the  Fire-pillars  of  the 

world,  ii.  247;  iii.  97,  149,  207  ; 

and  Fire-eaters,  iv.  199  ;  on  the 

Greatness  of,  iii.   169  ;   iv.   196. 

See  Man. 
Greek  Consecration  of  the  Flesh, 

iii.  333. 
Grill parzer^s,  Franz,  superior  merits 

for  a  playwright,  1. 869;  his  worst 

Plav,  the  Ahn/rau,  871 ;  his  KOnig 

Oaikur$  aiOck  and  Endt,  878. 
Grimm,  iii.  288. 
Gunpowder,  invention  and  benefit 

of,  ii.  898. 

Half-and-halfness,  ii.  268  ;  iii.  116, 
814;  the  one  thing  wholly  despi- 
cable and  forgetable,  884. 

Hampden,  John,  iv.  400. 

Happiness-controversy,  the  foolish, 
ii.  269;  illustration  of  the  *  Great- 
est-Happiness *  principle,  iii.  868. 

Hater,  a  good,  still  a  desideratum,  i. 
288. 

Hatred  an  inverse  love,  iii.  160. 

Hazlitt,  it!.  86. 

Health,  meaning  and  value  of,  iv. 
201,  216. 

Heart,  a  loving,  the  beginning  of 
Knowledge,  iii.  66,  166. 

Heath's,  Carrion,  JJfe  of  OHoer 
Ci-omwtUy  iv.  401. 

Heeren,  Professor,  and  his  mb-a- 
dub  style  of  moral-sublime,  i.  827. 

Hddenbuch,  the,  ii.  801;  specimen 
of  the  old  poetry,  308;  connexion 
with  the  Nibtlunytn,  806. 

Helena,  Goethe's,  a  dainty  little 
Phantasmagoria,  i.  162;  half-lit- 
eral, half- parabolic  style,  164; 
ffeUfM,  part  of  a  continuation  of 
Fault,  168  ;  introductory  Notice 
bv  the  Author,  171  ;  condensed 
elucidatory  sketch  of  the  poem, 
with  extracts,  178-200. 

Helvetiu8*8  Game-Preserves,  iii. 
291. 

Hengst  and  Horsa,  iii.  266. 


Herbert,  Philip,  and  James  Ramsay, 
iv.  488. 

Herder,!).  214;  iii.  194. 

Heroic  poems  and  heroic  lives,  i. 
824;  ii.  166;  iii.  88.). 

Heroine-worship,  i.  864;  iv.  271. 

Heroisms,  why,  are  not  done  now, 
iv.  446. 

Hero-worship  perennial  in  the  hu- 
man bosom,  ui.  82;  iv.  186;  almost 
the  only  creed  that  can  never  grow 
obsolete,  iii.  160.  See  Heroine- 
worship. 

Heyne,  Life  of,  i.  827-862;  parent- 
age, boyhood  and  extreme  pea* 
ury,  880  ;  a  poor  incipient  Ger- 
und-grinder, 888*;  a  school-tri- 
umph, 886  ;  miseries  of  a  poor 
scholar,  887 ;  his  edition  of  Ti- 
bnlius,  842  ;  first  interview  with 
Theresa  Weiss,  844;  driven  finom 
Dresden  by  the  Prussian  bom- 
bardment, 846;  marries,  848;  his 
Wife's  devoted  courage,  848;  ap- 
pointed to  a  professorship  in  Got- 
tingen,  860;  his  Wife's  death,  864; 
marries  again,  866 ;  Universitv 
labours,  866,  867 ;  death,  858. 

Higgins,  General  0*,  Director  of 
Chile,  iv.  846. 

History,  on,  ii.  228-240;  the  basis  of 
all  knowledge,  228 ;  vain  Philoso- 
phies of,  280;  iii.  64;  the  more 
important  part  of,  lost  without  re- 
covery, ii.  281,  247  ;  artists  and 
artisans  of,  286;  infinity,  286;  iii. 
266;  the  history  of  a  nation's  Po- 
etry, the  essence  of  its  entire  do- 
ings, ii.  424;  History  the  essence 
of  innumerable  Biographies,  iii. 
66  ;  the  true  Poetry.  87  ;  what 
things  are  called  ^Histories,*  89; 
iv.  7 ;  on  History  again,  iii.  247- 
266;  the  Message  from  the  whole 
Past  to  each  man,  249 ;  Univer- 
sal History  the  Autobiography  of 
Mankind,  268  ;  the  grand  sacred 
Epos,  or  Bible  of  Worid-History, 
881 ;  Scott's  Historical  Novels,  iv. 
241  ;  unspeakable  value  of  con- 
temporary memoirs,  813;  of  a  sin- 
cere Portrait,  448;  who  is  a  His- 
torical Character,  466. 

Hltzig's  Lives  of  Hofiinann  and 
Werner,  i.  94. 

Hoffmann's  quick  eye.  and  fastidi- 
ous feelings,  i.  127 ;  his  life,  char- 
acter and  writings,  480. 
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HohenstauflTen  Rmperon,  IsBt  of  the, 

ii.  868. 
Hohenzollerns,    the     Brandenbnrg, 

Rnd  their  talent  for  annihilating 

rubbish,  iv.  480. 
Holbach,  Bnrond*,  Ui.  291;  his  Phi- 

lo8ophe«  and  Philosophesses,  299. 
Holies,  John,  and  his  quarrel  with 

GervRse  Markham,  iv.  429. 
Home-poetry,  i.  278,  294. 
Homer,  i.  284;  ii.  862. 
Hoop,  P^re,  iii.  299. 
Hope*s,  Mr.,  Essav  on  the  Oriffin  and 

Prospects  of  Many  iii.  87. 
Hom*s,  Franz,  merits  as  a  litenuy 

historian,  i.  81. 
Horsemanship,  Guacho,  iv.  867. 
Hume's  scepticism,  i.  86  ;  ii.  106  ; 

iii.  149;  Hume  and  Johnson  con- 
.    trawted,   142;    fifteen  Atheists  at 

one  cflst,  811. 
Humility,  Ghristian,  ii.  67 ;  blessed 

are  th'e  humble,  they  that  are  noi 

known,  iv.  280. 
Humour,  sensibility  the  essence  of, 

i.  18,  290;  the  finest  perfection 

of  poetic  genius,  ii.  281. 
Huss,  John,  ii.  899. 

Idea,  society  the  embodiment  of  an, 
iii.  18;  great  men,  iv.  199.  See 
Man. 

Idealism,  ii.  101. 

Impossibility,  every  nsnius  an,  till 
he  appear,  i.  281 ;  Mtrabeiitt^s  no- 
tion of  impossibilities,  iv.  180. 

Imposture,  Empire  of,  in  flames,  iv. 
81. 

Improvisators,  literary,  iL  80 ;  iv.  246. 

Indignation,  i.  288. 

Infidelity,  iii.  118. 

Inheritance,  infinite,  of  every  hu- 
man soul,  iii.  48. 

Inspiration  still  possible,  ii.  428;  iii. 
9,  60,  147. 

Intellect,  celebrated  March  of.  iii. 
22;  what  might  be  done,  witn  in- 
tellect tnoufi\  iv.  814,  886. 

Inventions,  human,  ii.  74, 148;  Ger- 
man contributions  to  the  general 
store,  897;  Irish  ditto,  iii.  62. 

Invisible  World,  the,  within  and 
about  us,  ii.  106. 

Irving,  Death  of  Edward,  iii.  402. 

IsraeUtish  History,  sigtiificance  of,  i. 
246;  iii.  828.     See  Bible. 

Iturbide,  *  the  Napoleon  of  Mexico,* 
iv.  889. 


Jacobis,  the  two,  1.  68;  ii.  216. 

James  I.,  iv.  488,  486. 

Jenny  Geddes^s  stool,  flight  of,  iv. 
804,  817. 

Jesuits,  skill  and  zeal  of  the,  iii. 
268  ;  Jesuitism  sick  unto  death, 
298;  iv.  8to;  Jesuit  Georgel,  22. 

Johnson's,  Dr..  preventive  against 
bad  biognipnies,  i.  6  ;  his  sound 
practical  sense,  220;  a  small  oc- 
currence, iii.  64.  Bosweirs  Life 
of  Johnson,  70-144;  his  existence 
a  Beality  which  he  transacted 
awake,  98;  poverty  and  sore  ob- 
struction, 99 ;  boyish  turn  for  roy- 
alty, 101 ;  college  mortifications, 
and  stubborn  pride,  102 ;  hit 
brave-hearted  Wife,  106;  a  liter- 
ary career,  106  ;  letter  to  Lord 
Chesterfield,  111 ;  his  distracted 
era,  and  manful  honesty,  118;  hit 
Parliamentary  Debates,  121;  tears 
of  sacred  triumph,  128  ;  a  little 
circle  around  the  Wise  man,  126 ; 
the  conservation  of  what  was  gen- 
uine in  Toryism,  129  ;  a  brave 
man,  181;  fiis  clear  natred  of 
Cant,  184 ;  merciful,  affectionate 
nature,  186;  market-place  at  Ut- 
toxeter,  187 ;  politeness,  189 ;  preju- 
dices, 140;  Jonnson  and  Hume,142. 

Johnson's  House  in  Gough  Square, 
a  visit  to,  iii.  122. 

John  the  Steadfast,  iv.  474. 

Frederick  the  Magnanimous, 

iv.  474,  478,  479,  486. 

Jonson*8,  Ben,  war-tuck,  iv.  486. 

Juliers,  siege  of,  iv.  487. 

Kant's  Philosophy,  i.  78  ;  II.  101; 
Schiller's  opinion  of,  202. 

Kaufungen,  Kuns  von,  iv.  461,  492; 
exasperations  with  Elector  Fred- 
erick, 462  ;  steals  his  two  Sons, 
464;  beheaded,  467. 

Keats' s  weak-eyed  sensibility,  i.  286. 

Kempis,  Thomas  k,  ii.  891. 

Kepler's  true  love  of  wisdom,  ii.  26. 

Kings,  Nature's,  and  their  poor  dog- 
hutch  kingdoms,  iii.  101;  a  true 
man  must  tend  to  be  Kins  of  his 
own  world,  iv.  888.  See  Original 
Man. 

Klingemann,  Dr.  August,  the  meet 
indisputable  of  playwrights,  i. 
877;  his  Ahasuery  878*;  Faust^  and 
his  melodramatic  contract  with 
the  Devil,  880. 
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KlopBtock,  i.  61;  ii.  216;  his  Alle- 
gory of  The  T\oo  Mmet,  446. 

Knaves,  given  a  world  of,  what  mast 
come  of  it,  iii.  46. 

Know  thyself,  iii.  882. 

Knox,  John,  one  of  the  tmest  of  the 
true,  iv.  206;  Williie's  picture  of, 
a  wortliless  failure,  464. 

Kotzebue,  August  von,  a  warning  to 
all  playwrights,  i.  868  ;  ii.  444, 
446;  iv.  198. 

Labour,  and  free  Effort,  iii.  88;  infi- 
nite significance  of,  882.  See 
Work,  Working  Classes. 

Lamotte-Valois.  the  Countess  de,  iii. 
888;  her  pedigree,  birth,  charac- 
ter and  career,  iv.  81-81. 

Lsughter,  worth  of  true,  iv.  447. 

Lavater  and  Cagliostro,  iii.  878. 

Leopold  of  Anlialt-Dessau,  iv.  486. 

Lessing,  i.  61. 

Letter-writing,  conventional,  iv.  224; 
wbjecUve,  278  ;  veracious,  811  ; 
vacuous  and  inane,  818. 

Life,  a  means  to  an  end,  iii.  8;  Infi- 
nite mystery  of,  880;  iv.  9.  See 
Man. 

Lion.    See  Sources. 

Literary  Men,  a  perpetual  priest- 
hood, i.  68;  ii.  6,  166,  268,  462; 
iii.  282;  desirable  to  pay  them  by 
the  quantity  they  do  not  write,  iv. 
190.    See  Newspaper-Editors. 

Literature,  influence  of,  ii.  6,  462 ; 
diseased  self-conscionsness,  iii.  29; 
froth  and  substance,  66;  iv.  866; 
domain  of  Belief,  iii.  268;  literary 
shampooings,  iv.  220,  287;  flesh- 
flies,  280;  extempore  writing,  241; 
wbjtctivt  writing,  278.    See  Read. 

Locke,  and  his  followers,  i.  84 ;  paved 
the  way  for  banishing  Religion 
from  the  world,  221;  ii.  148;  wrote 
his  EiMy  in  a  Dutch  garret,  i.  820. 

Lockhart's  Life  of  Bums,  i.  266 ;  of 
Scott,  iv.  189. 

Logic,  the  rushlight  of,  ii.  164;  logic 
and  its  lim|ts,  iii.  tO,  818;  iv.  88. 
See  Metaphysics. 

Lope  de  Vega,  iv.  197. 

Louis  XV.,  ungodly  age  of,  ii.  71; 
iii.  260,  296;  iv.  21;  his  'amende 
honorable  to  God,'  26. 

Love  the  beginning  of  all  things,  iii. 
66, 166. 

Luther's  prose  a  half-battle,  ii.  216; 
his  love  of  music  and  poetry,  241 ; 


before  the  Diet  of  Worms,  248; 
his  Psalm,  248 ;  his  Life  the  latest 
prophecy  of  the  Eternal,  iv.  472. 

Machinery,  age  of,  it.  188;  iii.  809; 
supematunu,  68.  See  Mechani- 
cal. 

Macpberson,  i.  289. 

Magi,  Oriental,  books  of  the^  iii.  888. 

Mahomet,  iv.  888. 

Maids,  old  and  young,  Richter*8  ap- 
peal to,  ii.  220. 

Man  the  clearest  symbol  of  the  Di- 
vinity, iii.  161 ;  the  Ufe  of  every 
man  a  Poem,  and  Revelation  of 
Infinity,  880  ;  iv.  9.  See  Good, 
Great,  Microcosm,  Original  Man. 

Manhood,  i.  802. 

Marie-Antoinette,  iv.  18,  81,  43,  64. 

Marriage-law,  strange  state  of  the, 
in  German V,  i.  186;  the  Marriage- 
covenant,  fii.  816. 

Martin,  General  San,  and  his  march 
over  the  Andes,  iv.  842. 

Maxwell,  James,  and  his  insolent 
sardonic  wavs,  iv.  482. 

Mechanical  Philosophy,  i.  220 ;  its 
inevitable  Atheism,  'iii.  812.  See 
Machinery. 

Medea-caldron,  the,  iv.  882. 

Meditation,  iii.  9.    See  Silence. 

Memoirs,  value  of,  if  honest,  iii.  268; 
iv.  263,  267,  818. 

Memory,  no  wise,  without  wise  Ob- 
livion, iii.  268;  iv.  424;  the  strange 
alchemy  of,  818,  886. 

Mendelsonn.  author  of  Phadon^  i.  68. 

Merchant  Princes  of  Germany,  ii. 
894. 

Mercifulness,  true,  iii.  186. 

MetapbjTsics,  the  disease  of,  peren- 
lal,  iii.  80  ;  the  forerunner  of 
^X)d,  44. 
[crooosm,  Man  a,  or  epitomised 
mirror  of  the  Universe,  iii.  84, 
261.    See  Man. 

Milton,  i.  820;  iv.  248;  mute  MUtons, 
208. 

Minnesingers.     See  Swabian  Era. 

Mirabeau.  iv.  86-162  ;  by  far  the 
best-gitled  of  all  the  notables  of 
the  h  rench  Revolution,  94  ;  his 
Father,  the  tough  choleric  old 
Friend  of  Men,  101  ;  the  Mira- 
beaus  from  Florence,  101 ;  a  nota- 
ble kindred^  exempt  from  block- 
heads but  liable  to  blackguards, 
102;  talent  for  choosing   Wives, 
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104  ;  gruff  courtlership,  106  ;  at 
the  Battle  of  Casano,  106;  of  the 
whole  strange  kindred,  no  stran- 
ger figure  than  the  Friend  of  Men, 
108  ;  his  literary  and  other  gifts 
and  eccentricities,  109  ;  his  do- 
mestic difficalties,  and  Rhada- 
manthine  struggles,  118;  birth  of 
Gabriel  Uonor^,  last  of  the  Mirar 
beaus,  116;  education,  the  scien- 
tific paternal  hand  vertus  Nature 
and  others,  119;  sent  to  boarding- 
school,  120;  banished  to  Saintes; 
fresh  misdemeanors ;  LeUrt  de 
Cachet,  and  the  Isle  of  Kh^,  122, 
123:  fighting  in  Corsica,  124;  the 
old  Marquis's  critical  survey  of 
his  strange  offspring,  126 ;  the  Uen- 
eral  (hrertum,  128;  the  one  man 
who  might  have  saved  France, 
129;  marriage,  182;  banished  to 
Mauosque,  184  ;  in  the  castle 
of  If,  186  ;  a  stolen  visit  from 
his  brother,  187  ;  at  Pontarlier, 
139;  Mirabeau  and  Sophie  Mon- 
nier  escape  into  Holland,  141;  in 
the  castle  of  Vincennes,  146;  be- 
fore the  Besan^on  and  Aix  Parle- 
ments,  148  ;  the  world's  esteem 
now  quite  against  him,  151  ; 
States-General,  bis  flinging-up  of 
the  handful  of  dust,  155  ;  deputy 
for  Aix,  157;  victory  and  death, 
158. 

Miracles,  the  age  of,  now  and  ever, 
iii.  47. 

Misery  not  so  much  the  cause  as 
the  effect  of  Immorality,  iii.  854. 
See  Wretchedness. 

Moderation,  and  other  fine  names, 
ii.  258.    See  Half-and-halfness. 

More's,  Hannah,  anti-German  trum- 
pet-blast, ii.  416. 

Moritz,  Elector,  and  his  superior 
jockeyship,  iv.  477. 

Moses,  the  Hebrew  outlaw,  ii.  7. 

Miiller,  Friedrich,  i.  161. 

Milliner,  Dr.,  snpreme  over  play- 
wrights, i.  888  ;  his  Newspaper 
quid  ificat ions,  401. 

Musaus,  Johann  August,  his  life  and 
writings,  i.  409;  his  Vulksmdhrchenj 
412;  moral  and  intellectual  char- 
acter, 413. 

Music,  Luther's  love  of,  ii.  241 ;  the 
divinest  of  all  the  utterances  al- 
lowed to  man,  iv.  441 ;  condemned 
to  madness,  446. 


Mystery,  deep  significance  of,  iii. 
21 ;  mystical  and  intellectual  en- 
joyment of  an  object,  286,  400. 

Mysticism,  i.  74;  ii.  100, 188. 

Mythologies,  the  old,  once  Philoso- 
phies, iii.  57.     See  Pan,  Sphinx. 

Naigeon^B  Life  of  Diderot,  iii.  268. 

Names,  inextricable  confusion  of 
Saxon  princely,  iv.  470;  Mira- 
beau's  expressive  Nicknames,  164. 

Narratives,  difference  between  mere, 
and  the  bnwd  actual  History,  ii. 
284 ;  grand  source  of  our  modem 
fictions,  883;  mimic  Biographies, 
iii.  56;  narrative,  the  staple  of 
speech,  250. 

National  characteristics,  i.  88,  268, 
296;  iv.  206;  suffering,  i.  864. 

Nature,  not  dead  matter,  but  the 
living  mysterious  Garment  of  the 
Unseen,  *ii.  107;  iii.  7;  iv.  9,  66; 
Book  of,  ii.  286;  iv.  862;  succes- 
sive Revelations,  ii.  289. 

Netherlands,  wars  in  the,  iv.  485. 

Newspaper-Editors,  the  Mendicant 
Friars  of  these  days,  ii.  156 ;  their 
unwearied  straw-thrashing,  iv. 
246.     See  Fourth  Estate. 

Nibelungen  Lied,  the,  ii.  296-854;  an 
old  German  epos  of  singular  poetic 
interest,  814;  extracts  and  con- 
densed sketch  of  tlie  Poem,  818; 
antiquarian  researches  into  its  ori- 
gin, 845. 

Night-Moth,  Tragedy  of  the,  i.  469. 

Nineteenth  Century,  our  poor,  and 
its  indestructible  Romance,  iv.  9; 
at  once  destitute  of  faith,  and  ter- 
rified at  scepticism,  218,  219;  an 
age  all  calculated  for  strangling  of 
heroisms,  446.  See  Present  Time, 
European  Revolution. 

Nobility,  Ig-.  i.  816. 

Nobleness,  old,  may  become  a  new 
reality,  ii.  160.    See  Aristocracy. 

North,  Mr.  Henry,  of  Mildenhall,  iv. 
406. 

Northern  Archeology,  ii.  296. 

Novalis's  perplexitv  with  Wilhelm 
Meuter,  i.  287;  ii.  120;  specula- 
tions on  French  Philosopiiy,  74; 
Novalis,  79-184;  parentage  and 
youth,  87;  death  or  his  first  love, 
90;  literary  labours,  97;  illne»B 
and  death.  98;  his  Idealism,  106; 
extracts  rrom  his  Lthrlingt  zu 
SaiSf  &c.,  106;  Philosophic  Frag- 
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ments,  117;  ffymnt  to  the  Nighty 
and  Beinrich  wn  O/i^rdingen^  123; 
intellectaal  and  moral  character- 
istics, 130. 

NovtUe^  translated  from  Goethe,  iii. 
407-428. 

Novehy  Fashionable,  iii.  67;  partially 
liying,  60;  what  they  must  come 
to,  268;  Scott*s  Historical  Novels, 
iv.  241. 

Oblirion,  the  dark  page  on  which 
Memory  writes,  ill.  268.  See 
Memory. 

Obscene  wit,  iii.  801. 

Oliva,  the  Demoiselle  d*,  iv.  66. 

Opera,  the,  iv.  441-447. 

Oratory  and  Rhetoric,  iii.  11. 

Original  Man,  difficulty  of  nnder- 
standing  an,  i.  266,  269,  280;  ii. 
79,  246;  iv.  86,  161,  270;  the 
worId*8  injustice,  i.  326;  ii.  6;  iii. 
106;  uses  of,  149,  162,  164.  169; 
iv.  889;  no  one  with  absolateiy 
fU)  originality,  iii.  94;  an  original 
Scoundrel,  884;  the  world's  wealth 
consists  solely  in  its  original  men, 
and  what  th'ey  do  for  it,  iv.  87. 
See  Man. 

Pan,  the  ancient  symbol  of,  iii.  84. 

Paper,  Rag-,  invention  of,  ii.  899. 

Paradii^e,  tfie  dream  of.  iii.  82. 

Paraguay  and  its  people,  iv.  866. 

Parker,  Sir  Philip,  iv.  406. 

Parliament,  Long,  an  Election  to  the, 
iv.  400-426;  Samuel  Duncon*s  af- 
fidavits concerning  the  election 
for  Suffolk,  407;  *  short  and  true 
relation,  of  the  same  by  Sir  Sy- 
monds  D'Ewes,  416;  his  valuable 
Notes  of  the  Long  Parliament, 
424.    See  Commons,  &c. 

Pascal  and  Novalis,  resemblances 
between,  ii.  182. 

Past,  the,  the  fountain  of 'all  Knowl- 
edge, ii.  284;  iii.  247;  the  true 
Past  never  dies,  48;  iv.  836;  sa- 
cred interest  of,  iii.  64,  87. 

Patrons  of  genius,  and  convivial  Me- 
csnases,  i.  810;  patronage  twice 
cursed,  816;  ditto  twice  bUsaedf 
iii.  108. 

Pnuperism.  Hi.  288. 

PeopleVBooks,  ii.  418. 

Periodical  Windmills,  ii.  140. 

Philosophes,  the  French,  iii.  267, 
286. 


Philosophy  tcachine  by  Experience, 

ii.  230;  iii.  66.     See  Kant. 
Phospboros,  Werner's  parable  of,  1. 

Playwrights,  German  and  English, 
i.  868;  tricks  of  the  trade,  370, 
377,  393. 

Pleasure,  personal,  ii.  71,  168,  272. 

Poetic  culture,  i.  44,  69,  283,  280. 

Poetry,  the  true  end  of,  i.  70,  278, 
821;  ii.  120,262,428,462;  iv.  442; 
English  «nd  German  poetry  mut- 
ually illustrative,  i.  72;  Poetry 
can  never  die,  90;  not  a  mere 
stimulant,  221,  262;  ii.  166;  oar 
theories  and  genetic  histories  of, 
359;  poetry  aa  Apologue,  882; 
what  implied  by  a  nation's  Po- 
etry. 424;  Epic,  iii.  68;  present 
condition  of,  216;  the  Ufe  of  each 
man  a  Poem,  830. 

Politeness,  Johnson's,  iii.  189. 

Popularity  and  Originality,  i.  266; 
ii.  163, 231;  iv.  197;  felfpoi.^on  of 
popular  applause,  iii.  406;  iv.  215. 
See  Fame. 

Portraits,  Project  of  a  National  Ex- 
hibition of  Scottish,  iv.  448-467. 

Poverty,  the  lot  of  many  poets  and 
wise  men,  i.  320 ;  ad  vantage.H  from, 
821;  ii.  184, 186;  Christian-Ortho- 
doxy's dread  of,  iii.  74. 

Power,  love  of,  iv.  888.  See  Ambition. 

Present  Time,  the,  ii.  136 ;  iii.  22, 32; 
in  pangs  of  travail  with  the  New, 
86;  the  Present  the  living  sum- 
total  of  the  whole  Past,  48,  159. 
See  Nineteenth  Century. 

Pride's  purse,  iv.  428. 

Priest  and  Philosopher,  old  healthy 
identity  of,  ii.  289;  iii.  20. 

Printing,  invention  of,  ii.  399. 

Prinzenraub,  the,  iv.  468-492. 

Prose,  good,  better  than  bad  Rhyme, 
iii.  246. 

Protestantism,  modem,  i.  187. 

Public  Opinion,  Force  of,  ii.  78, 167. 

Publishing  Societies,  nnd  what  they 
might  do  towards  a  real  History 
of  England,  iv.  426. 

Puffery,  the  deluge  of,  iii.  283. 

Putrescence  and  Social  Decay,  iii. 

•  863. 

Pym,  John,  iv.  400. 

Quackery,  portentous  age  of,  iiL 
362;  dishonesty  the  raw  material 
alike  of  Quackery  and  Dupery, 
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855;  deception  and  self-deception, 
877,  888. 
Quietest,  the  Greatest  by  nature  also 
the,  iv.  212.    See  Silence,  Whole- 
ness. 

Bahel  Varnhagen  Ton  Ense.  See 
Ense. 

Ram-doss  the  Hindoo  mnn-god,  iy. 
199. 

Bead,  what  it  is  to,  an  author,  i.  156, 
259;  ii.  79, 129;  iv.  314. 

Reality,  deep  significance  of,  iii.  57, 
68,258,400;  iv.  10,66,442. 

Reform,  ii.  161 ;  not  joyous  but  griev- 
ous, iv.  882. 

Reformation,  era  of  the,  ii.  866;  in 
Scotland,  Hi.  90. 

Reid,  Dr.,  ii.  102. 

Religion,  utilitarian,  i.  222;  ii.  156; 
heroic  idea  of,  i.  820;  self-con- 
scious, iii.  26.    See  Christian. 

J?eim«r,  the.  See  Hugo  von  Trim- 
berg. 

Renunciation,  the  beginning  of  Life, 
ii.  98;  one  harmonious  element  oi 
the  Highest,  iii.  820. 

Republic  of  Literature,  i.  207.  See 
Literary  Men,  Literature. 

Respectability,  iii.  885;  baleful  in- 
fiuence  of,*iv.  7, 192;  how  gener- 
ated, 75.    See  Gigmanity. 

Reverence,  worth  of,  i.  242  ;  not 
sycophancy,  iii.  85,  240;  need  of 
enlinitenment,  166;  reverence  for 
thellighe»t,  in  ourselves  and  in 
others,  830. 

Reviewers,  duty  of,  i.  404;  what  is 
called  *  reviewing,'  ii.  88;  iii.  29; 
the  trade  wellnigh  done,  ii.  421; 
Smelfungns*s  despair,  iii.  216. 
See  Read. 

Revolution,  a  European,  rapidly  pro- 
ceeding, iii.  169.  See  Common- 
weal, Europe. 

English,  our  great,  iv.  818,400; 

Civil- War  Pamphlets,  402,  408; 
Pride's  purge,  423. 

French,  meaning  of  the,  ii.  161 ; 

masses  of  Quackism  set  fire  to,  iii. 
855 ;  a  greater  work  never  done  by 
men  so  small,  iv.  89;  the  Event  of 
these  modern  ages,  168. 

Parliamentary  History  of 

the,  iv.  168-184;  Thiers's  History, 
Mignet^s.  and  others,  165;  curi- 
ous collections  of  revolutionary 
books,  pamphlets,  &c.,  169;  death 


of  Fonlon,  172;  the  Palais-Royal; 
white  and  black  Cockades;  In- 
surrection of  Women,  175;  the 
Jacobins*  Club,  in  its  early  days 
of  moral-eublime,  177;  the  Sep- 
tember Massacre,  180. 

Revolution,  the  South-American, 
and  set  of  revolutions,  iv.  889. 

Reynard  ike  Fox^  Apoloffue  of,  ii. 
855  ;  researches  into  its  origin, 
400;  analysis  of,  406;  extract, 
showine  the  lansuage  of  our  old 
Saxon  Fatherland,  411. 

Richardson,  i.  284. 

Richter,Jean  Paul  Friedrich,i.  5-29; 
leading  events  of  his  life,  10;  his 
multifarious  works,  18;  extract 
from  Quintus  Fixlein,  27,  28; 
poverty,  822;  brief  sketch  of  his 
life  and  writing!»,  443;  J.  P.  F. 
Richter  again,  ii.  162-227;  bis 
peculiar  style,  168;  a  true  liter- 
ary man,  heroic  and  devout,  166; 
interesting  fragment  of  Autobi- 
ography, 168;  birtli  and  pedigree, 
170;  his  good  Father,  and  early 
home,  171;  self-vision,  177;  ed^- 
ncation  and  extreme  poverty, 
178;  his  first  productions,  185; 
this  too  a  Spartan  fioy,  190;  his 
Costume  Controversy,  190;  dares 
to  be  poor,  194;  triumphant  suc- 
cess of  JJe^wrtM,  201;  his  mar- 
riage, 208;  unwearied  diligence, 
205;  blindness  and  death,  207; 
intellectual  and  literary  character, 
209;  extracts,  215;  on  Daughter- 
full  houses,  219;  his  vast  Imagi- 
nation, 220;  his  Dream  of  Athe- 
ism. 221;  review  of  De  Stael's 
'  Allemagne,*  455 ;  Vamhagen's 
pleasant  visit  to,  iv.  258. 

RidiQule  not  the  test  of  tnith,  ii.  21. 

Right  and  Wrong  infinitely  differ- 
ent, ill.  119,  320;  the  question  of, 
onl^  the  second  question,  886.  See 
Evil. 

Robber-Towers  and  Free-Towns  of 
Germany,  ii.  898. 

Robertson's  History  of  Scotland,  Iii. 
90. 

Robespierre's  Mahomet,  scraggiest 
of  prophetic  discourses,  iv.  89 ;  an 
atrabilinr  Formula  of  a  man,  near- 
ly two  years  Autocrat  of  France, 
00;  once  an  Advocate  in  Arras, 
887. 

Rohan,  Prince  Cardinal  de,  and  Ca- 
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gliostro,  Hi.  886;  wbut  he  was,  iv. 
20;  how  he  ban  hia  dismissal 
from  Court,  and  what  came  of  it 
24-88. 

RoUmd  of  RoacesTalles,  iv.  8. 

Romance,  Translations  from  Ger- 
man, Preface  to,  i.  406;  the  age 
of  Romance  can  never  cease,  iv. 
6;  none  ever  seemed  romantic  to 
itself,  8. 

Roman  Emperors,  era  of  the,  ii.  70. 

Ronssean,  ii.  27,  66;  tii.  67,287;  iv. 
868. 

Rudolf  of  Hapsbnrg,  ii.  868. 

Sachs,  Hans,  a  literary  contempo- 
rary of  Luther,  i.  86. 

Satan,  MiUon*s,  i.  828. 

Sauerteig,  on  the  significance  of 
Reality,  iii.  67;  on  Life,  880;  on 
National  suffering,  868;  on  Re- 
forming a  Nation,  iv.  882. 

Saxe,  Mar^ohal  de,  iv.  488. 

Saxon  Heptarchy,  the,  iii.  266. 

Saxony,  Kings  o'f,  iv.  479,  481. 

Scepticism,  the  ttmmest  of  tlie  new 
fruit  of  growing  Knowledge,  iii. 
44;  the  Sceptic's  viaticum,  807. 
See  Doubt. 

Schiller's  ideal  of  the  true  Artist,  i. 
61 ;  his  perfection  of  pomp-prose, 
ii.  216;  Schiller,  246-206:  Corre- 
spondence with  Goethe,  248;  his 
cosmopolitanism,  261;  his  high 
aims,  268;  literary  life  and  strug- 
gles, 266 ;  connexion  with  Goethe, 
266;  illness  and  quiet  heroism, 
268;  his  character,  and  mode  of 
life,  278;  intellectual  giiU,  278; 
contrast  between  the  Robbert  and 
the  Mcud  of  OrUant,  284 ;  Song  of 
the  Aip§,  291;  his  philosophy,  292. 
See  Madame  de  Stael. 

Schle^i^l,  Friedrich,  iii.  86. 

Scbleiermacher,  iv.  267. 

Scotch  metaphysics,  i.  88  ;  ii.  148 
(see  Mechanical  Philosophy);  na- 
tional character,  iv.  206,  482. 

Scott,  Sir  Walter,  iv.  186-261;  great 
man,  or  not  a  great  man,  196;  one 
of  the  healthiest  of  men,  201,  216 ; 
an  old  Borderer  in  new  vesture, 
208;  early  environment,  204;  in- 
fancy and  young-manhood,  207; 
Metrical  Romances,  and  worldly 
prosperity,  218,  219;  his  connex- 
ion with  the  Ballantynes,  216;  in- 
fluence of  Goethe,  220;  the  Au- 


thor of  Waverley,  228;  not  much  as 
a  Letter-writer,  224;  dinner  with 
the  Prince-Regent,  224;  birtheve 
of  a  Waverley  Novel,  226;  life  at 
Abbotsford,  228;  literanr  value  of 
the  Waverley  Novels,  287:  extem- 
pore writing,  241;  bankruptcy, 
247 ;  a  lonely,  brave,  impovensbed 
man.  248. 

Scoundrelism,  significance  of,  iv.  74. 

Selbome,  Natunii  History  of,  iii.  67. 

Self-forgetfulness,  Werner's  notion 
of,  i,  122;  how  good  men  practise 
it,  820.    See  Renunciation. 

Self-interest,  political  systems  found- 
ed on,  ii.  71.  78, 146. 

Self-worship,  iii.  168. 

Seneca,  our  niceliest  proportioned 
Half-and-half,  iii.  807. 

Sentimentalist,  the,  barrenest  of 
mortals,  iii.  14;  Goethe's  opinion 
of  him,  198;  puking  and  sprawl- 
ing, iv.  202. 

Shakspeare's  humour,  i.  21 ;  no  sec- 
tarian, 266;  depth  of  insight,  262: 
iii.  208;  bombast,  i.  277 ;  Novalis's 
thoughts  on,  ii.  120;  good  taste, 
814;  compared  with  Goethe,  iii. 
209;  education,  222;  compared 
with  Scott,  iv.  218;  not  an  easy 
writer,  248. 

Sheep,  significant  resemblances  be- 
tween man  and,  iii.  96,  168;  ir. 
186. 

Shelley,  iii.  86. 

Siegfried  the  hero  of  old  Northern 
Tradition,  ii.  810,  820. 

Silence  the  grand  epitome  and  sum- 
total  of  all  Harmony,  iii.  21;  out 
of,  comes  Strength,  98;  signifi- 
cance and  sacredness  of,  814,  818; 
iv.  190. 

Sincerity,  the  grand  secret  for  find- 
ing readers,  i.  274;  iv.  218;  the 
most  precious  of  all  attainments, 
ii.  460;  iii.  226,  836;  iv.  811,  442. 
See  Original  Man,  Truthfulness, 
Wholeness. 

Sleep,  curious  to  think  of,  iv.  61. 

Society,  Machine  of,  ii.  146,  164; 
miraculous  power  of  association, 
iii.  16;  society  a  second  all- 
embracing  Life,  17;  wholeness, 
and  healUiy  unconsciousness,  18  ; 
bumine-up  of,  260. 

Soirees,  Lion-,  the  crowning  phe- 
nomenon of  modem  civilisation, 
iv.  186. 
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SongB,  and  their  Influence,  i.  298; 
divine  song,  iv.  441. 

Sorrow,  Sanctuary  of,  i.  248;  iv.  46; 
Worship  of,  ii.  67. 

Sower's  Song,  the,  i,  478. 

Space.    See  time. 

Speaking,  difference  between,  and 
pnbHc-epealKing,  ill.  876.  See 
Conversation. 

Sphinx-Riddle,  the,  ii.  861. 

Spiritual,  the,  the  parent  of  the  Vis- 
ible, ii.  860;  iii.  26;  rudiments  of 
a  new  era,  ii.  428,  461;  iii.  41, 
162,  820. 

Starrs,  Madame  de,  'Allemagne,* 
Richter*8  review  of,  ii.  466  ; 
*  Schiller,  Goethe  and  Madame 
de  SiaJ&l*  iii.  424. 

Stealing  generically  includes  the 
whole  art  of  Scoundrelism,  iii. 
846;  iv.  814. 

Sterne,  I.  21. 

Stewart,  Dugald,  i.  88;  his  opinion 
of  Bums,  284;  of  Idealism,  iL 
102. 

Sttlling*8,  '  Jung,  experience  of 
Goethe,  iii.  192. 

Strafford,  passages  in  the  Impeach- 
ment and  Trial  of,  iv.  826. 

Strength.    See  Silence,  Wisdom. 

Strieker,  the,  an  early  German  writ- 
er, ii.  867. 

Stuart,  Mary,  iii.  91. 

Style,  every'man  his  own,  i.  28;  pic- 
torial power,  iii.  66;  eccentricities 
of,  161. 

Supply  and  demand,  our  grand  max- 
im of,  i.  266. 

Swabian  Era,  the,  ii.  866;  birth  of 
German  Literature,  867,  426. 

Swashbuckler  age,  iv.  436. 

S  wedenborgians  in  questionable  com- 
pany, iii.  862. 

Swift,  i.  21. 

Symbols  of  the  Godlike,  worn-out, 
iii.  86. 

Tak^  The^  translated  from  Goethe; 

with  elucidations,  iii.  486-467. 
Tamerlane,  ii.  8. 
Taste,  true  poetic,  not  dependent  on 

riches,  i.  44;  German  authors,  61; 

gift  of  Poetry  presupposes  taste, 

li.  814;  dilettante  npnolstery,  iii. 

196. 
Tanler,  Johann,  ii.  890. 
Taxation,    spigot    of,    ii.   287;    iii. 

89. 


Taylor's  Historic  Survey  of  German 
Poetry,  ii.  416-468. 

Teufeliidrockh,  on  the  Greatness  of 
Great  Men,  iii.  169. 

Theatrical  Reports,  a  vapid  nui- 
eance,  i.  866. 

Thinkers,  how  few  are,  iv.  6;  intel- 
lectual thrift,  278. 

Thought,  how,  rules  the  world,  ii.  6 ; 
iii.  148;  iv.  64,  66. 

Tieck,  Lndwig;  his  Volkmahreken 
and  other  writings,  i.  422;  char- 
acter and  poetic  gifts.  427. 

Time  and  Space,  qutdaities  not  en- 
tities, i.  172;  ii.  106  ;  the  outer 
veil  of  Eternity,  iii.  87,  282. 

Times,  Signs  of  the,  ii.  186-161. 

To-day,  i.  476;  the  conflux  of  two 
Eternities,  ii.  188. 

Tolerance,  ii.  14,  77;  iii.  861. 

Tongue,  watch  well  thy,  iii.  98;  iv. 
868;  miraculous  gift  of,  iii.  249; 
iv.  244.    See  Eloquence. 

Triller,  der,  iv.  467,  468,  491. 

Trimberg,  Hugo  von,  ii.  869,  881. 
his  Rtfmer  a  singular,  clear-heart- 
ed old  book,  871. 

Trimmers  and  truckers,  iii.  86;  iv. 
92, 

Troubadour  Period  of  Literature,  ii. 
866,  864. 

Truthfulness,  ii.  88  ;  iii.  261  ;  iv. 
464.     See  Sincerity. 

Two-Hundred-and-Fifty  Years  ago: 
a  Fragment  about  Duels,  iv.  427- 
440  ;  Holies  of  Haughton,  428  ; 
Croydon  Races,  482;  Sir  Thomas 
Dutton  and  Sir  Hatton  Cheek,  436. 

Tytt  EtUeiupUgel,  adventures  of,  ii. 
886. 

Unconsciousness  the  first  condition 
of  health,  iii.  6,  21;  the  fathom- 
less domain  of,  816. 

Universities  of  Prague  and  of  Vi- 
enna, ii.  897;  disputed  seniority 
of  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  iv. 
422. 

Untamabilitv,  iv.  86,  68. 

Unveracity,'iv.  447,  464.  See  Sin- 
cerity. 

Utilitarianism,  i.  60,  87,  222;  ii.  72, 
168,  273,  442;  iii.  46;  Bentham's 
utilitarian  funeral,  178. 

Valet,  the,  theory  of  Heroes,  ii.  248. 
Vampire-bats,  Ecclesiastic,  iv.  848. 
Vamnagen  von  Ense.    See  Ense. 
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Yates  and  Seer,  the  tnie  Poet  a,  iii. 
148;  iv.  216,  441. 

Vaticination,  ii.  186. 

Vengenr,  on  the  Shiking  of  the,  iv* 
285-308. 

Veracity.    See  Unveracitj. 

View-hunting,  iii.  28. 

Virgirs  jEnad,  iii.  69. 

Virtue,  healthy  and  unhealthy,  iii. 
12 ;  tynonyme  of  Pleasure,  8*19. 

Volney,' Jean  Jacques  and  Company, 
iv.  868. 

Voltaire,  i.  207,  222;  ii.  6-78;  Vol- 
taire and  Goethe  contrasted,  i. 
266,  267 ;  the  man  of  his  century, 
ii.  10;  adroitness,  and  multifari- 
ous success,  16;  rectitude,  19; 
essentially  a  Mocker,  21;  pettr 
explosiTenes.4,  24;  vanity  bis  rul- 
ing passion,  28;  visit  to  the  Gafd 
de  Procope,  29;  lax  morality,  82; 
the  greatest  of  PerdJIeurtf  86; 
visit  to  Frederick  the  Great,  87; 
his  trouble  with  his  women,  88; 
his  last  triumphal  visit  to  Paris, 
46;  iii.  162;  death,  U.  62;  his  in- 
tellectual gifYs,  64;  criticisms  of 
Shakspeare,  62  ;  opposition  to 
Christianity,  65;  of  all  French- 
men the  most  French,  iii.  286. 

Wagram,  Napoleon  at,  iv.  262. 

Wartburg,  and  its  immortal  remem- 
brances and  monitions,  iv.  472. 

Weimar  and  its  intellectual  wealth, 
ii!.  206;  Duke  of,  iv.  487;  Bern- 
hard  of,  488. 

Weis.«,  Theresa.    See  Heyne. 

Welser,  Philippine,  ii.  896. 

Werner.  Life  and  Writings  of»  i.  92- 
161 ;  nis  drama  of  the  SShne  de$ 
TfioUf  99;  glimpses  of  hidden 
meaning,  118;  prophetic  aspire^ 
tions,  121;   his   mother's   death. 


126;  intercourse  with  Hoffmann, 
127;  Krevz  an  der  OttMee.  128; 
Martin  Luther,  odtr  dU  Wtwe  der 
Kra/l,  181 ;  his  repeated  divorces, 
186;  dislike  for  modem  Protes- 
tantism. 187;  becomes  a  Catholic, 
189;  aeath,  142;  questionable 
character,  148;  a  melancholy 
posthumous  fragment,  146. 

Wettin  Line  of  Sucon  Princes,  iv. 
469. 

White  of  Selbome,  iii.  67. 

Whole,  only  in  the,  can  the  Parts  be 
truly  seen,  ii.  286. 

Wholeness,  and  healthy  uncoascious- 
ness,  iii.  7,  21, 166,  820,  837. 

Wieland,  i.  61. 

WUhelm  of  Meissen,  iv.  460. 

Winkelmann,  Johann,  i.  860. 

Wisdom,  one  man  with,  stronger 
than  all  men  without,  ii.  154, 
462:  iii.  148. 

Wolf,  iv.  257. 

Women  bom  worshippers,  iii.  167. 

Worcester,  Battle  of,  picture  of  the, 
iv.  454. 

Work,  man*8  little,  lies  not  isolated, 
stranded,  iv.  19;  how  it  clutches 
hold  of  this  solid-seeming  world, 
66. 

Working  classes,  uneducated,  and 
educated  Unworking,  iii.  228.  See 
Labour. 

Worms,  the  venerable  City  of,  ii. 
836. 

Wrath,  a  background  of,  in  every 
man  and  creature,  iv.  427. 

Wretchedness,  i.  818;  iii.  88. 

Wrong.    See  Right. 

Youth  and  Manhood,  i.  299;  mud- 
bath  of  youthful  dissipations,  802. 
See  Education. 


THE  END. 
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